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CHAPTER I. 


** She looked, and saw that all was ruinous. 
Here stood a shattcred archway plumed with formg 
And here had fall’n a great part of a tower, 
Whole, like a crag that tumbles from tho cliff, 
And like a crag was gay wiih wilding flowors 
And high above a piece of turret stair, 
Worn by the foct that now were silent, 
Bare to the sun.” 


Tue first thing noticeable is a glcam of white teeth. Now 
that is a pleasant thing gencrally; yet its pleasantness de- 
pends, after all, upon the way the lips part over the ivory. 
There is & world of character discoverable in the curve of 
those soft lines. In the present case, that of a lady, as it is 
undoubtedly the very first thing you notico, the matter 
must be investigated. The mouth is rather large, with 
well-cut lips, however; and in the smile which comes not 
infrequently, the lips part freely and frankly, though not too 
far, over a wealth of white, beautiful teeth. So free is the 
curve of the upper lip, and so ready its revelation of the 
treasures beneath, that there is an instant suspicion of a cer- 
tain frankness and daring, and perhaps of a little mischief, 
on the part of their possessor; so free, at the same time, as 
to forbid the least notion of consciousness or design in that 
beautiful revelation. But how fine and full and regular 
are those white treasures of hers! seeming to speak for a 
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strong and perfect physical organization; and if your eye 
goes further—for her flat hat is on the ground—you will sce 
in the bountiful rich head of hair another token of the same 
thing. Her figure is finely developed ; her colour clear and 
healthy; not blonde; the full brown hair and cyes agrco 
with the notion of a nature more livcly than we assign to 
the other extreme of complexion. The features are not those 
of a beauty, though better than that, perhaps; there is a 
world of life and sense and spirit in them. 

It speaks for her good nature and fecling, that her smile 
is as frank as ever just now, and as pleasant as ever; for 
she is with about the last one of her party on whom she 
would have chosen to bestow herself. The occasion is o 
visit to some celebrated ruins; a day of pleasure; and 
Eleanor would a good deal rathcr bo walking and talking 
with another much more interesting member of the com- 
pany, in whose society, indeed, her day had begun; but 
Mr. Carlislo had been obliged suddenly to return home for 
an hour or two; and Eleanor is sitting on a grassy bank, 
with a gentleman beside her whom sho knows very little, 
and docs not care about at all. That is, she has no idca he 
can be very interesting; and he is a grave-looking pcr 
sonage, but we are not going to describe him at present. 

A word must be given to the place where they are. It is 
a little paradise. If the view is not very extended, it is rich 
in its parts; and the eye and the mind are filled. The grass 
is shaven smooth on the bank where the two are sitting; so 
it is all around, under trees which stand with wilful wildness 
of luxuriance, grouped and scattered apparently as thoy 
would. They are very old, in several varictics of kind, and 
in the perfect development and thrift of cach kind. Among 
them are the ruins of an old priory. They peep forth here 
and there from the trees. One broken tower stands free, 
with ivy masking its sides and crumbling top, and stains of 
weather and the hues of lichen and moss enriching what 
was once its plain grey colour. Other portions of the ruing 
are seen by glimpscs further on among the trees. Standing 
somewhat off by itself, yet encompassed by the congeners of 
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those same trees, almost swallowed up among them, is a 
comfortable, picturesque little building, not in ruins, though 
it has beon built up from the ruins. It is the parsonage, 
where the rector of the parish lives. Beyond this wood and 
these buildings, old and new, the eye can catch only bits of 
hills and woods that promise beauty further on; but nearer 
than they, and making a boundary line between tho present 
and the distant, the flash of a little river is seen, which 
curves about the old priory lands. A somewhat doubtful 
sunlight is struggling over it all; casting a stray beam on 
the grass, and a light on the ivy of the old tower. 

* What a queer old place it must have been,” said Eleanor. 

“ How old is it?” 

“QO, I don’t know—ages! Do you mean really how old? 
Iam sure I can’t tell; I never can keep those things in my 
head. If Dr. Cairnes would come out, ho could tell you all 
about it, and more.” 

* Dr. Cairnes, the rector P” 

“Yes. He keeps it all in his head, I know. The ruins 
are instcad of a family to him.” 

“They must date back pretty far, judging by thoso Nore 
man arches,” 

“Norman arches P—what those round ones? O, they do. 
The priory was founded by some old courtier or soldier in 
the time of Henry the First, who got disgusted with the 
world. ‘That is the beginning of all these places, isn’t it P” 

“Do you mean, that it is the beginning of all religious 
feeling P” 

“TI really think it is. I wouldn’t tell Dr. Cairnes so, 
however. How sweet these violets are. Dear little blue 
things!” 

“Do you suppose,” said the young man, stooping to pick 
onc or two, “that they aro less sweet to me than to you?” 

** Why should thoy be ?” 

“ Because religion is the most precious thing in the world 
to me; and by your rule, I must be disgusted with the 
world, and all sweet things have lost their savour.” 

He spoke with quiet gravity, and Hleanor’s eye went to 
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his faco with a bright glance of inquiry. It came back with 
no change of opinion. 

“ You don’t convert me,” she said. “Ido not know what 
you have given up for religion, so I cannot judge. But all 
tlic other people I ever saw grew religious only because they 
had lost all care about everything clse.” 

“1 wonder how that discontented old soldier found himself, 
whicn he got into these solitudes?” said the young man, 
with a smile of his own then. It was swect, and a little 
arch, aud withal harmonized completcly with the ordinary 
gravity of his face, not denying it at all. EKlcanor looked, 
ence and again, with some curiosity, but the smile passed 
away as quictly as it had come. 

“lhe solitude was not this solitude then.” 

“( no, it was very wild.” 

“These were Augustine canons, were they not?” 

“Who P” 

“The monks of this priory.” 

“T am sure I don’t know. I forget. What was the 
difference P” 

“You know there were many orders of religious houses. 
The Angustines were less severe in their rule, and more 
genial in their allowed way of life, than most of the others.” 

“What was their rule P” 

© Boginning with discontent of the world, you know, they 
went on with the principle that nothing worldly was good.” 

“Well, isn’t that the principle of all religious people 
now P” 

“T like violets,” said the young man, smiling again. 

“But do tell me, what did those old monks doP What 
was their ‘rule?’ I don’t know anything about it, nor about 
them.” 

“ Another old discontented soldier, who founded an abbey 
in Wales, is said by the historian to have dismissed all his 
formcr companions, and devoted himself to God. For his 
military belt, he ticd a rope about his waist; instead of fine 
linen he put on haircloth. And it is recorded of him, that 
the massive suit of armour which he had been used to wear 
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in battle, to protect him against the arrows and spears and 
axes of the enemy, he put on now and wore as a defence 
against the wiles and assaults of the devil—and wore it till 
it rusted away with age,” 

“Poor old soul!” said Eleanor. 

“ Docs that meet your idcas of a religious life P” 

Eleanor laughed, but answered by anothcr question, 
“Was that the rule of all the Augustine monks P” 

“Tt gives the key to it. Is that your notion of a religious 
lifePp You don’t answer me.” 

“Well,” said Elcanor laughing again, “ tt gives the key to 
dt, as you say. Ido not suppose you wear a suit of armour 
to protect yourself” 

“IT beg your pardon. I do.” 

“ Armowr ?” said Eleanor, looking incredulous. But her 
friend fairly burst into a little laugh at that. 

* Are you rested P” said he. 

And Eleanor got up, fecling a little indignant and a little 
curious. Strolling towards the ruins, however, there was 
too much to start conversation and too much to give delight, 
to permit either silence or pique to last. 

“Isn't 1t beautiful!” burst from both at once. 

* How exquisite that ivy is, climbing up that old tower !” 

“ And what o pity it is crumbling away so!” said Eleanor. 
“See that nearcr angle—it is breaking down fast. I wish it 
would stay as it is.” 

“ Nothing will do that for you. What is all that collection 
of rubbish yonder P” 

“That is where Mr. Carlisle is going to build a cottage for 
one of his pcople—somebody to take care of the ruins, I 
believe.” 

“And he takes the ruins to build it with, and the old 
priory grounds too!” 

Eleanor looked again at her companion. 

“T think it is better than to have the broken stones lying 
all over—don’t you P” 

“I do not.” 

“Mr. Carlisle thinks so, Now here we are in the body of 
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the church—there you sec where the roof went, by the slant- 
ing lincs on the tower wall; and we are standing where the 
congregation used to assemble.” 

“Not much of a cougregation,” said ler companion, 
“The neighbouring country furnished .few attendants, I 
fancy; the old mouks and their retainers were about all. 
The choir would hold most of thein; the nave, where we 
are standing, weuld have been of little use cxcept for pro- 
cessions.” 

* Processions P” said Wleanor. 

*On particular days there were processions of tha 
brotherhood, with lighted candles—round and round in the 
church. In the church at York twelve rounds made a mile, 
and there were twelve holes at the great door, with a little 
peg, so that any one curious about the mutter might reckon 
the miles.” 

* And so they used to go up and down here, burning their 
fingers with melicd tallow!” said Hlcanor. “Poor crca- 
tures! What a melancholy existence! Are you preparing 
to renounce the world yoursclf, Mr. Rhys?” 

He smiled, but it was a compound smile, light and carnest 
both at once, which Eleanor did not comprehend. 

“Why do you suspect mo P” he asked. 

“You scem to be studying the thing. Are you going to 
be a white or a black monuk—or a grey friar P” 

“There is a prior question. It is coming on to rain, Miss 
Powle.” 

“Rain! It is beginning this minute! And all the um- 
brellas are nobody knows wherc—only that it is where we 
ought to be. Iwas glad just now that the old roof is gone 
-—but I think I would like a picce of it back.” 

* You can take shelter at the parsonage.” 

* No, I cannot—they have got fever there.” 

“Then come with me. I believe I can find you a piece of 
roof somewhere.” 

Eleanor smiled to herself that he should think so, as all 
traces of beam and rafter had long since disappearcd from 
the priory and its dependencies. However, she followed her 
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conductor, who strode along among the ruins at a pace 
which it taxed her powers to keep up with. Presently he 
plunged down into a wilderness of bushes and wild thorn 
and piled up stoncs which the crumbling walls had left in 
confusion strewn over the ground. It was difficult walking. 
Eleanor had never been there; for in that quarter the decay 
of the buildings was more entire, and the growth of shrubs 
and brambles had been allowed to mask the disorder. As 
they went on, the footing grew very rough; they wero 
obliged to go over heaps and layers of the crumbling, moss- 
grown ruins. Elcanor’s conductor turned and gave her his 
hand to help; it was a strong hand, and quickened her pro- 
gress. Presently turning round a corner, through a thicket 
of thorn and holly bushes, with young larches and becches, 
a small space of clearance was gained, boundcd on the other 
side by a thick wall, one angle of which was standing. On 
this clear spot the rain-drops were falling fast. The hand 
that held Eleanor’s hurricd her across it, to where an old 
window remained sunk in the wall. The arch over the 
window was still entire, and as the wall was one of the outer 
walls and very thick, the shcltcr of a “piece of roof” was 
literally afforded. Elcanor’s conductor seated her on the 
decp window sill, where she was perfectly screened from the 
rain; and apologizing for the necessity of the occasion, took 
his place beside her. The window was narrow as well as 
deep; and the two, who hardly knew each other, were 
brought into very familiar neighbourhood. Elcanor would 
have been privatcly amused, if the first passing conscious- 
ness of amuscment had not becn immediately chased away 
by one or two other thoughts. The first was the extreme 
beauty of her position as a point of view. 

The ruins were all behind them. As they looked out of 
the window, nothing was seen but the most exquisite order 
and the most dainty perfection of nature. The ground, 
shaven and smooth, sloped away down to a fringe of young 
wood, amidst which peeped out a pretty cottage, and above 
which a curl of smoke floated. The cottage stood so low, 
and the trees were so open, that above and beyond appeared 
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the receding slopes and hills of the river valley, in their 
various shades of colour, grass and foliage. There was no 
sun on all this now, but a beautiful light under the rain 
cloud from the distant horizon. And the dark old stone 
window was the frame for this picture. It was very perfect. 
It was very raro, Eleanor exclaimed in delight. 

“ But I never was here—I never saw this before! How 
did you know of it, Mr. Rhys?” 

“T have studicd the ruins,” he said lightly. 

* But you have heen at Wiglands only a few months.” 

“T come hore very often,” he answered. “ Happily for 

ou.” 
. He might add that well enough, for the clouds poured 
down their rain now in torrents, or in sheets; the light 
which had come from the horizon a few minutes before was 
hidden, and the grey gloom of a summer storm was over 
everything. The little window sccmed dark, with the two 
people sitting there. Then there came a blinding flash of 
lightning. Elcanor started and cowcred, and the thunder 
rolled its deep tones over them, and under them, for the 
earth shook. She raised her head again, but only to shrink 
back the second time, when the lightning and the thunder 
were repeated. This time her head was not raised again, 
and she kept her hand covered over her tyes. Yet when- 
evcr the sound of the thunder came, Elecanor’s framo 
answered it by a start. She said nothing; it was mercly 
the involuntary answer of the nerves. The storm was a 
severe one, and when the severity of it passed a little furthor 
off, the torrents of ruin still fell. 

“You do not like thunder storms,” Mr. Rhys remarked, 
when the lightnings had ceased to be so vivid or so near. 

“ Does anybody like them ?’ 

“Yes. I like everything.” 

“You are happy,” said Eleanor. 

“Why are not you P” 

“T can’t help it,” said tho girl, lifting up her head, though 
she did not Jet her eyes go out of the window. “I cannot 
bear to see the lightning. It is foolish, but I cannot help it,” 
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“ Aro you suro it is foolish P Is there not some reason at 
tho bottom of it P” 

“T think there is a reason, though still it is foolish. 
There was a man killed by lightning just by our door, once 
—when I was a child. I saw him—lI never can forget it, 
never!” 

And a sort of shudder ran over Elcunor’s shoulders as she 
spoke. 

“You want my armour,” said her companion. The tone 
of voice was not only grave, but sympathizing. Hleanor 
looked up at him. 

“ Your armour ?” 

“ You charged me with wearing armour—and I confessed 
it,” be said with something of a smile. “It is a sort of 
armour that makes people safe in all circumstances.” 

He looked so quiet, so grave, so cool, and his eye had such 
alight in it, that Eleanor could not throw off his words. 
He looked like a man in armour. But no mail of brass was 
to be scen. 

“What do you mean P” she said. 

‘Did you never hear of the helmet of salvation P” 

“TI don’t know,” said Eleanor wonderingly. “I think I 
have heard the words. I do not think I ever attached any 
meaning to them.” | 

“Did you never feel,” he said, speaking with a peculiar 
dclilcration of manner, “that you were exposed to dangcr— 
and to death—from which no effort of yours could free you; 
and that after death, there is a grcat white throne to mect, 
for which you are not ready P”’ 

While he spoke slowly, his eyes were fixed upon Eleanor 
with a clear piercing glance which she felt read her through 
and through; but she was fascinated instead of angered, and 
submitted her own cyes to the reading without wishing to 
turn them away. Carrying on two trains of thought at the 
same time, as the mind will, her inward reflection was, “I 
had no idea that you were so good-looking !”— the answer in 
words was a sober, “I have felt so.” 

* Was the fecling a happy one P” 


10 TITE OLD HELMET. 


Elcanor’s lip suddenly trembled; then sho put down that 
involuntary natural answer, and said evasively, looking out 
of the window, “TI suppose cverybody has such feelings 
somctimes.” 

“ Not with that helmet on,” said her companion. 

With all the quictuess of his specch, and it was very 
unimpassioncd, his accent had a clear ring to it, which came 
from some unsoundced spirit-depth of power ; and Eleanor’s 
heart for a moment sunk before it in a secret convulsion of 
pain. She concealed this fecling, as she thought, success- 
fully; but that single ray of light had showed her tho 
darkness; it was keen as an arrow, and the arrow ranked. 
And her neighbour’s next words made her fecl that her 
heart lay bare; so quietly they touched it. 

You feel that you wamt something, Miss Powle.” 

Elcanor’s head drooped, as well as her heart. She 
wondered at herself; but there was a spell of power upon 
her, and she could by no means lift up either. It was not 
only that his words were true, but that he knew them to 
be so, 

* Do you know what you want?” her friend went on, in 
tones that were tender along with that deliberate utterance 
that carried so much force with it. “You know yoursclf an 
offender before the Lord—and you want the sense of for- 
giveness in your heart. You know yourself inclined to be 
an offender again—and you want the renewing grace of God 
to make your heart clean, and set it free from the powor of 
sin. Then you want also something to make you happy; 
and the love of Jesus alone can do that.” 

“ What is the use of telling over the things ono has not 
gotP” said Eleanor in somewhat smothered tones. Tho 
words of her companion came again clear as a bell— 

“Because you may have them if you want them.” 

Eleanor struggled with herself, for her self-possession 
was endangered, and she was angry at herself for being 
such a fool; but she could not help it; yet she would not let 
her agitation come any more to the surface. She waited for 
clearness of voice, and then could not forbear the question—= 


IN TILE RUINS, Bi 


“ How, Mr. Rhys ?” 

“ Josus said, ‘If any man thirst, lct him come unto me 
and drink.’ There is all fulness in him. Go to him for 
light—go to him for strength—go to him for forgiveness, 
for healing, for sanctification. ‘ Whosoever will, let him 
take of the water of life frecly.’” 

“<Go to him?’” repeated Eleanor vagucly. 

* Ask him.” 

Ask ITim! It was such a far-off, strange idca to her 
beart, there scemed such a universe of distance between, 
Eleanor’s face grew visibly shadowcd with tho thought. 
She? She could not. She did not know how. She was 
silent a little while. The subject was getting unmanageable, 

“T never had anybody talk to me so before, Mr. Rhys,” 
she said, thinking to Ict it pass. 

“ Perhaps you nover will again,” lhe said. “ Ucar it now. 
The’ Lord Jesus is not fur off—as you think—he is very 
near; he can hear the faintest whisper of a petition that you 
send to him. It is his message I bring you to-day—a 
message to you. Jam his servant, and be has given me 
this charge for you to-day—to tcll you that he loves you— 
that he has given his life for yours—and that he calls 
Elcanor Powle to give him her heart, and then to give him 
her life, in all the obedience his service may require.” 

Eleanor felt her heart strangely bowed, subdued, bent to 
his words. “I will”’—was the secret language of her 
thoughts—* but I inust not let this man sce all I am feeling; 
if T can help it.” Sho held herself still, looking out of the 
window, where the rain fell in torrents yet, though the 
thunder and the lightning were no longer near. So did he; 
he added no more to his last words, and a silence lastcd in 
the old ruined window as if its chanco occupants were gone 
again. As the silence lasted, Eleanor felt it grow awkward. 
She was at a loss how to break it. It was broken for her 
then. 

“ What will you do, Miss Powlo P” 

“T will think about it,” she answered, startled and hesie 
tating. 
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* How long, before you decide P” 

“How can I tell P” she suid. 

“You aro shrinking from a decision already formed. The 
answer is given in your sccret thoughts, and somcthing is 
rising up in tho midst of them to thwart it. Shall I tell my 
Mastcr that his message is refused P” 

“Mr. Rhys!” said Eleanor, looking up, “I never heard 
any onc talk so in all my life! You speak as if——” 

“As if, what?” 

“You speak as if——I never heard any one speak as you 
do.” 

“T speak as if I were in the habit of telling my Master 
how his message is reccvived PI often do that.” 

‘Bunt it sccms superfluous to tell what is known already,” 
said Eleanor, wondering secretly much more than she dared 
to say at her companion’s talk. 

“Do you never, in speaking to those you love, tell them 
what is no information P” 

Eleanor was now dumb. There was too great a gulf of 
difference between her companion and hersclf, to try to 
fraine any words or thoughts that might bridge it over. She 
must remain on one side and he on the other; yct she went 
on wondcring. 

“Are you a clergyman, Mr. Rhys?” she said after a 
pause. 

*T am not what you would call such P” 

* Do you not think the rain is over P” 

“ Noarly, for the present; but the grass is as web as pose 
sible.” 

“O, I don’t mind that. There is somcbody now in the 
shrubbery yonder, looking for me.” 

“He will not find you here,” said Mr. Rhys. “I have 
this window all to myself. But we will find him.” 

The rain-drops fell now but scattcringly, the last of the 
shower; the sun was breaking out, and the grcen world was 
all in a glitter of wet leaves. Wet as they were, Eleanor 
and Mr. Rhys pushed through the thick bramble and holly 
bushes, which with honeysuckles, eglantine, and broom, and 
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bryony, made a sweet wild wilderness. They got plentifully 
besprinkled in their way, shook that off as well as they 
could, and with quick steps sought to rejoin their com- 
panions. The person Eleanor had seen in tho shrubbery 
was the first one found, as Mr. Rhys had said. It was Mr. 
Carlisle. He at once took charge of Wleanor. 

* What has become of you ?” 

“What has become of you, Mr. CarlisloP” Eleanor’s 
gleaming smile was as bright as ever. 

“ Despair, nearly,” said he: “for I feared business would 
hold me all day; but I broke away. Not time enough to 
protect you from this shower.” 

“Water will wet,” said Kleanor, laughing; for the polite- 
noss of this speech was more evident than its plausibility. 
She was on the point of speaking of the protection that had 
been actually found for her, but thought better of it. Mcan- 
time they were joined by a little gir], bright and rather wild- 
looking, who addressed Eleanor as her sister. 

“O come!” she said, “where have you becnP We can’t 
go on till you come. We are going to lunch at Barton’s 

lower; and mamma says she will make Mr. Carlisle build a 
fire. so that we may all dry oursclves.” | 

* Julia!—how you speak!” 

“She did say so,” repeated the child. “Comc—make 
haste.” 

Eleanor glanced at her companion, who met the glance 
with a smile. “I hope Mrs. Powle will always command 
me,” he said, somewhat meaningly; and Eleanor hurricd on. 

She was destined to long téte-a-tétes that day; for as soon 
as her little party was scen in the distance, the larger com- 
pany took up their line of march again. Julia and Mr. 
Rhys had fallen behind ; and the long walk to Barton’s Tower 
was made with Mr. Carlisle alone, who was in no haste to 
abridge it, and secmed to enjoy himself very well: Iilcanor 
once or twice looked back, and saw her little sister, hand in 
hand with her companion of the old window, walking and 
talking in very eager and gay style, to judge by Julia’s 
lively movements. 


14 TIIE OLD LELMET, 


© Who is that Mr. Rhys?” said Eleanor. 

“T have hardly the honour to know him. May I ask, why 
you ask P” 

“ We is peenliar,” said Ileanor. 

“Je can hardly be worthy your study.” And the quea- 
tion was dismissed with a coolness which reminded Hleanor 
of Mr. Rhys’s own words, that he was not what she would 
calla clergyman. She would have asked another question, 
but the slight disdain which spoke in Mr. Carlisle’s cye and 
voice deterred her. She only noticed how well the object of 
it and her sister were getting along. However, Elcanor’s 
own walk was pleasant enough to drive Mr. Rhys out of her 
head. Mr. Carlise was polished, educated, spirited, and had 
the great additional advantage of being a known and ascer- 
taincd somebody; as he was in fact the heir of all the fine 
domain whose beautics they were admiring. And a beautiful 
heirdom it was. The way taken by the party led up the 
course of a valley which followed the windings of a small 
stream: its sides most romantic and woody in some places; 
in others taking the very mould of gentle beauty, and 
covered with rich grass, and swect with broom; in others 
again, drawing near together, and assuming a picturesque 
wildness, rocky and broken. Sweet flowers grew by the 
way in profusion, on the banks and along the sides of the 
stream; and the birds were very jocund in their solitudes. 
Throngh all this it was very pleasant wandering with the 
heir of the land: and ncither wet shoes nor wet shoulders 
were much remembered by Eleanor till they reached Bar- 
ton’s Tower. 

This was a ruin of a different character; one of the old 
strongholds of the rough time when men lived by the might 
of hand. No delicate arches and graceful mouldings had 
ever been here; all was, or had becn, grim, stern strength 
and massivencss. The strength was broken long ago; and 
grace, in the shape of clustering ivy, had mantled so much 
of the harsh outlines that their original impression was lost. 
It could be recalled only by a little abstraction. Within the 
enclosure of the thick walls, which in some places gaye a 
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sort of crypt-like shelter, the whole rambling party was now 
collected. 

“ Shall we have a fireP” Mr. Carlisle had asked Eleanor, 
just before they entercd. And Eleanor could not find in her 
heart to deny that it would be good, though not quite pre- 
pared to have it made to her order. However, the word was 
given. Wood was brought, and presently a roaring blaze 
went up within the old walls; not whore the old chimney 
used to be, for there were no traces of such a thing. The 
sun had not shined bright enough to do away the mischief 
ithe shower had done; and now the ladies gathered about 
the blaze, and declared it was very comfortable. Eleanor 
sat down on a stone by the side of the fire, willing to be less 
in the foreground for a little whilc; as well as to dry her 
wet shoes. From there she had a view of tho scene that 
would have pleased a painter. 

The blazing firo threw a warm light and colour of its own 
upon the dark walls and on the various groups collected 
within them, and touched mosses and ferns and greensward 
with its gipsy glare. The groups were not all of one cha- 
racter. There was a light-hued gay company of muslins 
and scarfs around the burning pile; in a corner a medley of 
servants and baskets and hampers; and in another corner 
Eleanor watched Julia and Mr. Rhys; the latter of whom 
was executing some adventurous climbing, after a flower 
probably, or a fern, while Julia stood below eagerly following 
his progress. Mr. Carlisle was all about. It was a singu- 
larly pretty scene, and to Eleanor’s eye it had the sharp 
painting which is given by a little secret interest at work. 
That interest gave particular relief to the figures of the two 
gentlemen whose names have beon mentioned; the other 
figures, the dark walls and ivy, the servants and the pre- 
paring collation, were only a rich mosaic of background for 
those two. 

There was Mr. Powle, a sturdy, well-to-do country gentle- 
man; looking it, and looking besides good-natured, which 
he was if not crossed. There was Eleanor’s mother, good- 
natured under all circumstances; fair and handsome, every 
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inch of her, from the closo fair curls on each side of her 
temples, to the tips of her neat walking shoes, showing the 
ample perfection of abundant means and indulgent living. 
There were some fricnds that formed part of their household 
just then, and the young pcople of a neighbouring family ; 
with the Miss Broadus’s ; tayo clderly ladics from the village, 
who were always in everything. There was Dr. Cairnes the 
rector, and his sister, a widow lady who spent part of every 
year with him. All these Eleanor’s eye passed over with 
slight heed, and busied itself furtively with the remaining 
two; the great man of the party, and the other, the one 
certainly of lcast consideration init. Why did she look at 
him, Eleanor asked herself? Mr. Carlisle was a mark for 
everybody’s cyes; a very handsome man, the future lord of 
the manor, knowing and using gracefully his advantages of 
many kinds. What had the other,—that tall, quict man, 
gathering flowers with Julia in the angle of the old tower P 
He could not be called handsome; a dark thick head of 
hair, and somewhat marked features alone distinguished 
him; exeept a pair of very clear keen eyes, the penctrating 
quality of which Eleanor had felt that morning. “Ife has a 
good figure, though,” she said to herself, “a very good 
figurc—and he moves well and easily; but what is there 
about him to make me think of him? What is the difference 
between his face and that other face ?” 

“That other face” made frequent appeals for her atten- 
tion; yet Eleanor could not forget the group in the corncr, 
where her sister seemed to be having a time of more lively 
enjoyment than any one clse of the company. No other 
person paid them any attention, even in thought; and when 
the collation was spread, Eleanor half wondered that her 
morning's friend neither came forward nor was for some 
moments asked to do so. She thought indeed she heard 
Julia ask him, but if so it was without effect. Mr. Rhyg 
remained in the distant angle, studying the stones there; 
till Mr. Powle shouted to him and brought him into the 
company. Having done this good action, the squire felt 
benevolently disposed towards the object of his care, and 
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entered into conversation with him. It grew so satisfactory 
to Mr. Powle, that it absorbed his attention from all but the 
meats and wines which were offered him, the enjoyment of 
which it probably heightened; the talk was prolonged, and 
seemed to grow more interesting as it went on. Elcanor 
could not hear what it was about, her own ear was so much 
engaged with business nearer at hand. The whole play had 
not escaped her, however; and between question and answer 
of the rattling gaiety going on about her cars, and indeed 
on her own tongue, she found time to wonder whether Mr. 
Rhys were shy, or kept back by a fecling of inferiority; so 
marked his conduct was by the absence of all voluntary self- 
assertion. .She could not determine that be was cither. 
No look or word favoured the one or the other supposition. 
And Eleanor could not look at those keen eyes, without 
feeling that it was extremcly unlikely they would quail 
before anybody or anything. Very different from those fine 
hazel irids that were flashing fun and gallantry into hers 
with every glance. Very different; but what was the differ- 
enceP It was something deeper than colour and contour. 
Eleanor had no chance to make further discoveries; for hor 
father engrossed his new acquaintance all the way home, 
and only did not bring him to Ivy Lodge to tea because Mr. 
Rhys refused it; for the invitution was given. 


CHAPTER II. 


To die—to slecp. 
To sleop! perchance to dream; ay, there’s the rubs 
For in that slocp of death what drcams may come !"” 


Tie family at Ivy Lodgo gathcred round the tea-table 
with spirits rather whetted, apparently, for both talking and 
eating. Certainly the one exercise had been intermitted for 
some hours; the other however had gone on without ces- 
sation. It went on still, The party was now reduced to 
the home party, with tho addition of Miss Broadus; which 
lady, with her sister, was at home at Ivy Lodge, as she was 
everywhere else. Elderly, respectable and respected old 
ladies they were: and though they dealt in gossip, would 
‘ot willingly have hurt a fly. They dealt in reccipts and 
fn jellies too; in fashions, and in many kindnesses, both 
received and given by all the neighbourhood. They were 
daughters of a former rector of the parish, and poor, and 
asked nobody to help them; which indced they had no need 
to ask. 

“You seemed to like your afternoon’s acquaintance, papa?” 
said Eleanor. 

“He is a fine fellow,” said the squire. ‘“He’s a fine 
fellow. Knows something. My dear, he teaches a small 
school at Wiglands, I hear.” 

“Does he? I wonder who goes to it,” said Mrs. Powle. 

“I don’t know,” said the squire; “but I mean to send 
Alfred.” 

“My dear Mr. Powle! to such a schoolas that? Nobody 
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can go to it but some of the farmers’ children around—there 
is no one else.” 

“Jt won’t hurt him, for a little while,” said the squire. 
“T like the master, and that’s of more importance than the 
children. ‘ Don’t you worry.” 

“My dear Mr. Powle! ButI never heard of such a thing 
in my life. Ido not believe Dr. Cairnes will like it at all. 
He will think it very strange, your sending your boy to a 
man that is not a Churchman, and is not anything, that 
anybody knows of.” 

“Dr. Cairnes be hanged!” said the squire,“ and mind his 
own affairs. He wouldn’t want me to send Alfred to him.” 

“My dear Mrs. Powle,” said Miss Broadus, “I can tell you 
this for your comfort—there are two sons of Mr. Churchill, 
the Independent minister of Eastcombe—that come over to 
him; besides one or two more that are quite respectable.” 

“Why does not Mr. Churchill send his boys to school at 
Eastcombe P” 

“O well, it docsn’t suit him, I suppose; and like goes to 
like, you know, my dear.” 

“That is what I think,” said Mrs. Powle, looking at hor 
husband, “and I wonder Mr. Powle does not think so too.” 

“If you mean me,” said the squire, “I am not ‘like’ 
anybody—that I can tell you. A good schoolmaster is a 
good schoolmaster—I don’t care what else he calls himself.” 

« And Mr. Rhys is a good schoolmaster, I have no doubt,” 
said Miss Broadus. 

“IT know what he is,” said Julia; “ heis a nico man; I like 
him.” ‘ 

“I saw he kept you quiet,” said Eleanor. “ How did he 
manago it?” 

“He didn’t manage it. He told me about things,” said 
Julia; “and ho got flowers for me, and told me about ferns. 
You never saw such lovely ferns as we found; and you 
would not know where to look for them, either. Inever saw 
such 8 nice man as Mr. Rhys in my life.” 

“There, my dear,” said her mother, “do not encourage 
Julia in talking. She is always too ready.” 
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“JT am going to walk with him again, to get flowers,” said 
she child. 

_ “T shall invite him to the Lodge,” said the squire. “He 
is a very sensible man, and knows what he is about.” 

“Do you know anything more about him, Mr. Powle P” 

“He does more than teach three or four boys,” said Miss 
Broadus. “ He scrves a little Dissenting Chapel of some 
sort, over at Lily Vale.” | 

“Why docs he not live there then?” said Mrs. Powle. 
“ Lily Vale is two and a half miles off. Not very convenient, 
I should think.” 

“T don’t know, my dear. Perhaps he finds living cheap at 
Wiglands, and I am sure he may. Do you know, I get 
butter for less than one-half what I paid when I was in 
Leicester P” 

“It is summer time now, Miss Broadus,” said the squire. 

“Yes, Lknow, but still—I am sure Wiglands is the nicest, 
easiost placc for poor pcople to live, that ever was.” 

“ Why, you are not poor, Miss Broadus,” said the squire. 

Miss Broadus chuckled. The fact was, that the Miss 
Broadus’s not being poor was a standing pleasant joke with 
them; it being well known that they were not largely sup- 
plied with means, but contrived to make a little do the 
apparent work of much more than they had. <A way of 
achieving respectability upon which they prided themselves. 

“Eleanor,” said her mother as they Icft the table, “ you 
look pale. Did you get your feet wet?” 

“Ycs, mamma—thcre was no helping that,” 

“Then you'll be laid up !” 

“She must not, just now, my dear,” said Miss Broadus 
sinilingly. 

Eleanor could not laugh off the prophecy, which an in- 
ternal warning told her was well founded. She went to bed 
thinking of Mr. Rhys’s helmet. . She did not know why; 
she was not given to such thoughts; neither did she coms 
prehend exactly what the helmet might be; yet now the 
thought came uneasily across her mind, that just such a 
cold as she had taken had been many a one’s death; and 
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with that came a strange feeling of unprotectedness—of 
want of defence. It was very uncomfortable to go to bed 
with that slight sensation of sore throat and feverishness, 
und to remember that the beginning of multitudes of last 
sicknesses had been no other and no greater; and it was 
most unlike Eleanor to permit such a cause to make her un- 
comfortable. She charged it upon the conversation of the 
morning, and supposed herself nervous or feverish; but 
this, if an explanation, was no cure; and through the fre- 
quent wakings of a disturbed night, the thought of that 
piece of armour which made one of her fellow-creatures so 
blessedly calm, came up again and again to her mind. 

“T am feverish—this is nightmare,” said Eleanor to her- 
self, But it must be good to have no such nightmare. And 
when the broad daylight had come, and she was pronounced 
to be very ill, and the doctor was sent for, Eleanor found 
her night’s visions would not take their departure. She 
could not get up; she was a prisoner; would she ever be 
free P 

She was very ill; the fever gained head; and the old 
doctor, who was a friend of the family, looked very grave at 
her. Eleanor saw it. She knew that a battle was to be 
fought between the powers of life and death; and the thought 
that no one could tell how the victory would be, came like an 
ice wind upon flowers. Her spirit shrank and cowered before 
it. Hopes and pleasures and plans, of which she was so full 
yesterday, were chilled to the ground ; and across the cleared 
pathway of vision, what appeared? Hleanor would not look. 

But the baty-e must be fought; and it had to be fought 
amid puin and fever and weariness and the anxious looks of 
friends; and it was not soon decided. And the wish for 
that helmet of shelter, whatever it might be, came at times 
bitterly strong over Eleanor’s heart. Many a heavily drawn 
sigh, which her mother charged to the body’s weariness, 
came from the mind’s longing. And in the solitude of the 
night, when her breath was quick and her pulse was high 
and she knew everything was going wrong, the thought 
came with a sting of agony,—if there was such a helmet, 
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and she could not have it. O to be well and strong, and 
need none !—or while lying before death’s door to see if it 
would open, O to have that talisman that would make its 
opening peace! It was not at Eleanor’s hand, and she did 
not know where to find it. And when the daylight came 
again, and the doctor looked grave, aud her mother turned 
away the anxious face she did not wish Heanor to read, the 
cold chill of fear crept over Eleanor’s heart. She hid it 
there. No ercature in the house, she knew, could mect or 
quiet it; if indeed her explanation of it could have beon 
understood. She banished it as often as it was possible; but 
during many days that Eleanor lay on asick bed =. so 
frequent a visitor that her heart grew sew 

There were June roses and summe. sunshine “onteide ; 
and swect breaths came in at the open windows, telling the 
time of year. Julia reported how fine the strawberries were, 
and went and came with words about walks and flowers and 
joyous doings; while Elcanor’s room was darkened, and 
phials of medicine and glasses stood on the tablo, and the 
doctor went and came, and Mrs. Powle hardly left her by day, 
and at night the nurse slept, and Eleanor tossed and turned 
on her pillow and thought of another “ night” that “ cometh.” 

The struggle with fever and pain was over at last. Then 
came weakuess; and though hope revived, fear would not 
die. Besides, Hleanor said to herself, though she should get 
entirely well of this sickness, who would guaranty her that 
another would not come? And must not one come—some 
time—that must be final? And how should that be met? 
Nay, though getting well again and out of present danger, 
she would have liked to have that armour of shelter still! 

“What are you crying for?” said her little sister, coming 
suddenly into her room one day. Eleanor was so far re- 
covered as to be up. 

“T am weak and nervous,—foolish.” 

“TI wouldn’t be foolish,” said Julia. 

“TI do not think I am foolish,” said Eleanor slowly. 


“Then why do you say youare? But what is the matter 
With you P” 
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“ Like all the rest of the world, child,—I want something 
I cunnot get. What have you theroP” 

* Ferns,” said Julia. “Do you know what ferns are?” 

“TI supposo I do—when I see them.” 

** No, but when you don't sco them; that’s the thing.” 

* Do you, pray P” 

“Yes! A fern is a plant which has its secds come on the 
back of the Icaf, aud no flowcr; and it comes up curled like 
a caterpillar. Aren’t those pretty?” 

“Whore did you Icarn all that?” 

- ©T know more than that. This Ilcaf is called a frond.” 

* Who told you?” 

“Mr. Rhys.” 

“ Did you learn it from Mr. Rhys ?” 

*Yos, to be sure I did, and a great decal more. Ho is 
going to teach me all about ferns.” 

“Where do you sce Mr. Rhys?” 

“Why! wherever I have a mind. Alfred gocs walking 
with him, and the other boys, and I go too; and he tells us 
things. I always go along with Mr. Rhys, and he takes 
care of me.” 

“Docs mamma know P” 

“Yes, but papa lets Mr. Rhys do just what he pleases, 
Papa says Mr. Rhys is a wonderful man.” 

“What is he wonderful for?” said Eleanor languidly. 

“Well, J think, because he is making Alfred a good boy.” 

* T wonder how he has done it,” said Eleanor, 

“So do I. He knows how. What do you thinkP he 
punished Alfred one day right before papa.” 

* Where?” said Eleanor, in astonishment. 

“Down at the school. Papawasthcre. Papa told about 
it. Alfred thought he wouldn’t dare, when papa was there; 
and Alfred took the opportunity to be impudent; and Mr. 
Rhys just took him up by his waistband and laid him down 
on the floor at his feet; and Alfred has behaved himself ever 
since.” 

“Was not papa angry P” 

“ He said he was at first, and I think it is likely; but after 
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that, he said Mr. Rhys was a great man, and he would not 
interfere with him.” 

“ And how does Alfred like Mr. Rhys P” 

“Te likes him,” said Julia, turning over her ferns. “I 
like him. Mr. Rhys said he was sorry you were sick. 
Now, that is a frond. That is what it is called. Do you 
sec P those are the sceds.” 

Eleanor sighed. She would have liked to take lessons of 
Mr. Rhys on another subject. She half envied Julia's 
liberty. There scemed a great wall built up between her 
and the knowledge she wanted. Must it be so always? 

“ Julia, when are you going to take a walk with Mr. Rhys 
again P” 

“To-morrow,” was the quick answer. 

“T will give you somcthing to ask him about.” 

“TI don’t want it. I always have enough to ask him. 
We are going after ferns; we always have enough to talk 
about.” 

“ But there is a question I would like you to ask.” 

“What is itP Why don’t you ask him yourself?” 

Eleanor was silent, watching Julia’s uncompromising 
business-like air as she turned over her bunch of ferns. 
The little one was full of hcr own affairs; her long locks of 
hair waving with every turn of her busy head. Suddenly 
she looked up. 

“ What is your question, Eleanor?” 

“You must not ask it as if from me.” 

“ How then P” 

“ Just ask it—as if you wanted to know yourself; without 
saying anything.” 

“ As if I wanted to know what?” 

Eleanor hesitated, and Mrs. Powle came into the room. 

“What, Eleanor—what?” Julia repeated. 

“Nothing. Study your ferns.” 

“T have studied them. This is the rachis—and ign here 
below this, is the rhizoma; and the little seed places that 
come on the back of the frond, are thece. I forget what 
Mr. Rhys called the seeds now. I'll ask him.” 
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« What nonsense is that you are talking, Julia?” 

“Sensc, mamma. Or rather, it is knowledge.” 

“Mamma, how do you like Mr. Rhys? Julia says he is 
often here.” 

“He is a pleasant man,” said Mrs. Powle. “I hava 
nothing against him—except that your father and the chil- 
dren are crazy about him. I see nothing in him to be crazy 
about.” 

“ Alfred is a good deal less crazy than ho used to be,” 
remarked Julia; “and I think papa hasn’t lost anything.” 

“You are a saucy girl,” said her mother. “ Mr. Carlisle 
is very anxious to know when you will be down stairs again, 
Ileanor.” 

Julia ran off with her ferns; Eleanor went into a muso; 
and the conversation ceascd. 

It happened a few days after this, that the event about 
which Mr. Carlisle was anxious came to pass. Eleanor was 
able to leave her room. However, fecling yet very wanting 
in strength, and not quite ready to face a company of gay 
talkers, she shunned the drawing-room where such a come 
pany wes gathered, and betook herself to a small summer- 
parlour in another part of the house. This room she had 
somewhat appropriated to her own use. It had once been a 
school-room. Since the misbehaviour of one governess, 
years ago, Mr. Powle had vowcd that he never would have 
another in the house, come what would. Julia might run 
wild at home; he should be satisfied if she learned to read, 
to ride, and to walk: and when she was old enough, he 
would send her to boarding-school. What the squire con- 
sidered old enough did not appear. Julia was a fine child 
of eleven, and still practising her accomplishments of riding 
and walking to her heart’s content at home; with little pro- 
gress made in the other branches to which reading is the 
door. The old school-room had long forgotten even its 
name, and had been fitted up simply aud pleasantly for 
summer occupation. It opened on one side by a glass door 
upon a gay flower-garden; Hleanor’s special pet and cons 
cern; where she did a great deal of work herself. It was 
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after an elaborate geometrical pattern; and beds of all sorta 
of angles were filled and bright with differcnt coloured vers 
benas, phloxes, geraniums, heliotrope, and other flowers fit 
for such work; making a brilliant mosaic of scarlct, purple 
and gold, in Eastern gotp,eousness, as the whole was seen 
from the glass door. Tlcanor sat down there to look at it 
and realize the fact that she was getting well again; with 
the dreamy realization that gocs along with present weake 
ness and remembered past pain. 

On anothcr side the room opencd to a small lawn; it was 
quite shut off by its situation and by the plantations of 
shrubbery, from the other part of the house; and very 
rarcly visited by the chance comers who were frequent there. 
So Eleanor was o good deal surprised this evening to see a 
tull strange figure appear at the further side of her flower 
garden; then not at all surprised to see that it was Mr. 
Rhys accompanied by her sister Julia. Julia flitted about 
through the garden, in very irregular fashion, followed by 
her friend; till their wandcrings brought them near the 
open door within which Eleanor sat.- To the door Julia 
immediately darted, drawing her companion with her; and 
28 soon as she came up exclaimed, as if she had been armod 
with a scarch-warrant and had brought her man,— 

“Here's Mr. Rhys, Eleanor. Now you can ask him youre 
self whatever you like.” 

Eleanor felt startled. But it was with such a pleasant 
face that Mr. Rhys came up, such a cordial grasp of the 
hand greeted her, that the fecling vanished immediately. 
Perhaps that hand clasp was all the warmer for Eleanor’s 
changed appearance. She was very unlike the girl of 
superb health who had wandered over the old priory grounds 
a few wecks before. Elcanor’s colour was gone; the blue 
veins showed distinctly on the temples; the full lips, instead 
of their brilliant gay smile, had a languid and much soberer 
line. She made quite a different impression now, of a fair 
delicate young creature, who had lost and felt she had lost 
the proud strength in which she had been so luxuriant a 
little while before. Mr. Rhys looked at her attentively, 
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“You have been very ill, Miss Powle.” 

“T suppose I have—some of the time.” 

“T am rejoiced to soe you well again.” 

“Thank you.” 

“ Julia has been leading moe over the garden and groundg, 
I did not know where she was bringing me.” 

“How do you like my garden?” 

“ For a garden of that sort—it seems to me well arranged.” 

He was vory cool, cortainly, in giving his opinion, Eleanor 
thought. Her gardening pride was touched. This was a 
pet of her own. 

“Then you do not fancy gardens of this sort.” 

“T believe I think Nature is tho best artist of all.” 

“ But would you let Nature have her own way entirely P” 

“No more in the vegetable than I would in the moral 
world. She would jrrow weeds.” 

The quick clear sense and decision, in the eye and accent’ 
were just what Eleanor did not want to cope with. She was 
silent. So were her two companions; for Julia was busy 
with a nosegay she was making up. Then Mr. Rhys turned 
to Eleanor. 

“Julia said you had a question to ask of me, Miss Powle.” 

“Yes, I had,” said Eleanor, colouring slightly and hesi- 
tating. “ But you cannot answer it standing—will you come 
in, Mr, Rhys?” 

“Thank you—if you will allow me, I will take this instead,” 
said he, sitting down on one of the steps before the glass 
door. “ What was the question P” 

That was the other day, when she brought in her ferns 
-—it was 2 wish I had, But she ought not to have troubled 
you with it.” 

“Tt will give ine great pleasure to answer you—if I can.’, 

Eleanor half fancied he knew what the question was; and 
she hesitated ag ain, feeling a good deal confused. But when 
should she hav¢ another chance? She made a bold push. 

“TI felt a cutcosity to ask you—I did not know any one 
else who could tell me—what that ‘helmet’ was, you spoke 
of one day ;—that day at the old priory P” 
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Eleanor coyld not look up. She felt as if the clear eyes 
opposite her were reading down in the depth of her heart. 
They were very unflinching about it. It was curiously 
disagreeable and agreeable both at once. 

“ Have you wanted it, these weeks past?” said he. 

The question was unexpected. It was put with a pene-- 
trating sympathy. Eleanor felt if she openo”, her lips to 
speak she could not command their steadiness. She gave 
no answer but silence. 

“A helmet?” said Julia, looking up. “ What is a helmet ?” 

“he warriors of old time,” said Mr. Rhys, “used to 
wear & helmet to protect their heads from danger. It was 
wu covering of Icather and stecl. With this head-piece on, 
they felt safe; where their lives would not have been worth 
a penny without it.” 

“ But Eleanor—what docs Eleanor want of a helmet?” 
said Julia. And she went off into a shout of ringing laughter. 

“Perhaps you want one,” said Mr. Rhys, composedly. 

“No, I don’t. What should I want it for? What 
should I cover my itead with leather and steel for, Mr. 
Rhys P” 

“You want something stronger than that.” 

“ Something stronger? What do I want, Mr. Rhys P” 

*‘T'o know that, you must find out first what ths danger is.” 

“Tom not in any danger.” 

“How do you know that ?” 

“Am J, Mr. Rhys?” 

“Let us sec. Do you know what the Lord Jesus Christ 
has done for us all P” 

5 INO. 

“Do you know whether God has given us any command- 
ments P” 

“Yes; I know the ten commandments. I have learncd 
them once, but I don’t remember them.” 

“Have you obeyed them P” 

“ Me?” 

“Yes. You.” 

“TI never thought about it,” 
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* Have you disobeyed them, then?” 

Eleanor breathed more frecly, and listened. It was 
curious to her to see the wayward, giddy child stand and 
look into the eyes of her questioner as if fascinated. ‘T’he 
ordinary answer from Julia would have been a toss and a 
fling. Now she stood aside and said sedately, “I don’t know.” 

“We can soon tell,” said her friend. ‘One of the com- 
mandmenis is, to remember the Sabbath day and keep it 

eholy. Tlave you always done that?” 
¢ No,” said Julia, bluntly. “I don’t think anybody else 
docs.” 

“Never mind anybody clse. Have you always honoured 
tho word and wish of your futher and mother? That is 
another command.” 

_ “J have done it more than Alfred has.” 

“Tet Alfred alone. Have you always done itP” 

“No, sir.” . 

‘Have you loved the good God all your life, with all your 
heart?” 

‘6 No.” 

“You have loved to please yourself, rather than anything 
elsc P” 

Tho nod with which Julia answered this, if not polite, 
was at least significant, accompanied with an emphatic 

“ Always!’ Mr. Rhys could not help smiling at her, but 
he went on gravely enough. 

* What is to kcep you then from being afraid ?” 

From being afraid P” 

“Yes. You want a helmet.” 

« ATraid?” said Julia. 

“Yes, Afraid of the justice of God. He never lets a 
sin go unpunished. He is perfectly just.” 

* But I can’t help it,” said Julia. 

“Then what is to become of you? ‘You necd a helmet P” 

“A helmet P” said Juliaagain. ‘“ What sort of a helmet ?” 

“You want to know that God has forgiven you; that ho 
18 not angry with you; that he loves you and has made you 
his child.” 
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“ How can I ?” sgid tho child, pressing closor to the speaker 
where he sat on the step of the door. And no wonder, for 
the words were given with a swect carnest utterance which 
drew the hearts of both hearers. He went on without 
looking at Eleanor; or without sceming to look that way. 

“Tow can you what?” 

« How can I have that?” 

“That helmet? There is only onc way.” 

What is it, Mr. Rhys?” 

They were silent a minute, looking at cach other, the man 
and the child; the child with her cycs bent on his. 

* Suppose somebody had taken your punishment for you P 
borne the displeasure of God for your sins?” 

“Who would P” said Julia. ‘Nobody would.” 

“One has.” 

“Who, Mr. Rhys P” 

* Ouc that loved you, and that loved all of us, well cnough 
to pay the price of saving us.” 

What price did he pay P” 

“His own life. He gave it up cruclly—that ours might 
be redeemed.” 

“ What for, Mr. Rhys? What made him P” 

“ Because he loved us. There was no other reason.” 

“Then people will be saved,” said Julia. 

“Every one who will take the conditions. It depends 
upon that. There are conditions.” 

“ What conditions, Mr. Rhys P” 

“Do you know who did this for you?” 

66 No.” ; 

“It is the Lord himsclf—the Lord Jesus Christ—the 
Lord of glory. He thought it not robbery to be equal with 
God; but ho made himself of no reputation, and took upon 
him the form of a servant, and was made in the likeness of 
men; and being found in fashion as a man, he humbled 
Limself, and became obedient unto death—even the death 
of the cross. So now he is exalted a Prince and a Saviour 
~sble tio save all who will accept his conditions,” 

“ What are the conditions, Mr. Rhys?” 
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“You must be his servant. And you must trust all your 
little heart and life to him.” 

“J must be his servant?” said Julia, - 

“Yos, heart and soul, to obey him. And you must trust 
him to forgivo you and save you for his blood’s sake.” 

Doubtless there had been something in the speaker him- 
self that had held the child’s attention so fast all this while. 
Her eyes had never wandered from his face; she had stood 
in docile wise, looking at him and answering his questions 
and listening, won by the commentary she read in his face 
on what her friend was saying. A strange light kindled in 
it as he spoke; there were lines of affection and tenderness 
that came in the play of lips and eyes; and when ho named 
his Master, there had shined in his face as it were the 
reficction of the glory he alluded to. Julia’s cycs were not 
the only ones that had been held; though it was only Julia's 
tongue that said anything in reply. Standing now and 
looking still into the face she bad bcen reading, her words 
were an unconscious rendering of what she had fouud 
there, | 

“Mr. Rhys, I think he was very good.” 

The water filled those clear eycs at that, but he only 
returncd the child’s gaze and said nothing. 

*T will take the conditions, Mr. Rhys,” Julia went om 

“The Lord make it so,” he said gravely. 

“ But what is the helmet, Mr. Rhys P” 

“When you have taken the conditions, little one, you will 
know.” He rose up. ; 

“Mr. Rhys,” said Eleanor, rising also, “I have listened 
to you, but I do not quite understand you.” 

“T recommend you to ask better teaching, Miss Powle.” 

“But I would like to know exactly what you mean, and 
what you meant, by that ‘helmet’ yon speak of so often P” 

He looked steadily now at the fair young face beside him, 
which told so plainly of the danger lately passed throngh. 
Eleanor could not return, though she suffered the examina 
tion. His answer was delayed while he made it. 

“Do you ask from a sense of need?” he said, 
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Filcanor looked up then, and answered, “ Yes.” 

“No gay, ‘I know that my Redcemer liveth’—that is’ 
he said. “Then tho head is covered—-ceven from fear of 
evil.” 

Tt was impossible that Elcanor ever should forget the look 
that went with the words, and which had prevented her own 
gaze from secking the ground again. The look of inward 
rejoicing and outward fearlessness; the fire and the soft- 
ness that at once overspread his face. “ He was looking 
at his Master then”—was the secret conclusion of Elcanor’s 
mind. Even while sho thought it, he had turned and was 
gone again with Julia. She stood still some minutes, weak 
as she was. She was not sure that she perfectly compre- 
hended what that helmet might be, but of its reality there 
could be no questioning. She had scen its plumes wave 
over one brow. 

“I know that my Redeemer liveth’—Elcanor sat down 
and mused over the words. She had heard them before; 
they were an expression of sombody’s faith, she was not 
surc whose; but what faith was itP Faith that the Re- 
dcemer lived? Tleanor did not question that. She had 
repeated the Apostle’s Crecd many a time. Yet a vague 
feeling from the words she could not analyzo~or arising 
perlaps from the look that had interpreted them—floated 
over her mind, disturbing it with an excecding sense of 
want. She felt desolate and forlorn. What was to be 
doneP Julia and Mr. Rhys were gone. The garden was 
cinpty. There was no more chance of counsel-taking to- 
night. Eleanor felt in no mood for gay gossip, and slowly 
mounted the stairs to her own room, from whence she de- 
tlined to come down again that night. She would like to find 
the settlement of this question, before she went back into the 
business of tho world and was swallowed up by it, as she 
would soon be. LHicanor locked the door, and took up a 
Bible, and tricd to find some good by reading in it. Her 
yes and head were tired before her mind reccived any 
h p. She was weak yet. She found the Bible very uns 
satisfactory; and gave it up. 
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® Why, all the sonls that were were forfeit onces 
And he that might tho vantage best have took, 
Found out the remedy.” 


“You can come down stuirs to-night, Eleanor,” said Mra, 
Powle the noxt morning. 

“Twas down stairs last night—in the afternoon, I mean 
—mamma.” 

“Yes, but you did not stay. I want you in the drawing- 
room this evening. You cau bear it now.” 

“7am in no hurry, mamma.” 

“ Other people are, however. If you wear a white dress, 
do put a rose or some pink ribbons somewhere, to give 
yourself a little colour.” 

“ Have you invited any ono for this evening ?” 

“No, but people have promised themselves without being 
asked. Dr. Cairncs wants to sce you; he said he would 
bring Mrs. Wycherly. Miss Broadus will be here, of course; 
she declared she would; both of them. And Mr. Carlisle 
desired my permission to present himself,” 

“Mr. Rhys is coming,” said Julia. 

“T dare say. Mr. Powle wants him hero all the time. It 
18 a mercy the man has a little consideration—or some 
business to kcep him at home—or he would be the sauce to 
every dish. As it is, he really is not obtrusive.” 

“ Are all these people coming with the hope and intent of 
aceing me, mamma P” 

“JT can only guess at people’s hopes, Eleanor. I am 
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guiltless of anything but confessing that you were to make 
your appearance.” 

“Mr. Rhys is not coming to sce you,” said Julia. “ Hoe 
wants to sce the books—that is what he wants.” 

There was some promise for HWleanor in the company 
announced for the evening. If anybody could be useful to 
her in the matter of her late donlts and wishes, ib onght to 
be Dr. Caires, the rector. Te at least was the only one 
she knew whom she could talk to about them; the only 
friend. Mr. Rhys was a stranger and her brother's tutor, 
that was all; a chance of speaking to him again was pos- 
sible, but wot to be depended on. Dr. Cairnes was her 
pastor and old fricnd; it is true, she kuew him best, out of 
the pulpit, as an antiquarian; then she had never tricd him 
on religions questions. Nor he her, she remembered; it 
was a doubtful hope altogether; nevertheless the evening 
offered what another evening might not in manya day. So 
Elcanor dressed, and with her slow languid step made her 
way down stairs to the scene of the social gaictics which 
had been so long interrupted for her. 

Ivy Lodge was a respectable, comfortable, old house; 
pretty by the combination of those advantages; and pleasant 
by the fact of making no pretensions beyond what it was 
worth. It was not disturbed by the rage after new fashions, 
nor the race after distant greatness. Quict respectability 
was the characteristic of the family; Mrs. Powle alone being 
burdencd with the consciousness of higher birth than be- 
longed to the name of Powle gencrally. She fell into her 
husband’s ways, however, outwardly, well enough; did not 
dislodge the old furniture, nor introduce new extravagancics; 
and the Lodge was o pleasant place. “A most enjoyablo 
house, my dear,’—as Miss Broadus expressed it. So the 
gentry of the neighbourhood found it universally. 

The drawing-room was a prctty spacious apartment; 
light and bright; opening upon the lawn directly, without 
intervention of piazza or terrace. Windows, or rather glass 
doors, in deep recesses, stood open; the company scemed to 
be halfin and half out. Dr. Cairnes was there, talking with 
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the squire. In another place Mra. Powle was engaged with 
Mr. Carlisle. Further than those two groups Eleanor’s cyo 
had no chance to go; those who composed the latter greeted 
her instantly. Mrs. Powle’s exclamation was of doubtful 
pleasure at Eleanor’s appearance; there was no question of 
her companion’s gratification. He came forward to Elcanor, 
gave her his chair; brought her a cup of tea, and then sat 
down to sce her drink it; with a manner which bespoke 
pleasure in every step of the proceedings. A manner which 
had rather the effect of a barricr to Eleanor’s vision. It was 
gratifying certainly; Elcanor felt it; only she felt a little 
too gratifying. Mr. Carlisle was getting on somewhat too 
fast for her. She drank her tea and kept very quict; while 
Mrs. Powle sat by and fanned hersclf, as contentedly as a 
mother duck swims that secs all her young ones taking to 
the water kindly. 

Now and then Eleanor’s eyes went out of the window. 
On the lawn at a little distance was a group of pcople, 
sitting close together and seeming very busy. They wero 
Mr. Rhys, Miss Broadus, Alfred and Julia. Something 
interesting was going forward; they were talking and 
listening, and looking at something they sccmed to be 
turning over. EJeanor would have liked to join them; but 
here was Mr. Carlisle; and remembering the expression 
which had once crossed his face at the mention of Mr. 
Rhys’s name, she would not draw attention to the group 
even by her eyes; though they wandered that way stealthily 
whenever they could. What a good time thoso people were 
having there on the grass: and she sitting fenced in by Mr. 
Carlisle. Other members of the party who had not scen 
Eleanor, came up one after another to congratulate and 
welcome her; but Mr. Carlisle kept his place. Dr. Cairnes 
came, and Eleanor wanted a chance to talk to him. None 
was given her. Mr. Carlisle left his place for a moment to 
carry Elcanor’s cup away, and Dr. Cairnes thoughtlessly 
took the vacated chair; but Mr. Carlisle stationed himself 
on the other side in the window; an she was as fav from 
her opportunity as ever. 
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“Well, my dear,” said the doctor, “you have had a nard 
time, ch? Weare glad to have you amongst us again.” 

“Hardly,” put in Mrs. Powle. “She looks like a ghost.” 

“Rather a substantial kind of a ghost,” said the doctor, 
pinching Elcanor’s check; “ soe flesh and blood here yet— 
flesh at Icast ;—and now the blood speaks for itsclf! That's 
right, my dcar—you are better so.” 

Mr. Curlisle’s smile said so too, as the doctor glanced at 
him. But the momentary colour faded again. Eleanor 
remembered how near she had come to being a ghost 
actually. Just then Mr. Carlisle’s attention was forcibly 
claimed, and Mrs. Powle moved away. LElcanor scized her 
chance, 

“ Dr. Cairnes, I want your instruction in somcthing.” 

“Well, my dcar,” said the doctor, Jowcring his tone in 
imitation of Eleanor’s—“I shall be happy to be your in- 
structor. I have been that, i some sort, cver since you 
were five years old—a little tot down in your mother’s pew, 
sitting undcr my ministrations. What is it, Miss Eleanor?” 

“T am afraid I did not reccive much in those days, 
sir.” 

“Probably not. Hardly to be expected. I have no doubt 
you received as much as a child could, from the mystcries 
which were above its comprehension. What is it now, Miss 
Eleanor P” 

“ Something in your linc, sir. Dr. Cairnes, you remember 
the helmet spoken of in the Bible P” 

“Helmet?” said the doctor. ‘“Goliath’s? Ho had 
helmet of brass upon his head. Must have becn heavy, but 
I suppose he could carry it. The same thing essentially as 
those worn by our anccstors—a little variation in form. 
What about it, my dearP I am glad to sce you smiling 
again.” 

* Nothing about that. I am speaking of another sort of 
helmet—do you not remember P—it is called somewhere the 
helmet of salvation.” 

“That? Ol—um! Thathelmet! Yes—it is in, let me 
see—it is in the description of Christian armour, in a fine 
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passage in Ephesians, I think. What about that, Miss 
Eleanor P” 

“T want tu know, sir, what shape that belmet takes.” 

It was odd, with what difficulty Eleanor brought out her 
questions. It was touching, the concealed caruestness 
which lingered behind her glance and smile. 

“ Shape?” said the doctor, descending into his cravat ;— 
“um! a fair question; easier asked than answered. Why, 
my dear, you should read a commentary.” 

“T like living commentaries, Dr. Cairnes.” 

~“Do youP lla, ha!—well. Living commentarics, ch? 
and shapes of helmets. Well. What shape docs it takeP 
Why, my dear, you know of course that those expressions 
are figurative. I think it takes the shape of a certain com- 
posure and peace of mind which the Christian soul feels, 
and justly feels, in regarding the provision made for its 
welfare in the gospcl. It is spoken of as the helmet of 
salvation; and there is the shield of faith; and so forth.” 

Eleanor felt utterly worried, and did not in the least 
know how to frame her next question. 

“What has put you upon thinking of helmcts, Miss 
Eleanor ?” 

“J was curious—” said Eleanor. 

“You had some scrious thoughts in your illness P” said 
the doctor. “Well, my dear—I am glad of it. Serious 
thoughts do not in the least interfere with all proper present 
enjoyments; and with improper ones you would not wish to 
have anything to do.” 

“ May we not say that serious thoughts are the foundation 
of all true prescnt cujoymentP” said another voice. It was 
Mr. Rhys who spoke. Elcanor startcd to hear him, and to 
see him suddenly in the place where Mr. Carlisle had beon 
stunding in the window. ; 

“Hh? Well—no,—not just that,” said Dr. Cairnes, coolly. 
“T have a good deal of enjoyment in various things—this 
fair day and this fair company, for example, and Mrs. Powle’s 
excellent cup of tca—with which, I apprehend, serious 
thoughts have nothine to do.” 
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“ But we are commandcd to do everything in the namo of 
the Lord Jesus.” 

“Well—um! That is to be taken of course in its rational 
sienificance. A cup of tca is a cup of tea—and nothing 
more. There is nothing at the bottom of it—ha, ha!—but 
® little snear. Nothing more scrious.” 

Mr. Rhys’s figure standing in the window certainly 
hindered a part of the light. To judgo by the doctor's face, 
he was kecping out the whole. 

“What do you suppose the apostle means, sir, when ho 
says, ‘Henceforward know I no man aftcr the flesh ?’” 

“ Hum !—ah,—well, he was an apostle. I am not. Per- 
haps you are P” 

There was a degree of covert disdain in this speech, which 
Eleanor wondered at in so well-bred a man as Dr. Cairnes, 
Mr. Rhys answered with perfect steadiness, with no change 
of toue or manner. 

“Without being inspired—I think, in the sense of mcs- 
senyer, every minister of Christ 3s his apostle.” 

“Ah! well!—I am not even apostolic,” said the doctor, 
with one or two contented and discontented grunts. Eleanor 
understood them; the content was his own, the discontent 
referred to the speaker whose words were so inopportune, 
The doctor rose and Icft the ground. Mr. Rhys had gone 
even before him; and Ileanor wondcred anew whether this 
man were indeed shy or not. He was so little secn and 
heard; yet spoke, when he spoke, with such clearness and 
sclf-possession. Ite was gone now, and Mr. Carlisle was 
still busy. Up came Miss Broadus and took the vacant 
seat. 

It is impossible to describe Miss Broadus’s face. It was 
in a certain sense fair, and fat, and fresh coloured; but the 
“windows of her soul” showed very little light from within; 
they Ict out nothing but alittle gleam now and then. Tow- 
ever, her tongue was fluent, and matter for specch never 
wanting. She was kindly too, in manner at Icast; and 
extremely sociable with all her neighbours, low as well as 
high; none of whose affairs wanted interest for her. It was 
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in fact owing to Miss Broadus’s good ofhces with Mrs. 
Powle, that Mr. Rhys had been invited to join the pleasure 
party with which the adventures of this book begin. The 
good lady was as ncat as a pink in her dress; and very fond 
of being as showy, in a modest way. 

“ Among us again, Eleanor P” she said. “ We are glad to 
gee you. So is Mr. Carlisle, I should judge. We have 
misscd you badly. You have been terribly ill, haven’t you P 
Yes, you show it. But éaé will soon pass away, my dear. I 
longed to get in to do something for you—but Mrs. Pewie 
would not let me; and I knew you had the best of every- 
thing all the while. Only I thought I would bring you 
a pot of my grape jelly; for Mrs. Powle don’t mako it; and 
it is so refreshing.” 

“Tt was very nice, thank you.” 

“QO, it was nothing, my dear; only we wanted to do some- 
thing. I have been having such an interesting time out 
there: didn’t you sce us sitting on the grass? Mr. Rhys is 
quite a botanist—or a naturalist—or somcthing; and he is 
quite the centre of our entertainment. Ho was showing us 
ferns—fern leaves, my dear; and talking about them. Do 
you know, as I told him, I never looked at a fern leaf before; 
but now really it’s quite curious; and he has almost made 
me belicve I could sce a certain kind of beauty in them. 
You know theré is a sort of beauty which some pcople think 
they find in a great many things; and when they are enthu- 
siastic, they almost make you think as they do. I think 
there is a great power in enthusiasm.” 

“Ts Mr. Rhys enthusiastic P” 

*O, I don’t know, my dcar,—I don’t knéw what you 
would call it; Iam not a philosopher; but he is very fond 
of ferns himself. Heisa very fine man. Me is a great deal 
too good to go and throw himself away.” 

“Ts that what he is going to do?” 

“Why, yes, my dear; that is what I should call it. It is 
® great deal moro than that. I can never remember the 
place; but itis the most dreadful place, I do suppose, that 
ever was heard of. JT nover heard of such a place. ‘T'hey do 
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every horrible thing there—my dear, the accounts make 
your blood creep. I think Mr. Rhys is a great dcal too 
valuable a man to be lost there, ainong such a set of creatures 
—thcey are more like devils than men. And Eleanor,” said 
Miss Broadus, looking round to sce that nobody was within 
hearing of her communication,— you have no idca what a 
pleasant man he is. I asked him to tea with Juliana and 
me—you know one must bo kind and neighbourly at any 
rate—and he has no fricnds here; I somctimes wonder if he 
has any wunywhere; but he came to tea, and he was as agreo- 
able as possible. He was really excellent company, and very 
well behaved. I think Juliana quite fell in love with him; 
bnt I tell her it’s no use; she never would go off to thas 
dreadful place with him.” 

And Miss Broadus langhed a laugh of simple amvsemenb; 
Miss Juliana being, though younger than herself, ¢gtill very 
near the age of an old lady. They kept the light-heartea 
simplicity of young years, however, in » remarkable degree; 
and so had contrived to dispense with wrinkles on their 
fresh old faces. 

“Where is that place, Miss Broadus ?” 

“ My dear, I never can remember the name of it. Thev 
do say the country is beautiful, and the fruit, and all that; 
it is described to be a beautiful place, where, as Hebcr’s 
hymn says, “only man is vile.” But he is as vile as he can 
be, there. And I am sure Mr. Rhys would be a great loss 
at Wiglands. My dear, how pleasant it would be, I said to 
Juliana this morning, how pleasant if would be, if Mr. 
Rhys were only in the Church, and could help good Dr. 
Cairnes. *Tisn’t likely they will lect him live long out there, 
if he goes.” 

“When is he going ?” 

“QO, I don’t know when, my dear; he is waiting for some: 
thing. And I never can remember the name of the place; 
if word has many syllables I cannot kcep ther together in 
my memory; only I know the vegetables there grow to an 
cnormous size, and as if that wasn’t enough, men devour 
each other. It seems like an abusing the gifts of Providence, 
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don’t itP But thore is nothing they do not abuse. I am 
afraid tlicy will abuse poor Mr. Rhys. And his boys would 
miss him very much, and I am sure we all should. I have 
got quite acquainted with him, secing him here; and now 
Juliana has taken a fancy to ask him to our cottage— 
and I have come to quite like him. What a different look- 
ing man he is from Mr. Carlislo—now look at them talking 
together !” 

“Whero did you learn all this, Miss BroudusP did Mr. 
Rhys tell you?” 

“No, my dear; he never will talk about it or about him- 
self. Ife Iont me a pamphlet or something,—Mr. Lhys is 
the tallest—but Mr. Carlisle is a splendid-looking man— 
don’t you think so, Elcanor P” 

Miss Broadus’s energetic whisper Eleanor thought fit to 
ignore, though she did not fail to note the coutrast which a 
monicnt’s colloquy between the two men presented. There 
was little in common between them; between the marked 
features and grave keen expression of the one face, and tho 
cool, bright, somewhat supercilious eye and smile of the 
other. ‘Uhere was power in both faces, Eleanor thought, of 
different kinds; and power is attractive. Iler eye was held 
till they parted from cach other. Two very different walks 
in life claimed the two men; so much Eleanor could see, 
For some time aftcr she was obliged to attend exclusively to 
that walk of life which Mr. Carlisle represented, and to lock 
at the views he brought forward for her notice. 

They were not so engrossing, however, that Eleanor 
entirely forgot the earlicr couversation of the afternoon or 
the question which had troubled her. The evening had 
becn baffling. She had not had a word with Mr. Rhys, and 
he had disappeared long since from the party. So had Dr. 
Cairncs. There was no more chance of talk upon that sub. 
ject to-night ; and Elcanor, feeling very fecble still, thought 
best to cut short Mr. Carlisle’s enjoyment of other subjects 
for the evening. She left the company, and slowly passcd 
through the house, from room to room, to get to her ow 
In the course of this progress she came to the library, 
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There, seated at one of the tables and bending over a volume, 
was Mr. Rhys. He jumped up as she passed through, and 
came forward with extended hand and a word of kind in- 
quiry. Ilis “ good-night’’ was so genial, his clasp of her 
hand so frank and fricnudly, that instead of going on, Eleanor 
stood still. 

“ Aro you studying P” 

“Your father has kindly given me liberty to avail myself 
of his treasurcs here. My timo is very scanty—I was 
tempted to seize the moment that offered itself. It is a 
very precious privilege to me, and one which I shall not 
abuse.” 

«Pray do not speak of abusing,” said Eleanor; “ nobody 
minds the books here,—I am glad they are good to anybody 
else. Iam interrupting you.” 

“Not at all!” said he, bringing up a great chair for her, 
“or only agrecably. Pray sit down—you aro not fit to 
stand.” 

Elcanor however remained standing, and hesitating for a 
moment. 

“T wish you would tcll me a little more about what we 
were talking of,” she said with some cffort. 

“Do you feel your want of the helmet?” he said gravely. 

“T {eel that I haven’t it,” said Eleanor. 

“What is it that you are conscious of wanting P” 

She hesitated; it was a home question; and, very un- 
accustomed to speak of her secret thoughts and feelings to 
any one, especially on religious subjects, which however had 
never occupicd her beforo, Eleanor was hardly ready to 
answer. Yct in the tones of the question there was a certain 
quict assurance and simplicity before which she yielded. 

“T felt—a little while ago—whcn I was sick—that I was 
not exactly safe.” 

Eleanor spoke, hesitating between every few words, look- 
ing dawn, and falling her voice at the end. So she did not 
see the keen intentness of the look that was fixed upon her, 

“You felt that there was something wanting between you 
and God?” 
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“T believe so.” 

' His accent was as deliberately clear as hers was hcsie 
tating. Every word went into Elcanor’s soul. 

“Then you ca anderstand now, that when one can say, 
joyfully, ‘I know that my Redeemer liveth;’—when ho is 
uo vague abstraction, but felt to be a Itedeemer ;—when 
one can say assuredly, he is my Redeemer; I know he has 
bought back my soul from sin and from the punishment of 
sin, which is death; I fecl I am forgiven; and I know ho 
liveth—my Redecmcr—and according to his promise lives to 
deliver me from every cvil and will preserve me unto his 
heavenly kingdom ;—do you see, now, that one who can say 
this has on his head the covering of an infinite protection— 
an infinite shcltcr from both danger and fear?—a helmet, 
placed on his head by his Lord’s owe hand, and of such 
_ heavenly temper that no blows can break through it.” 

Eleanor was a little time silent, with downcast eyes. 

“You do not mean to say, that this protection is against 
all evil, do you? sickness and pain are evils, are they not?” 

* Not to him.” 

“ Not to him P” 

**No, The evil of them is gone. They can do him no 
harm; if they come, they will do good. He that wears this 
chelmet has absolutely no evil to feur. All things shall work 
good to him. There shall no evil happen to the just. 
Blessed be the Lord, who only docth wondrous things !” 

Eleanor stood silenced, humbled, convinced; till she ree 
collected she must not stand there so, and she lifted her 
eyes to bid good-night. Then the face she met gave a now 
turn to her thoughts. It was a changed face; such a light 
of pure joy and deep triumph shone over it, not hiding nor 
hindering the loving care with which those penctrating eyes 
were reading herself. It gave Elcanor a strange compres- 
sion of heart; it told her more than his words had done; it 
showed her the very reality of which he spoke. Elcanor 
went away overwhelmed. 

“Mr. Rhys is a happy man!” she said to herself; 
“bappy, happy! I wish—I wish I were as happy as he!” 


CHAPTER IV. 


“She has two eyes, so soft and brawn, 
Take caret 
Bhe gives a side-glance and looks down, 
Beware! beware !”’ 


A ¥rw days more saw Eleanor restored to all the streugth 
and beauty of health which she had been aecuscoanl to 
consider her natural possession. And then—it is likely 
to be so—she was so happy in what mind und body had, 
that she forgot her wish for what the spirit had not. Or 
almost forgot it. Heanor lived a very full life. It was no 
dull languid existence that she dragged on from day to day; 
time counted none but golden pennies into her hand. Every 
minute was filled with business or play, both heartily entered 
into, and pursucd with all the energy of a very energetic 
nature. Study, when she touched it, was sweet to her: 
but Eleanor did not stndy much. Nature was an enchanted 
palace of light and perfume. Bodily exertion, riding and 
walking, was as pleasant to her as it is to a bird to use its 
wings. Family mtcrcourse, and neighbourly society, were 
nothing but pleasure. Benevolent kindness, if it came in 
her way, was a labour of love; and a hundred home occupa. 
tions were greatly delighted in. They were not generally 
of an exalted character; Wcanor’s training and arsociations 
had not led her into any dignified path of human action; 
she had led only a butterily’s life of content and pleasure, 
and her character was not at all matured; but tho capas 
bilities were there; and the energy and will that might have 
done greater things, wrought beautiful embrciden ‘y, mado 
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endless fancy work, ordered well such part of the houschold 
Cuenomy as was committed to her, carried her bright smile 
into every circle, and made Elcanor’s foot familiar with all 
the country where sho could go alone, and her pony’s trot 
well known in every Jane and roadway where she could go 
with his company. 

All these enjoyments of her life were taken with new 
relish and zeal after her weeks of illness had laid her aside 
from them. Eleanor’s world was brighter than ever. And 
round about all of these various enjoyments now, circling 
them with a kind of halo of expectancy or possibility, was 
the consciousness of a prospect that Hicanor knew was 
opening before her—a brilliant life-possession that sho saw 
Fortune offering to her with a gracious hand. Would 
Eleanor take it? That Eleanor did not quite know. Mean- 
while her eyes could not help looking that way; and her 
feet, consciously or unconsciously, now and then made a 
step towards it. 

She and her mother were sitting at work one morning— 
that is to say, Eleanor was drawing and Mrs. Powle cutting 
tissue paper in some very elaborate way, for some unknown 
uso or purpose; when Julia dashed in. She threw a bunch 
of bright blue flowers on the table before her sister. 

“There,” she said—*“ do you know what that is P” 

“Why, certainly,” said Eleanor. “It is borage.” 

“ Well, do you know what it mcans ?” 

“What it means? No. What does any flower mean?” 

*T’ll tell you what this means,” said Julia, 


ST, borago, 
Bring courage.’ 


That is what people used to think it meant.” 

“How do you know that P” 

“Mr. Rhys says so. This borage grew in Mrs. Williams's 
garden; and I dare say she believes it.” 

“Who is Mrs. Williams P” 

“Why, she’s the old woman where Mr. Rhys lives; he 
lives in her cottage; that’s where he has his school. He has 
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a nico little room in her cottage, and there's nobody clse in 
the cottage but Mrs. Williains.” 

“Do, Julia, carry your flowers off, and do not be so hoay- 
denish,” said Mrs. Powle. 

“Wo have not scen Mr. Rhys here for a great while, 
mamma,’ suid Hleanor. IT wonder what has become of him.” 

“Tl tell you,” said Julia—* le has become not well. I 
know Mr. Rhys is ill, because he is so pale and weak. 
And I know he is weak, because he cannot walk as he used 
todo. Wo uscd to walk all over the hills; and ho says he 
can’t go now.” 

Mamma, it would be right to send down and sce what is 
the matter with him. There must be something. It is a 
long time—mamma, I think it is wecks—since he was at 
the Lodge.” 

“Your father will send, I dare say,” said Mrs. Powlo, 
cutting her tissue paper. 

“Mamma, did you hear,” said Eleanor, as Julia ran off, 
“that Mr. Rhys was going to leave Wiglands and bury 
himself in some dreadful place somewhere P” 

“T heard so.” 

Whit place is it P” 

“Tean’t tell, I am sure. It is somewhere in the South 
Seas, I believe—that region of horrors.” 

“Ts it true he is going therc, mamma?P” 

“Tam sure I can’t tell. Miss Broadus says so; and she 
says, I believe, he told her so himself. If he did, I suppose 
it is true.” 

* Mamma, I think Mr. Rhys is a great deal too fine a man 
to go and lose his life in such a place. Miss Broadus says i+ 
is horrible. Do you know anything about i+ 9°” 

“T have no taste for horrors,” said Mrs. Powle. 

“T think it is a great pity,” Eleanor repeated. “T am 
sorry. There is cnough in England for such a watt to do, 
without going to the South Seas. I wonder how anybody 
ean Icave England!” 

Mrs. Powle looked up at her daughter and laughed. 
Eleanor had suspended her drawing, and was sending a 
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loving gaze out of the open window, where nature and 
summer were revelling in their conjoincd riches. Art 
showed her hand too, stealthily, having drawn out of the 
way of the others whatever might encumbcr the revel 
Across a wide stretch of wooded and enllivated country, 
the eye caught the umbragcous heights on the further side 
of the valley of the Ryth. EHlcanor’s gaze was fixed. Mrs, 
Powlc’s glance was sly. 

“T should like to ask your opinion of another place,” she 
said,—* which, being in England, is not horrible. You see 
that bit of brown mason-work, high away there, pecping 
out above the trees in the distance P—You know what bouse 
that is P” 

“ Certainly.” 

“What is 1bP” 

“Tt is the Priory. The new Priory, it ought to be called; 
I am sure the old one is down there in the valley yct— 
bencath it.” But Elcanor’s colour rose, 

“What do you think of that placeP” 

“ Considcring that the old priory and its grounds belong 
to it, I think it must be one of the loveliest places in 
England.” 

* “T should like to sco it in your possession,” Mrs. Powle 
remarked, going on with her tissue paper. 

Eleanor also went on assiduously with her drawing, and 
her colour remained o rich tint. But she went on frankly 
with her words too. 

“T am not sure, mamma, that I like the owner of it well 
enough to receive such a valuable gift from him.” 

“He likes you quite well enough to bestow it on you, 
without asking any questions,” said Mrs. Powle. “He 
hardly thinks it is worth having, unless you have it too.” 

“That is inconvenicnt,” snid Hleanor. 

“Tt strikes me the other way,” said her mother. 

* How do you know this, which you affirm so securely, 
mamma P” 

“How should I know it? The pcrson in question toid 
mo himself,” 
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“Told you in so many words?” 

“No, in a great many more,” said Mrs. Powle, laughing. 
“T have mercly presented a statement. Ile had a great 
deal more to do than that.” 

The tissue paper rustled quictly for some time after this, 
and Eleanor’s pencil could be heard making quick marks. 
Neither lady interrupted the other. 

“Well, Eleanor,—how docs it seem to youP” began the 
elder lady, in a tone of quict satisfaction. 

“Tnconvenicnt, mamma,—as I said.” 

* Tow?” 

But Mleanor did not say how. 

* Mr. Carlisle will be here for his answer this evening.” 

“JT like him very well, mamma,” said IuIcanor, after 
another panse,—* but I do not like him enough.” 

“Nousense! You would like to be Lady Mythdale, 
wouldn’t your” 

The silence which followed this was longer than that 
which had been before. Knife and pencil pursued their 
work, but Mrs. Powle, glancing up furtively from her tissue 
paper saw that Eleanor’s brow was knittcd and that her 
pencil was moving under the influence of something besides 
Art. So she Ict her alone for a Jong time. And Hleanor’s 
fancy saw a vision of fairy beauty and baronial dignity 
before her. They Jay in the wide domains and statcly 
appendages of Rythdule Priory. How could she help secing 
it? The vision floated before her with point after point of 
entrancing loveliness, old history, present luxury, hereditary 
rauk and splendour, and modern power. It was like 
nothing in Elecanor’s own home. Ticr father, though a 
comfortable country gentloman, boasted nothing and had 
nothing to boast in the way of ancestry, beyond a respect« 
able descent of several generations. lis means, though 
ample cnough for comfort and reasonable indulgence, could 
make no pretensions to more. And Ivy Lodge was indccd 
a pleasant home, and every field and hedgcrow belonging to 
it was lovely to Eleanor; but the broad manors of Rythdale 
Priory for extent would swallow un many such, and for 
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beauty and dignity wero as a damask rose to a bit of eglan- 
. tine. Would Eleanor be Lady Rythdale P 

“ Te will be here this evening for his answer, Eleanor,” 
“Mrs. Powle remarked in a quiet voice the second time. 

“Then you must give it to him, mamma.” 

“T shall do nothing of the kind. You must sce him your. 
self. I will have no such shifting of your work upon my 
shoulders.” 

“T do not wish to see him to-night, mamma.” 

“T choose that you should. Don’t talk any nonsense to 
me, Eleanor.” 

“ But, mamma, if Iam to give the answer, I am not ready 
with any answer to give.” 

“Toll Mr. Carlisle so; and he will draw his own conclu- 
sions, and make you sign them.” 

“JT do not want to be made to sign anything.” 

“Do it of frec-will then,” said Mrs. Powle, laughing. “It 
is coming Eleanor—one way or the other. If I were you, 
I would do it graccfully. Is it a hard thing to be Lady 
Rythdalo P” 

Eleanor did not say, and nothing farther passed on the 
subject; till, as both parties were leaving the room together, 
Mrs. Powle said significantly— 

* You must give your own answer, Eleanor, and to-night, 
I will have no skulking.” 

It was beyond Mrs. Powle’s power, however, to prevent 
skulking of a certain sort. FElcanor did not hide herself in 
her room, but sho left it late in the afternoon, when she 
knew the company consisted of morc than one, and entered 
a tolerably well-filled drawing-room. Mrs. Powle had not 
wished to have it so, but these things do not arrange them- 
selves for our wishes. Miss Broadus was there, and Dr. 
Cairnes, and friends who had come to make him and his 
sister @ visit; and one or two other neighbours, Eleanor 
came in without making much use of her eyes, and shel- 
tered herself immediately under the wing of Miss Broadus, 
who was the first person she fell in with. Two pairs of eyes 
saw her entrance; with oddly encugh the same thought and 

E 


6D THE OLD HELMET. 


comment. “Sho will make a lovely Lady Rythdale.” Ali 
the baroncsses of that houso had been famous for their 
beauty, and the heir of the house remarked to himself that 
this would prove not the Icast lovcly of the race. However, 
Eleanor did not even fcel sure that he was there, he kept at 
such a distance; and she engaged Miss Broadus in a con- 
versation that seemed of interminable resources. The sole 
thing that Elcanor was conscious of concerning it, was its 
lasting quality; and to maintain that was her only care, 

Would Eleanor be Lady Rythdale? She had made up her 
mind to nothing, except, that it would bo very difficult for 
her to say oither yes or no. Naturally enough, sho dreaded 
the being obliged to say anything; and was ready to scize 
every expedient to stave off the moment of emergency. As 
long as she was talking to Miss Broadus, she was safe; but 
conversations cannot last always, even when they flow in a 
stream so full and copious as that in which the words always 
poured from that Jady’s lips. Mlcanor saw signs at last that 
the fountain was getting exhausted; and as the next resort 
proposcd a game of chess. Now a game of chess was the 
special delight of Miss Broadus; and as it was the detesta- 
tion of her sister Miss Juliana, the delight was seldom 
realized. ‘The two sisters were harmonious in everything 
except a few tastes, and perhaps their want of harmony in 
those points gave their life the variety it necded. At any 
rate, such an offer as Wleanor’s was rarely refused by the 
elder sister; and the two ladics were soon deep in their 
business. Onercally, the other seemingly. Though indeed 
it is true that Eleanor was heartily engaged to prevent tho 
game coming to a termination, and therefore played in good 
carnest, not for conquest but for time. This had gone ona 
good while, before she was aware that a footstep was drawing 
near the chess tuble, and then that Mr. Carlisle stood beside 
ber chair. 

“ Now don’t you come to help!” said Miss Broadus, with 
a thoughtful face and a piece between her finger and 
thamb. 

«Why not.” 
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“T know!” said Miss Broadus, never taking her eyes from 
the board which held them as by a charm,—*T can play a 
sort of a game; but if you tako part against me, I shall be 
vanquished dircctly.” 

“Why should I take part against you P” 

Miss Broadus at that laughed a good-humoured little 
simple laugh. ‘“ Well,” she said, “it’s the course of events, I 
suppose. I never fiud anybody taking my part now-a-days. 
There! I am afraid you have made me place that picce 
wrong, Mr. Carlisle. I wish you would be still, I cannot 
fight against two such clever people.” 

“Do you find Miss Powle clever ?” 

“TI didn’t know sho was, so much, before,” said Miss 
Broadus, “but she has been playing like a witch this 
evening. There, Elcanor—you are in check.” 

Hicanor was equal to that emergency, and relieved her 
king from danger with a very skilful move. She could keep 
her wits, though her cheek was high-coloured and her hand 
had a sccret desire to be nervous. Eleanor would not let 
it; and Mr. Carlisle admired the very pretty fingers whic] 
paused quictly upon the chessmen. 

“Do not forget a proper regard for the interests of the 
church, Miss Broadus,” he remarked. 

“ Why, I never do!” said Miss Broadus. “ What do you 
mean? Q, my bishop !—Thank you, Mr. Carlisle.” 

HKieanor did not thank him, for the bishop’s move shut 
up her play inacorner. Sho did her best, but her king’s 
resources were cut off; and after a little shuffling she was 
obliged to surrendcr at discretion. Miss Broadus arose, 
pleased, and reiterating her thanks to Mr. Carlisle, and 
walked away; as conscious that her presence was no more 
necded in that quarter. 

Will you play with mc?” said Mr. Carlisle, taking the 
chair Miss Broadus had quitted. 

“Yes,” said Eleanor, glad of anything to stave off what 

she dreaded ; “ but I am not—” 
“Tam no match for you,” she was going to say. She 
stopped suddenly, and coloured more deeply. 


52 THE OLD sELMET. 


“ What are you not?” asked the gentloman, slowly setting 
his pawns. 

“Tam not avery good player. I shall hardly give you 
amusement.” 

“Tam not sorry for that—supposing it is true. I do not 
like to sce women good chess-players.” 

“ Pray why do you not like it?” 

“Chess is a game of planning—scheming—contriving— 
calculating. Women ought not to be adepts in those arts. 
I hate women that are.” 

He glanced up as he spoke, at the fair, frank lines of the 
face opposite him. No art to scheme was shown in them; 
there might bo resolution; he liked that. He liked it too 
that the fringo of the eyes drooped over them, and that the 
tint of the check was so very rich. 

“ But they say, no one can equal a woman in scheming and 
planning, if she takes to it,” said Eleanor. 

“Try your skill,” said he. ‘It is your move.” 

The game began, and Eleanor tricd to make good play; 
but she could not bring to it the same coolness or the same 
acumen that had fought with Miss Broadus. The well- 
formed, well-knit hand with the coat sleeve belonging to it, 
which was all of her adversary that came under her obscer- 
vation, distracted Elcanor’s thoughts; shoe could not forget 
whose it was. Very different from the weak flexile fingers 
of Miss Broadus, with their hesitating movement and doubt- 
ful pauses; these did their work and disappeared, with no 
doubt or hositancy of action, and with agile firmness in 
every line of muscle and play. Eleanor showed very poor 
skill for her part, at. planning and contriving on this occa- 
sion; and she had a fecling that her opponent might have 
ended the garne many a time if he had chosen it. Still the 
game did not end. It was a very silent one. 

“You are playing with me, Mr. Carlisle,” she said at 
length. 

“What are you doing with me?” 

“Making no fight at all; but that is because I cannot 
Why don’t you conquer me and end the game?” 
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“How can IP” 

“Tam sure I don’t know; but I believe you do. It is al! 
a muddle to me; and not a very intcresting piece of con- 
fusion to you, I should think.” 

He did not answer that, but moved a piece; Eleanor made 
the answering move; and the next step ercated a lock. 
The game could go no further. Hlcanor began to put up 
the picces, feeling worsted in more ways than one. She 
had not dared to raise her cyes higher than that cont-sleeve; 
and she knew at the same timo that she herself had been 
thoroughly overlooked. Those same fingers came now help- 
ing her to lay the chessmen in the box, ordering thom 
better than she did. 

“T want to show you 4ome cottages I have been building 
beyond Rythdale tower,” said the owner of the fingers. 
“ Will you ride with mo to-morrow to look at them P” 

He waited for her answer, which Eleanor hesitated to 
give. But she could not say no, and finally she gave a low 
yes. Her yes was so low, it was significant; Eleanor knew 
it; but Mr. Carlisle went on in the same tone. 

“At what hour? At eleven?” 

“That will do,” said Eleanor, after hesitating again. 

“Thank you.” 

He went on, taking the chessmen from her fingers as fast 
as she gathered them up, and bestowing them in the box 
after a leisurcly manner; then rose and bowcd and took his 
departure. Eleanor saw that he did not hold any communi- 
cation with her mother on his way out; and in dread of Mrs. 
Powle’s visitation of curiosity upon herself, she too made 
as quick and as quict an escape as possible to her own room. 
There locked the door, and walked the floor to think. 

In effect she had given her answer, by agrecing to ride; 
she knéw it. She knew that Mr. Carlisle had taken it so, 
even by the slight freedom with which his fingers touched 
hers in taking the chessmen from them. It was a very 
little thing; and yct Eleanor could never recall the willing 
contact of those fingers, repeated and repeated, without a 
thrill of feeling that she had committed herself; that she 


54 THE OLD ITELMET. 


had given the end of the cluc into Mr. Carlisle’s hand, 
which duly wound up would land her safe enough, mistress 
of Rythdale Priory. And was she unwilling to be that? 
No—not exactly. And did she dislike Rythdale Priory’s 
master or future muster? No, not at all; nevertheless, 
Eleanor did not fecl quite willing to have him hers just yet; 
she was not ready for that; and she chafed at fecling that 
the end of that cluc was in the hand of her chess-playing 
antagonist, and alternatives pretty well out of her powcr. 
An alternative Hleanor would have liked. She would have 
liked the play to have goue on for some time longer, leaving 
her liberty in all kinds; liberty to make up her mind at 
Icisure, among other things. She was not just now eager to 
be mistress of anything but herself. 

Eleanor watched for her mother’s coming, but Mrs. Powlo 
was wiscr. She had marked tlie air of both partics on 
quitting the drawing-room; and thongh doubtless she 
would have liked a little word revelation of what she desired 
to know, she was content to leave things in train. She 
judged that Mr. Carlisle could manage his own affairs, and 
went to bed well satisfied; while Eleanor, finding that her 
mothcr was not coming, at last laid herself also down to rest, 
with a mixcd fecling of pleasure and pain in her heart, but 
vexation towering above all. It would have been vexation 
still better grown, if she had known the hint her mother 
had given Mr. Carlisle, when that evening he had applied 
to her for what news she had for him? Mrs. Powle referred 
him very smilingly to Eleanor to learn it; at the samo 
time telling him that Eleanor had been allowed to run wild 
—like her sister Julia—till now she was a little wilful and 
needed taming. 

She looked the character sufficiently well when she came 
down the next morning. Tho colour on her cheek was 
raised yet, and rich; and Elcanor’s beautiful lips did not 
unbend to their brilliant mischievous smile. She was some- 
what quick and nervous too about her household arranges 
ments and orders, which yet Eleanor did not neglect. It 
was time then to dress for her ride; and Eleanor dressed, 
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not hurricdly but carefully, between pleasure and irritation. 
By what impulse she could not have told, she pulled tho 
feather from her riding-cap. It was a long, jaunty biack 
feather, that somewhat shaded and softened her face in 
riding with its floating play. Her cap now, and her whole 
dress, was simplicity itsclf; but if Elcanor had meant to 
cheat Mr. Carlisle of some pleasure, she had misjudged and 
lost her aim; the close little unadorned cap but showed ths 
better her beautiful Lair, and a face and features which 
nobody that loved them could wish cven shaded from vicw. 

Mrs. Powle had maintained a discrect silence all tho 
morning; neverthcless Eleanor was still afraid that she 
might come to ask questions, and not enduring to answer 
them, as soon as her toilet was finished she fled from her 
room into the garden. This garden, into which the old 
schoolroom opened, was Eleanor’s particular property. No 
other of tho family were ever to be found in it. She had 
arranged its gay curves and angles, and worked im it and 
kept it in great part herself. The dew still hung on the 
leaves; the air of a glorious summer morning was swect 
with the varicd fragrance of the flowers. Hleanor’s heart 
sprung for the dear old liberty she and the garden had had 
together; she went lingeringly and thoughtfully among her 
petunias and carnations, remembering how joyous that 
liberty had been; and yet she was not willing to. say the 
word that would secure it to her. She roved about among 
tho walks, picking carnations in one hand and gathering up 
her habit with the other. So her little sister found her. 

“ Why, Hleanor!—are you going to ride with Mr. Carlisle?” 

“Vos. 

“Well, he has come—he is waiting for you. He has 
brought the most splendid black horso for you that you ever 
saw; papa says she is magnificent.” 

T ordered my pony,” said Eleanor. 

* Well, the pony is there, and so is tho black horse. O 
such a beauty, Eleanor! Come.” 

Eleanor would not go through the house, to see her 
mother and father by the way. Instinctively she sheered 
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off by the shrubbery paths, which turning and winding at 
last brought her out upon the front lawn. On the whole, a 
more marked entrance upon the scene the young lady could 
not have contrived. From the green setting of the shrub- 
bery her excellent figure came out to view, in its dark riding 
drapery ; and caruations in one land, her habit in the other, 
she was a@ pleasant object to several pairs of eycs that wera 
watching her; Julia having done them the kind office to 
say which way she was coming. 

Of them all, however, Elcanor only saw Mr. Carlisle, who 
was on the ground to mect her. Perhaps he had as great 
an objection to eyes as she had; for his removal of his cap 
in greeting was as cool as if she had been a stranger; and 
so were his words. 

“T have brought Black Maggio for you—will you do me 
the honour to try her?” 

Eleanor did not say she would not, and did not say any- 
thing. Hesitation and embarrassment were the two pleasant 
feclings which possessed her and forbade her to speak. She 
stood before the superb animal, which showed blood in every 
line of its head and beautiful frame; and looked at it, and 
looked at the ground. Mr. Carlisle gently re.noved the 
carnations from her hand, taking them into his own, then 
gave her the reins of Black Maggio and put her into the 
saddle. In another minute they were off, and out of the 
reach of observation. But Elcanor had felt again, even in 
that instant of giving into her fingers the reins which he 
had taken from the groom, the same thing which sho had 
felt last night—tho expression of something new between 
them. She was in avery divided state of mind. She had 
not told him he might take that tone with her. 

“There are two ways to the bead of the valley,” said tho 
subject of her thoughts. “Shall we take the circuit by the 
old priory, or go by the moor?” 

“ By the moor,” said Eleanor. 

There, for milcs, was & level plain road; they could ride 
uny pace, and she could stave off talking. Accordingly, as 
soon as they got quit of human habitations, Eleanor gave 
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Black Maggie seerctly to understand that she might go as 
fast as she liked. Black Maggie apparently relished the 
intimation, for she sprang forward at arate Hlcanor by ex- 
perience knew nothing of. She bad never becn quite so well 
mounted before. As swiftly and as easily as if Black Mag- 
gic’s fect had been wings, they flew over the common. The 
air was fresh, the motion was quite sufficicnt to mako it 
breezy; Eleanor felt cxhilarated. All the more because sho 
felt rebellious, and the stopping Mr. Carlisle’s mouth was at 
least a gratification, though she could not leave him behind. 
He had not mounted her better than himself. Fly as Black 
Maggie would, her brown companion was prcciscly at her 
side. Wicanor had a constant sense of that; but however, 
the ride was so capital, the moor so wild, the summer air so 
delicious, that by degrees she began to grow soothed, and 
come down from rebellion to good humour. By and by, 
Black Maggie got excited. It was with nothing but ber own 
spirits and motion; quite enough though to make hoofs still 
more emulous of wings. Now she flew indeed. Wleanor’s 
bridle rcin was not sufficient to hold her in, or make any 
impression. She could hardly sec how they went. 

“Ts not this too much for you?” tho voice of Mr. Carlisle 
paid quictly. 

“ Rather—but I can’t check her,” said Eleanor; vexed to 
make the admission, and vexed again when a word or two 
from the rider at her side, who at the samc moment Ieuncd 
forward and touched Maggic’s bridle, brought the wild 
creature instantly not only from her mad gallop, but back 
to a very demure and easy trot. So demure, that there was 
no longer any bar to conversation; but then Eleanor re. 
flected she could not gallop always, and they were almost 
off the plain road of the moor. How beautiful the moor hud 
been to her that morning! Now Eleanor looked at Black 
Maggie’s ears, 

“‘ How do you like her ?” said Mr. Carlisle. 

“Charming! She is perfection. She is delightful!” 

“She must learn to know her mistress,” he rejoined, 
Jeaning forward again and drawing Maggie’s reins through 
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his fingors. “Take hor up a little shorter—and speak to 
hor the next time she docs not obey you.” 

The flush rose to Eleanor’s checks, and over her brow, 
and reddened her very temples. She made no sort of 
answer, yct she knew silence was answer, and that her blood 
was speaking for her. It was pretty speaking, but extremely 
inconvenient. And what business had Mr. Carlisle to take 
things for granted in that way? Elcanor began to feel 
rebellions again. 

*Do you always ride with so loose a rein?” began Mr. 
Carlisle again. 

* T don’t know—I never think about it. My pony is per- 
fectly safe.” 

“So is Maggic—as to hor fect; but in gencral, it is well 
to Ict everything under you fecl your hand.” 

“That is what you do, I have no doubt,” thonelt Eleanor, 
and bit herlip. She would have started into another gallop ; 
but they were entcring upon a narrow and rough way where 
galloping was inadmissible. It descended gradually and 
winding among rocks and broken ground, to a lower level, 
the upper part of the valley of the Ryth; a beautiful clear 
little stream flowing brightly in a rich meadow ground, 
with gently shelving, softly broken sides; the initiation of 
the wilder scenery further down the valley. Here were the 
cottages Mr. Carlisle had spoken of. ‘They looked very 
picturesque and very inviting too; standing on cither side 
the stream, across which a rude rustic bridge was thrown. 
Each cottage lad its paling enclosure, and built of grey 
rough stone, with deep sloping roofs and bright little case- 
ments, they looked the very ideal of humble homes. No 
smoke rose from the chimneys, and nobody was visible 
without or within. 

“Twant some help of you here,” said Mr. Carlisle. “Do 
you like the situation P” 

“Most beautiful!” said Eleanor, heartily. “And the 
houses are just the thing.” 

“Will you dismount and look a little closer? We will 
cross the bridge first.” 
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They drew bridle before one of the cottages. Eleanor had 
all the mind in the world to have thrown hersclf from Black 
Maggic’s back, as she was accustomed to do from her pony; 
but she did not dare. Yesterday she would have dared; 
to-day there was a slight indefinalle change in the manner 
of Mr. Carlisle towards herself, which cast a spell over her. 
He stood beside Black Maggie, the carnations making a 
rosy spot in the buttonhole of his white jacket, while he gave 
some order to the groom—Elcanor did not hear what, for 
ber mind was on something clse; then turned to her and 
took her down, that same indescribable quality of manner 
and handling saying to all her scnses that he regarded the 
horse and the lady with the same ownership. Eleanor felt 
proud, and vexed, and ashamed, and pleased; her mind 
divided between different feclings; but Mr. Carlisle directed 
her attention now to the cottages. 

It was impossible not to admire and be pleased with them. 
The exterior was exccedingly homelike and pretty; within, 
there was yet more to excite admiration. Niccly arranged, 
neatly and thoroughly furnished, even to little details, they 
looked most desirable homes for any persons of humble 
means, even though the tastes had not been equally humble. 
From one to another Mr. Carlisle took Eleanor; displaying 
his arrangements to a very silent observer; for though she 
thought all this admiration, she hardly said anything. Be- 
tween irritation, and pleasure, and a pretty well-grown 
shyness, sho felt very tongue-ticd. At last, after showing 
her the view from the lattice of a nice little cottage kitchen, 
Mr. Carlisle asked for her judgment upon what had been done. 

“Tt is thoroughly excellent,” said Eleanor. “They leave 
nothing to wish. I have never seen such nice cottages. 
There is nobody in them yet ?” 

“Is there any improvement to be made P” 

*‘ None to be desired, I think.” said Eleanor. “They are 
just perfect littlo homes. They only want the people now.” 

“ And that is where I want your help. Do you think of 
any good familics, or poor people you approve of, that you 
would like to put in some of these P” 
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Elcanor’s thought flew instantly to two or three such 
families among her poor friends; for she was a good deal of 
a Lady Bountiful, as far as moderate means and large sym- 
pathy could go; aud kuew many of the lower classer in her 
neighbourhood; but again she strugeled with two feclings, 
for the question lad been put not in a tone of compliment, 
but with a manner of simple consultation. She flushed and 
hesitated, watil it was put again. 

“T know several, 1 think, that yon would not dislike to have 
Acre, and that would be very glad to come, Mr. Carlisle.” 

“ Who are they ?” 

*Qne is Mrs. Benson, who lives on nothing with her 
family of eight clildren, and brings them up well.” 

Mr. Carlisle took out his note-book. 

“ Another is Joe Shepherd and his wife; but they are an 
old couple; perhaps you do not want old people here P” 

He looked up from his note-book with a little smile, which 
brought the blood tingling to Elcanuor’s brow again, and 
effectually drove away all her ideas. She was very vexed 
with herself; she was never used to be so troubled with 
blushing. She turned away. 

“ Suppose you sit down,” said he, taking her hands and 
placing her in a chair by the window. “You must havo 
some refreshment, [ think, before we go any further.” He 
Ieft the cottage, and Eleanor looked out of the open case- 
ment, biting her lips. Tho air came in with such a sweet 
breath from the heathery moor, it seemed to blow vexation 
away. Yet Eleanor was vexed. Hcre she was making 
admissions with every breath, when she would fuin have not 
made any. She wauted her old liberty, and to dispose of it 
at her leisure, if at all; and at Icast not to have it taken from 
her. But here was Mr. Carlisle at her elbow again, and one 
of his servants bringing dishes and glasses. The meats 
were spread un the little table before which Hleanor sat, and 
Mr. Carlisle took another chair. 

“We will honour the house for once,” he gaid, smiling; 
“the future shall be as the occupants deserve. Is this one 
to belong to some of your protégés P” 
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“T have not the gift of foresight,” said Eleanor. 

“You have ancthor sort of gift which will do quito as 
well. If you have any choico, choose the houses in which 
Joo Shepherd, and Mrs. Benson, and anybody else, shall 
thank you—and I will order the doors marked, Which do 
you prefer P” 

Elcanor was foreed to speak. “TI think this is one of the 
pleasantest situations,” she said, flushing decply again; “but 
the house highest up the valley zs 

“What of it P” said Mr. Carlisle, smiling at her. 

“That would be best for Joc Shepherd, because of his 
business. It is nearer tle common.” 

“Joc Shepherd shall have it. Now will yon do me the 
favour to eat that,” said he, putting a piece of cold game on 
her plate. “Do not look at it, but cat it. Your duy’s labour 
is by no means over.” 

It was casicr to cat than to do nothing; and casier to Jook 
at her plate than where her carnations gleamcd on that 
white breast-ground. So Elcanor cat obedicntly. 

“Tho day is so uncommonly finc, how would you like to 
walk down the valley as far as the old priory, and Ict the 
horses mect us there P” 

“T am willing,” said Eleanor. Which she was, only 
because sho was ashamed or afraid to say that she wanted 
to gallop back by the moor, the samo way she had come, 
A long walk down the valley would give fine opportunity 
for all that she dreaded in the way of conversation. Towever, 
the order was given about the horses, and the walk began. 

The way was at first a continuation of the valley in which 
the cottages were situated; uncultivated, sweet, and wild. 
They were a good distance beyond Barton’s Tower. The 
stream of the Ryth, not so large as it became further down, 
sparkled along in a narrow meadow, beset with flowers. 
Here and there a rude bridge crossed it; and the walkers 
passed as they listed from side to side, wandcring down the 
valley at great leisure, remarking upon all sorts of things 
except what Eleanor was dreading. The walk and talk 
went on without anything formidable. Mr. Carlisle seemed 
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to have nothing on his mind; and Eleanor, full of what was 
on hers, only felt through his quict demeanour that he was 
taking things for granted in a very cool way. She was 
vexed and irritated, and at the same time subdued. And 
then an opposite feeling would stir, of pleasuro and pride, at 
the place she was tuking and the rclations she was assuming 
to the beautiful domain through which they wandered. As 
they went down the valley it grew more and more lovely. 
Luxuriant growths of ash and oak, mingled with larches, 
crowned the rising borders of the valley and crept down 
their sides, hanging a most exquisite clothing of vegetation 
over the banks which had hitherto been mostly bare. As 
they went from point to point, and in one after another 
region of beauty, her compaunion’s talk, quictly flowing on, 
called her attcntion to one and another observation sug- 
gested by what they were looking at; not as if it were a 
forcign matter, but with a tacit intimation that it concerned 
her or had a right to her interest. It was a long walk. 
They were some time before reaching the old tower; then a 
long stretch of beantiful scencs lay between them and the 
old priory ruins. This part of the valley was in the highest 
degree picturesque. The sides drew together, close and 
rocky and overshadowed with a thicket of trees. The path 
of the river became stecp and encumbered; the wey along 
its banks grew comparatively rough and difficult. Tho day 
was delicious, without even a threatening of rain; yet the 
sun in some places was completely shut out from the water: 
by the overgrown, overhanging sides of rock and wood 
which shut in the dell. Conversation was broken here, by 
the pleasant difficulty of pursuing the way. Here too 
flowers were swect and the birds busy. The way was 
enough to delight any lover of nature; and it was impos- 
sible not to be delighted. Nevertheless Eleanor hailed for a 
sake not its own, every bit of broken ground and rough 
walking that made connected conversation impossible; and 
then was glad to see the grey walls of tho priory, where the 
horses were to meet them. Qnce in the saddle again——«she 
would be glad to be there! 
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The horses were not in sight yet; they strolled into the 
ruin. It was lovely to-day; the sunlight adding its brights 
ening touch to all that moss and ivy and lichen and fern 
had done. They sauntercd up what had been an aislo of 
the church; carpetcd now with soft shaven turf, close and 
smooth. 

“The priory was founded a great while ago,” said Mr. 
Carlisle, “ by one of the fixst Lords of Rythdale, on account 
of tho fact that he had slain Lis own brother in mortal 
combat. I troubled his mind, I suppose, even in those 
rough times.” 

« And he built the church to soothe ib.” 

“ Built the church and founded the establishment; gave 
it all the lands we have passed through to-day, and much 
more; and great rights on hill and dale and moor. We 
have them nearly all back again—by one happy chance and 
another.” 

“What was this?” said Eleanor, seating herself on a 
great block of stone, the surface of which was rough with 
decay. 

“This was a tombstone—tradition says, of that same slain 
Lord of Rythdale—but I think it very hypothetical. How- 
ever, your fancy can conjure back his image, if you like, 
lying where you sit; covered with the armour he lived his 
life in, and probably with hands joined to make the prayers 
his life had rendcred desirable.” 

“ He had not the helmet,” thought Eleanor. She got up 
to look at the stone; but it was worn away; no trace of the 
knight in armour who had lain there was any longer to be 
secn. What long ago times those were! 

“ And then the old monks did nothing else but pray,” she 
remarked. 

“ A few other things,” said her companion; “if report is 
true. But they said a great many prayers, it is certain. It 
was what they were specially put here for—to do masses for 
that old stone figure that used to lic there, They were paid 
well for doing it. I hope they did it.” 

The wind stirred gently through the ruin, bringing a 
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sweet scent of hors and flowers, and a fern or an ivy leaf 
here and thero just moved lightly on its stalk, 

- They must have lived a pleasant sort of life,” said Eleanor, 
musingly, “in this beautiful place!” 

“Are you thinking of cntcring a monastcry?” said her 
companion, smiling. It brought back Elcanor’s conscious- 
ness, which had been for a moment forgotten, and the deep 
colour flashed to her fucc. She stood confused. Mr. Carlisle 
did not let her go this time; he took both her hands. 

“Do you think I am going to be satisfied with only nega- 
tive answers from you?” said he, changing his tone. “ What 
bave you got to say to mo?” | 

Eleanor struggled with herself. “ Nothing, Mr. Carlisle.” 

«Your mother has conveyed to you my wishes P” 

*Yus,” said Eleanor softly. - 

“ What are yours P” 

She hesitated, held at bay, but he waited and at last, 
with a little of her frank daring breaking out, she said, still 
in her former soft voice, “ I would Jct things alone.” 

“Suppose that could not be,—would you send me away, 
or lot me come near to you P” 

Eleanor could not send him away; but he would not come 
near. IIo stood keeping her*hands in a hght firm grasp; 
she felt that he knew his hold of her; her head bowed in 
confusion. 

“Speak, darling,” he said. “Are you mine P” 

Eleanor shrank lower and lower from his observation; 
but she anwercd in a whisper,—“ I suppose so.” 

Her hands were relcased then, onlv to have herself taken 
into more secure possession. She .\ given herself up; 
and Mr. Carlisle’s manner said that to xuch her cheek was 
his right as well as his pleasure. Eleanor could not dispute 
it; she knew that Mr. Carlisle loved her, dut she certainly 
thought tho sense of power had great charms for him. So, 
she presently thought, had the exercise of it. 

“You are mine now he said, “you are mine. You are 
Eleanor Carlisle. But you have not said a word to mea 
What is my name ?” 
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* Your name!” stammered Eloanor,—" Carlisle.” 

* Yes, but the rest P” 

“TJ know it,’”’ said Eleanor, 

* Speak it, darling !”” 

Now Eleanor had no mind to speak that or anything else 
upon compulsion; it should be a grace from her lips, not the 
compliance with a requisition; her spirit of resistance 
sprung up. A frank refusal was on her tongue, and her 
head, which had been drooping, was thrown back with an 
infinitely pretty air of defiance, to give it. Thus she met 
Mr. Carlisle’s look; met the bright hazel eyes that were 
bent upon her, full of affection and smiling, but with some- 
thing else in them as well; there was a calm power of 
exaction. Eleanor read it, even in the half glance which 
took in incongruously the graccful figure and easy attitude; 
she did not fecl ready for contention with Mr. Carlisle; 
the man’s nature was dominant over the woman’s. Hlea- 
nor’s head stooped again; she spoke obediently the required 
words. 

** Robert Macintosh.” 

The kisses which met her lips before the words were well 
out, seemed to seal the whole transaction. Perhaps it was 
HEleanor’s fancy, but to her they spoke unqualified content 
both with her opposition and her yielding. She was chafed 
with the consciousness that she had been obliged to yield; 
vexed to feel that she was not her own mistress; even while 
the kisses that stopped her lips told her how much love 
mingled with her captor’s pcwer. There was no questioning 
that fact; it only half soothed Eleanor. 

Mr. Carlisle bade her sit down and rest, while he went to 
see if the horses were there. Eleanor sat down dreamily on 
the old tombstone, and in the space of three minutes went 
over whole fields of thought. Her mind was in a perverse 
state. Before her the old tower of the ruined priory rose in 
its time-worn beauty, with the young honours of the ivy 
clinging all about it; on either side of her stretched the 
grey, ivied and mossy, crumbling walls. It was a mog- 
nificent place; if not her own mistress, it was a pleasunt 
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thing to be mistress of such as that; and a vision of gay 
grandeur floated over her mind. Still, in contrast with that 
vision, the quiet, ruined priory tower spoke of a different 
life—brought up a separate vision; of unworldly posses- 
sions, aims, hopes, and occupations; it was not familiar to 
Eleanor’s mind, yet now somehow it rose upon her, with the 
feeling of that once wanted, still desired—only she had 
forgotten it—armour of security. Why did she think of it 
now P was it because Eleanor’s mind was in that disordered 
state which lets everything come to the surface by turns; or 
because she was still suffering from vexation, and her spirit 
chose contrarics with a natural readiness and relishP It 
was not more than three minutes, but Eleanor travelled far 
in dream-land; so far that the sudden feeling of two hands 
upon her shoulders, brought her back with even a visible 
start. She was rallied and laughed at: then her hand was 
put upon Mr. Carlisle’s arm, and so Eleanor was walked out 
to where Black Maggie stood waiting for her. Of course she 
felt that her engagement was to be made known to all the 
world immediatcly. Mr. Carlisle’s servants must know it 
now. It seemed to Eleanor that fine bands of cobwebs had 
been cast round her, binding her hands and fect, which loved 
their liberty. The feeling made one little imprudent burst. 
As Mr. Carlisle put Maggie’s: reins into her hand, he 
repeated what he had before said, that Eleanor should use 
her voice if the bridle failed to win obedience. 

“ She is not of a rebellious disposition,” he added. 

“Do you read. dispositions ?” said Eleanor, gathering up 
the reins. He stood at her saddle-bow. 

““ Sometimes.” 

“Do you know mine ?” 

“ Partially.” 

“Tt is what you say Black Maggie's is not.” 

“Isit? Take the reins a little shorter, Eleanor.” 

It is difficult to say how much there may be in two short 
words; but as. Mr. Carlisle went round to the other side 
and mounted, he left his little lady in a state of fume, Those 
two words said so plainly to Eleanor’s ear, that her annouce- 
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ment was neither denied nor disliked. Nay, they expressed 
pleasure; the sort of pleasure that a man has in a spiritea 
horse of which he is master. It threw Hleanor’s mind into 
a tumult, so great that for a minute or two she hardly knew 
what she was about. But for the sound, sweet good temper, 
which in spite of Hleanor’s self-characterising was part of 
her nature, she would have been inarage. As it was, she 
only handled Black Mavgie in a more stately style than she 
had cared about at the beginning of the ride; putting her 
upon her paces; and so rode through all the village, in a way 
that certainly pleased Mr. Carlisle, though he said nothing 
about it. ~Ze contrived howover to aid in the soothing work 
done by Black Maggie’s steps, so that long before Ivy Lodge 
was reached, Eleanor’s smile camo free and swect again, and 
her lip lost its ominous curve. 

“You are a darling!” Mr. Carlisle whispered as ho took 
her down from her horse. 

Eloanor went on into the drawing-room. He followed her. 
Nobody was thore. 

“What have you to say to me, Eleanor?” he said as he 
held her hand before parting. 

“Nothing whatever, Mr. Carlisle.” Hleanor’s frank, bril- 
liant srnile gleamed mischievously upon him. 
“Will you not give me a word of kindness before I 
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“No! Mr. Carlisle, if I had my own way,” said Eleanor, 
switching her riding-whip nervously about her habit, “I 
would be my own mistress for a good whilc longer.” 

“Shall I give you back your liberty?” said he, drawing 
her into his arms. Eleanor was silent. Their touch mani- 
fested no such intention. He bent his head lower, and said 
softly, “Kiss me, Eleanor.” 

There was, as before, just that mingling of affection and 
exaction which conquered her. Sho knew all she was giving, 
but she half dared not and half cared not to refuse. 

You little witch,” said he as he took possession of the 
just permitted lips, “I will punish you for your naughtiness, . 
by taking you home very soon—into my own management.” 
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‘Mrs. Powle was in Eleanor’s room when she entered; 
waiting there for her, 

“Well, Eleanor,” she began, “is it settled? Aro you to 
be Lady Rythdale ?” 

“Tf Mr. Carlisle has his will, ma'am.” 

« And what is your will P” 

“TY have none any longer. But if you and he try to hurry 
on the day, mamma, it shall never come—never!”’ 

Mrs. Powle thought she would leave that matter in more 
skilful hands; and went away well satisfied. 


CHAPTER V. 


* This floating life hath but this port of rest, 
A heart prepared, that fears no ill to come.” 


Tie matter was in skilful hands; for the days rolled cn, 
after that eventful excursion, with great smoothness, Mr. 
Carlisle kept Eleanor busy, with some pleasant little excite- 
ment, every day varied. She was made to taste the sweets 
of her new position, and to depend more and more upon the 
hand that introduced her to them. Mr. Carlisle ministered 
carefully to her tastes. Eleanor daily was well mounted, 
gonerally on Maggie; and enjoyed her heart’s delight of a 
gallop over the moor, or a more moderate pace through o 
more rewarding scenery. Mr. Carlisle entered into the 
spirit of her gardening pursuits; took her to his mother’s 
conservatory; and found that he never pleased Eleanor 
better than when he plunged her into the midst of flowers. 
He took good care to advance his own interests all the time; 
and advanced them fast and surely. He had Hleanor’s 
liking before; and her nature was too sweet and rich not to 
incline towards the person whom she had given such a 
position with herself, yielding to him more and more of faith 
and affection. And that in spite of what sometimes chafed 
her; the quiet sway she felt Mr. Carlisle had over her, 
beneath which she was powerless. Or rather, perhaps she 
inclined towards him secretly the more on account of it; for 
to women of rich natures there is something attractive i 
being obliged to look up; and to women of all natures it is 
imposing. So Mr. Carlisle’s threat, by Eleanor so stoutly 
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resisted and resented, was extremely likely to come to pasa. 
Mrs. Powle was too wise to touch the game. 

Several weeks went by, during which Eleanor had no 
chance to think of anything but Mr. Carlisle and the matters 
he presented for her notice. At the end of that time he was 
obliged to go up to London on sudden business. It made a 
great lull in the house; and Eleanor began to sit in her gar- 
den parlour again and dream. While dreaming one day, she 
heard the voice of her little sister sobbing at the door-step. 
She had not observed before that she was sitting there. 

* Julia!” said Eleanor, “what is the matter P” 

Julia would not immcdiately say, but then faltered out, 
Mr. Rhys.” 

“Mr. Rhys! What of him ?” 

“ Te’s ill, He’s going to die, I know.” 

* How do you know he is unwell? Come, stop crying, 
Julia, and speak. What makes you think he is ill P” 

“ Because he just lies on the sofa, and looks so white, and 

“ho can’t keep school. He scent away the boys yesterday.” 

“Does he see the doctor P” 

“No. I don’t know. No, I know he don’t,” said Julia; 
“ because the old woman said he ought to sce him.” 

“ What old woman, child P” 

“His old woman—Mrs. Williams. And mamma said I 
might have some jelly and some sago for him—and tlre is 
nobody to take it. Foster is out of the way, and Juck ig 
busy, and I can’t get anybody.” 

Julia’s tears were very sincere. 

“Stop, crying, child, and I will go with you myself. I 
have not had a walk to-day, or a ride, or anything. Come, 
get ready, and you and I will take it.” 

Julia did not wait even for thanks; she was never given 
to be ceremonious; but sprang away to do as her sister had 
said. In a few minutes they were off, going through the 
garden, each with a little basket in her hand. Julia’s tears 
were exchanged for the most sunshiny gladress. 

It was a sunshiny day altogether, in the end of summer, and 
the heat was sultry. Neither sister minded weather of any 
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sort; nevertheless, they chose the shady side of the road, 
and went very leisurely, along by the hedgerows and under 
the elms and becches with which all the way to the village 
was more or less shaded. It was a long walk, even to the 
village. The cottage where Mr. Rhys had his abode was yet 
further on. The village must be passed on the way to it. 

It was a long line of cottages, standing for the most part 
on one side the street only; the sweet hedgerow on the 
other side only here and there broken by a white wicket 
gate. The houses were humble cnough; yct in universal 
neat order on the outside at least; in many instances grown 
over with climbing roscs and ivy, and overhung with deep 
thatched roofs. They stood scatteringly; gardens and 
sometimes small crofts intervening; and noble growth of 
old oaks and young elms shading the way; the whole as 
neat, fresh, and picturesque in rural comfort and beauty, as 
could be seen almost anywhere in England. The lords of 
Rythdale held sway here, and nothing under their rule, of 
late, was out of order. But there were poor people in the 
village, and very poor old houses, though skilfully turned to 
the account of beauty in the outward view. Eleanor was 
well known in them; and now Mrs. Benson came out to the 
gate and told how she was to move to her new home in another 
fortnight; and begged the sisters would como in to rest 
themselves from the sun. And old Mrs. Shepherd curtsied 
in her doorway; and Matthew Grimson’s wife, the blacksmith 
that was, came to stop Ileanor with a roundabout repre- 
sentation how her husband’s business would thrive so much 
better in another situation. Eleanor was seldom on foot in 
the village now. She passed that as soon as she could, and 
went on. From her window on the other side of the lane, 
Miss Broadus nodded, and beckoned too; but the sisters 
would not be delayed. 

“It is good Mr. Carlisle has gone to London,” said J alia. 
“He would not have let you come.” 

Eleanor felt stung. 

* Why do you say so, Julia?” 

“Why, you always do what he tells you,” said Julia, who 
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was not apt to soften ker communications, “Bo ie 
‘Eleanor ’—and you go that way; and he saya’ Bleanee 
and you go the other way.” eis 
“ And oe do you aan he would have an objection 
to my going this way ?” Mon, 1 
“TI know,” said Julia. “I am glad he isin Londa 
hope he'll stay there.” \. 


Eleanor mado no answer but to switch her dress and is 6 
bushes as they went by, with alittle rod in her hand, Thets. 
was more truth in the allegation than it pleased her to - 
remember. She did not always feel her bonds at the time, 
they were so gently put on and the spell of another’s will 
was so natural and so irresistible. But it chafed ber to be 
reminded of it and to feel that it was so openly cxerted and 
her own subjugation so complete. The switching went on 
vigorously, taking the bushes and her muslin dress impar- 
’ tially; and Eleanor’s mind was so engrossed that she did 
not perceive how suddenly the weather was changing. They 
had passed through the village and left it bchind, when 
Julia exclaimed, “'There’s a storm coming, Eleanor! maybe 
we can get in before it rains.” It was an undeniable fact; 
and without further parley both sisters set off to run, seeing 
that there were very few minutes to accomplish Julia’s hopo. 
It began sprinkling already. 

“It’s going to be a real storm,” said Julia gleefully. 
“ Over the moor it’s as black as thunder. I saw it through 
the trees.” 

“But where are you going?’—For Julia had left the 
road, or rather lane, and dashed down a path through the 
trees leading off from it. 

QO, this is the best—this leads round to the other side of 
the house,” Julia said. 

Just as well to go in at the kitchen, Wleanor thought; 
and let Julia find her way with her sago and jelly to Mr. 
Rhys’s room if she so inclined. So they ran on, reached a 
little strip of open ground at the back of the cottage, and 
rushed in at the door like a small tornado; for the rain was 
by this time coming down merrily. 
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Tho first thing Eleanor saw when she had pulled off her 
hat,—was that she was not in a kitchen. <A table with 
writing implements met her eye; and turning, she dis- 
covered the person one of them at least had come to seo, 
lying on a sort of settee or rude couch, with a pillow under 
his head. He looked pale enough, and changed, and lay 
wrapped in a dressing-gown. If Eleanor was astonished, so 
certainly was he. But he rose to his feet, albeit scarce ablo 
to stand, and received his visitors with a simplicity and 
grace of nature which was in sigular contrast with all the 
dignitics of conventional life. 

“Mr. Rhys!” stammered Eleanor, “I had no idea we were 
breaking into your room. I thought Julia was taking moe 
into Mrs. Williams’s part of the house.” 

“IT am very glad to see you!” he said; and the words 
were endorsed by the pleasant grave face and the earnest 
grasp of the hand. But how ill and thin he looked! Eleanor 
was shocked. 

“It was beginning to rain,” she repeated, “and I followed 
where Julia led me. I thought she was bringing me to Mrs. 
Williams’s premises. I beg you will excuse me.” 

“I have made Mrs. Williams give me this part of the 
house because I think it is the pleasantcst. Won't you do 
me the honour to sit down P” 

He was bringing a chair for her, but looked so o little able 
for it that Eleanor took it from his hand. 

“Please put yourself on the sofa again, Mr. Rhys—we 
will not interrupt you a moment.” 

“Yes, you will,” said Julia, “unless you want to walk in 
the rain. Mr. Rhys, are you better to-day P” 

“Iam as well as usual, thank you, Julia.” 

“Tam sorry to sec that is not very well, Mr. Khys,” said 
Eleanor. 

“ Not very strong,” he said, with the smile that she ro- 
membered, as he sank back in the corner of the couch and 
rested his head on his hand. His look and manner altos 
gether gave hor a strange feeling. Ill and pale and grave 
as he was, there was something else about him different 
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” from all that she had touched in her own life for weeks. It 
was a new atmosphere. 
'* Ladies, I hope you are not wet?” he said presently. 

“Not at all,” said Eleanor; “nothing to signify. We 
shall dry ourselves in the sun walking back.” 

“T think the sun is not going to be cut immediately.” 

He rose, and with slow steps made his way to the inner 
door and spoke to some one within. Eleanor took a yiew 
of her position. The rain was coming down furiously; no 
going home just yet was possible. That was the out-of-door 
prospect. Within, she was a prisoner. The room was a 
plain little room, plain as a room could be; with no adorn- 
ments or luxuries. Some books were piled on deal shelves; 
others covered two tables. A large portfolio stood in one 
corner. On one of the tables were pens, ink, and paper, not 
lying loose, but put up in order, as not used nor wanted at 
present. Several boxes of various sorts and sizes made up 
the rest of the furniture, with a few chairs of very simple 
fashion. It was Mr. Rhys’s own room they were in; and ali 
that could be said of it was its nicety of order. Two little 
windows with the door might give view of something in fair 
weather; at present they showed little but grey rain and 
a dim vision of trees seen through the rain. Hleanor 
wanted to get away; but it was impossible. She must talk. 

“You cannot judge of my prospect now,” Mr. Rhys said 
as she turned to him. 

“Not in this rain. But I should think you could not see 
much at any time, except trees.” | 

*** Much’ is comparative. No, I do not see much; but 
there is an opening from my window, through which the eye 
goes a long way—across a long distance of the moor. It is 
but a gleam; however, it scrves a good purpose for me.” 

An old woman here came in with a bundle of sticks, and 
began to lay them for a fire. She was an old-crone looking 
person. Eleanor observed her, and thought what it must 
be to have no nurse or companion but that. 

“ We have missed you at thé Lodge, Mr. Rhys.” 

“Thank you. I am missmg from all my old haunts,” 
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he answered gravely. And the thought and the look went 
to something from which he was very sorry to be missing. 
_ “Bat you will be soon well again—will you notP—and 
among us again.” 

* “IT do not know,” he said. “I am sometimes inclined to 
think my work is done.” 

“ What work, Mr. Rhys?” said Julia “Ferns, do you 
mean P” 

éc No.” 

6 What work, Mr. Rhys ?” 

*T mean the Lord’s caer Julia, which he has given mo 
to do.” 

* Do you mean preaching ?” 

* That is part of it.” 

“What else is your work, Mr. Rhys?” said Julia, hange 
ing about the couch with an affectionate eye; so affec- 
tionate, that her sister’s rebuke of her forwardness was 
checked. 

“ Doing all I can, Julia, in every way, to tell people of die 
Lord Jesus.” 

“Was that the work you were going to that horrid place 
to do P” 

* Yes.” 

“Then [ am glad you are sick!” 

“That is very unkind of you,” said he with a gravity 
which Eleanor was not sure was real. 

“It is better for you to be sick than to go away from 
England,” said Julia, decidedly. 

“But if I am not well enough to go there, I shall go 
somewhere else.” 

‘© Where P” 

“What have you got in that saucer P” 

“J. elly for you. Won't you eat it, Mr. Rhys? There is 
‘sago in the basket. It will do you good.” | 

Will you not offer your sister some?” 

“No, She gets plenty at home. Eat it, Mr. Rhys, won’t 

p” 
' He took a few spoonfuls, smiled at her, and told her it 
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was very good. Tt was a smile worth having. But both 
sisters saw that he looked fearfully pale and worn. 

“T must see if Mrs. Williams has not some berries to offer 
you,” he said. 

“Where are you going, Mr. Rhys, if you do not go te 
that place ?’”’ Julia per aieted: 

“Tf I do not go there, I think I shall go home, * 

** Home P” 

“Vos. 

“ Where is that?” said Julia, hanging about him, 

“TI meant my everlasting home, Julia.” 

“© don’t, Mr. Rhys!” cried the child in’a half vexed tone. 
Mat some more jelly—do!” 

“Tam vory willing to stay, Julia; if my Master has work 
for me to do.” 

“You had charge of a chapel at Lily Dale, Mr. Rhys, I 
am told ?” Eleanor said, feeling awkward. 

“‘ No—at Croydon, beyond.” 

“ At Croydon! that is nine miles off. Tow did you get 
there P” 

The question escaped Eleanor. He hesitated, and an- 
swered simply, “I had no way but to walk. I found that 
very pleasant in summer mornings.” 

“ Walk to Croydon and back, and preach there! I do not 
wonder you are ill, Mr. Rhys.” 

*T did not walk back the same day.” 

“But then where did you go in the evenings to preach P” 
said Julia. 

“That was not so far off.” 

“Did you preach in éwo chapels on the same day, Mr. 
Rhys?” Eleanor asked. 

“No. The evenings Julia speaks of, I preached ~earer 
home.” 

‘“‘ And school all the week!” said Eleanor. 

“Tt was no hardship,” ke said with a most pleasant smile 
at her. “The King’s work required haste—there were many 
people at both places who had not heard the truth, or had 
not learned to love it. There are still,” 
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His face grew very grave as he spoke; grave even to 
sadness as he added, “ They are dying without the knowledge 
of the true life |” 

“ Where was the other chapel you went to?” 

* Rythmoor.” 

Hleanor hurried on. “ But Mr. Rhys, will you allow me 
to ask you a question that puzzles mo?” 

“T beg you will do so!” 

. “Tt is just this. If there are so many in Jingland that 
want teaching—But I beg your pardon! I am afraid talk- 
ing tires you.” 

“T assure you itis very pleasant tome. Will you goon?” 

“Tf there are so many in England that want teaching, 
why should you go to such a place as that Julia talks of?’ 

‘They are further yet from help.” 

* But is not the work here as good as the work there P” 

“Tam cut off from both,” he said. “I long to go to them, 
But the Lord has his own plans. ‘ Why art thou cast down, 
O my soul; and why art thou disquieted within mcoP Hope 
thou in God!” 

The grave, sweet, tender, strong intonation of these words, 
slowly uttered, moved Eleanor much. Not towards tears; 
the-effect was rather a great shaking of heart. She sawa 
glimpse of a life she had never dreamed of; a power touched 
her that had never touched her before. This life was somee 
thing quite unearthly in its spirit and aims; the power was 
the power of holiness. 

It is difficult or impossible to say in words how. this in- 
fluence made itself felt. In the writing of the lines on the 
face, in the motion of the lips, in the indefinable tones of 
voice, in the air and manner, there comes out constantly in 
all characters an atmosphere of the truth, which the words 
spoken, whether intended or not intended, do not convey. 
Even unintentional feigning fails here, and even self-decep- 
tion is belied. The truth of a character will make itself felt 
and influéntial, for good or evil, through all disguises. So 
it was, that though the words of Mr. Rhys might have been 
said by anybody, the impression they produced belonged to 
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him alone, of all the people Eleanor had ever seen in ner 
life. The “helmet of salvation” was on this man’s head, 
and gave it a dignity more than that of a kingly crown. 
She sat thinking so, and recalling her lost wishes of the 
carly summer; forgetting to carry on the conversation. 

Meanwhile the old woman of the cottage came in again 
with a fresh supply of sticks, and a blaze began to brighten 
in the chimney. Julia exclaimed in delight, Eleanor looked 
gt the window. The rain still came down heavily. She 
remembered the thunderstorm in June, and her fears. 
Then Mr. Rhys begged her to go to the fire and dry herself, 
and again spoke some unintelligible words to the old attchd 
ant. 

“What is that, Mr. Rhys?” said Julia, who seldom re- 
frained from asking anything she wished to know. 

“T was enquiring of Mrs. Williams whether she had not 
some fresh gathered berries she could bring for your refresh- 
ment.” 

“ But I mean, what language did you speak to her?” 

“* Welsh.” 

' & Are you Welsh ?” 

“No,” said he, smiling; “ but I have Welsh blood; and I 
had a Welsh nurse, Julia.” 

“TJ do not want any refreshment, Mr. Rhys; but I would 
like some berries.” 

“TI hope you would like to ask pardon of Mr. Rhys for 
your frecdom,” said Eleanor. “Iam sure you need it.” 

““Why, Mrs. Williams very often gives me berries,” said 
Julia; “and they always taste better than ours. { mean, 
Mr, Rhys gives me some.” 

Eleanor busied herself over the fire, in drying her muslin 
dress. That did very well instead of talking. Mrs. Williams 
presently came in again, bearing a little tray with berries 
anda potof cream. Julia eagerly played hostess and dealt 
them out. The service was most homely; nevertheless the 
wild berries deserved her commendation. The girls sat by 
the fire and eat, and their host from the corner of his couch 
watched them with his keen eyes. It was rather a romantic 
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adventure altogether, Eleanor thought, in the midst of much 
graver thoughts. But Julia had quite got her spirits up. 

“ Aren't they good, Eleanor? They are better berries than 
those that came from the Priory. Mr. Rhys, do you know 
that after Eleanor is Mrs. Carlisle, she will be Lady Ryth- 
dale P” 

This shot drove Eleanor into desperation. She would 
have started aside, to hide her cheeks, but it was no use, 
Mr. Rhys had risen to add some more cream to her saucer— 
perhaps on purpose. 

“T understand,” he said simply. “ Has she made arrange- 
ments to secure an evcriasting crown, after the earthly 
coronet shall have faded away ?” | 

The question was fairly put to Eleanor. It gavea turn to 
her confusion, yet hardly more manageable; for the gentle, 
winning tones in which it was made found their way down 
to some very deep and unguarded spot in her consciousness, 
No one had ever probed her as this man dared to do. 
Eleanor could hardly sit still. The berries had no more any 
taste to her after that. Yet the question demanded an 
answer; and after hesitating long, she found none better 
than to say, as she set down her saucer— 

“No, Mr. Rhys.” 

Doubtless he read deeper than the words of her answer, 
but he made noremark. She would have been glad if he had, 

The shower seemed to be slackening; and while Julia 
entered into lively conversation over her berries, Eleanor 
went to the window. She was doubtfully conscious of any- 
thing but discomfort; however, she did perceive that the 
rain was falling less thickly, and light beginning to break 
through the clouds. As she turned from the window she 
forced herself to spcak. 

“What is there we can do for you at home, Mr. Rhys? 
Mrs. Williams’s resources, I am sure, must be very im» 
sufficient.” 

“T am very much obliged to you,” he said heartily, “There 
ia nothing that I know of. I have all that I require.” 

“You are better than you were? you are gaining strength?” 
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* No, I think not. Iam quite useless now.” 

“ But you will get better soon, and be useful again.” 

“If it pleases my Master ;—but I think not.” 

“Do you consider yourself so seriously ill, Mr, Ihhys?” 
said Eleanor, looking shocked. 

“Do not take it so seriously,” said he, smiling at her. 
“No harm can come to me any way. Itis far worse than 
death for me to be cut off from doing my work; and a 
while ago the thought of this troubled me; it gave me some 
dark hours. But at last I rested myself on that word, ‘ Why 
art thou cast down, O my soul? Hope thou in God!’ and 
now I am content about it. Life or death—neither can 
bring but good to me; for my Father sends it. You know ¥ 
he said, again with a smile at her, but with a keen obsern 
eye, “they who are the Lord’s wear an invisible car | 
which preserves them from all fear.” o 

He saw that Eleanor’s face was grave and troubled; he 
saw that at this last word there was a sort of avoidance of 
feature, as if it reached a spot of feeling somewhere that 
was sensitive. He added nothing more, except the friendly 
grasp of the hand, which drove the weapon home. 

The rain had ceased; the sun was out; and the two girls 
set forward on their return. They hurried at first, for the 
afternoon had worn away. The rain-drops lay thick an 
sparkling on every blade of grass, and dripped upon the 
Scom the trees. 

“ Now you will get your feet wet again,” said Julia; “ gind 
then you will have another illness; and Mr. Carlisle fa 
be angry.” sn 

“ Do let Mr. Carlisle’s anger alone!” said Eleanor, *I shal] 
not sit down in wet shoes, so I shall not get hurt. Did you - 
ever sce him angry P” 

“No,” said Julia; “and I am glad he won’t be angry with 
me P” 

In spite of her words, the wet grass gave Eleanor a digs 
aerceable reminder of what wet grass had done for her 
“ome months before. Tho remembrance of her sicknesg 

e up with the immediate possibility of its roturnin g 
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again; the little feeling of danger and exposure gave power 
to the things she had just heard. She could not banish 
them; she recalled freshly the miserable fear and longing of 
those days when she lay ill and knew not how her illness 
would turn; the fearful want of a shelter; the comparative 
littleness of all things under the sun. Rythdale Priory had 
not been worth a feather in that day; all the gay pleasures 
and hopes of the summer could have found no entrance 
into her heart then. And as she was then, so Hleanor knew 
herself now—defenceless, if danger came. And the wet 
grass into which every footstep plunged said that danger 
might be at any time very near. Eleanor wished bitterly 
that she had not come this walk with Julia. It was strange, 
how utterly shaken, miserable, forlorn, hcr innermost spirit 
felt, at this possible approach of evil to her shclterless ‘head. 
And with double force, though they had been forcible at the 
time, Mr. Rhys’s words recurred to her—the words that he 
had spoken half to himself as it were— Hope thou in God.” 
Eleanor had heard those words read by different lips, at 
different times; they were not new; but the meaning of 
them had never struck her before. Now for the first time, 
as she heard the low, sweet, confident utterance of a soul 
fleeing to its stronghold, of a spirit absolutely secure there, 
she had an idea of what “ hope in God” meant; and every 
time she remembered the tones of those words, spoken by 
failing lips too, it gave a blow to her heart. There was 
something she wanted. What else could be precious like 
that? And with them belonged in this instance, Eleanor 
felt, a purity of character till now unimagined. Thoughts 
and footsteps hurrying along together, they were past the 
village and far on their way towards home, the two sisters, 
before much was said between them. 
_ “Twish Mr. Rhys would get well and stay here,” said Julia, 
“It is nice to go to see him, isn’t it, Eleanor? he is so good.” 

“TI don’t know whether it is nice,” said Eleanor. I wish 
almost I had not gone with you. I have not thought of 
disagreeable things before for a long time,” 

* But isn’t he good?” “ 
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“Good!” said Eleanor. “He makes me feel as phic as 
night.” 

** Well, you aren’t black,” said Julia, pleased; “ and r 
tell Mr. Carlisle what you say. He won’t bo angry that time.” 

“Julia!” said Kleanor, “do if you dare! You shall ree 
peat no words of mine to Mr. Carlisle.” 

Julia only laughed ; and Eleanor hoped that the gentleman 
would stay in London till her purpose, whatever it might be, 
was forgotten. He did stay some days; the Lodge had a 
comparatively quiet time. Perhaps Eleanor missed the 
constant excitement of the weeks past. She was very rest- 
less, and her thoughts would not be diverted from the train 
into which the visit to Mr. Rhys had thrown them. Ob- 
stinately the idea kept before her, that a defence was wanting 
to her which she had not, and might have. She wanted 
some security greater than dry shoes could afford. Yea, she 
could not forget, that beyond that earthly coronet which of 
necessity must some timo fade, she might want something 
that would endure in the air of eternity. Her musings 
troubled Eleanor. As Black Maggie did not wait upon her, 
these days, she ordered up her own little pony, and went off 
upon long rides by herself. It soothed her to be a.vne, 
Sho let no servant attend her; she took the comfort of good 
stirring gallops all over the moor; and then when she and 
the pony were both tired, she let him walk and her thoughts 
take up their train. Butit didnot do her any good. Eleanor 
grew only more uneasy from day to day. The more she 
thought, the deeper her thoughts went; and still the cons 
trast of purity and high Christian hope rose up to shame 
her own heart and life. Eleanor felt her danger asa sinners 
her exposure as guilty; and the insufficiency of all she had 
or hoped for, to meet future and coming contingencies. So 
far she got; there she stopped; except that her sense of 
these things grew more keen and deep day by day; it did 
not fade out. Friends she had none to help her. She 
wanted to see Dr. Cairnes and attack him in private, and 
bring him to a point on the subjects which agitated her; 
but she knew that Dr. Cairnes too was absent from Wigs 
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lands at this time; and Hleanor had to think and wait all by 
herself. She had her Bible, it is true; but she did not know 
how to consult it. She took care not to go near Mr. Rhys 
‘again; though she was sorry to hear through Julia that he was 
not mending. She wished herself a little girl, to have Julia's 
liberty; but she must do without it. And what would Mr. 
Carlisle say to her thoughts? She must not ask him. He 
could do nothing with them. She half feared, half wished 
for his influence to overthrow them. 

He came; but Eleanor did not find that he could remove 
the trouble, the existence of which he did not suspect. His 
presence did not removeit. In all her renewed engagements 
and gaieties, there remained a ‘secret core of discomfort in 
her heart, whatever she might be about. 

They were taking tea one evening, half in and half-out of 
the open window, when Julia came up. 

“Mr. Carlisle,” said she, “I am going to pay you my for- 
feit.”. He had caught her in some game of forfeits the day 

‘before. “I am going to give you something you will like 
\ very much.” 

“* What can it be, Julia P” 

) ‘You don’t bélieve me. Now you do not deserve it. I 
am going to give you something Eleanor said.” - 

Eleanor’s hand was on her lips immediately, and her voice 

' forbade the promised forfeit; but there were two words to 
that bargain, Mr. Carlisle captured the hand and gave a 
counter order, — , = — 

“Now, you don’t believe me, but you believe Eleanor,” 
said the lawless child. “She said,—she said it-when you 
went away,—that she had not thought of anything dis- 
agreeable for along while!” . 

| Mr, Carlisle looked delighted, aa well he ore Bloanor’ a 
temples flushed a painful scarlet. ; 

“Dear me, how interesting these goings away and ¢ coms 
ings home are, I suppose!” exclaimed Miss Broadus, coming 
up tothe group. “I see! there is no need to say anything. 
Mr. Carlisle, we are all rejoiced to see you back at Wiglands. 
Or at the Lodge, for you do not honour Wiglands much, 
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except when I see you riding through it on that beautiful 
brown horse of yours. The black and the brown; I never 
saw such @ pair. And you do ride! I should think you 
would be afraid that creature would lose a more preven 
head than its own.” 

“T take better care than that, Miss Broadus.” 

“Well, I suppose you do; though for my part I cannot 
see how a person on one horse can take care of a person on 
another horse; it is something I do not understand. I 
never did ride myself; I suppose that is the reason. Mr. 
Carlisle, what do you say to this lady riding all alone by 
herself—without any one to take care of her P” 

Mr, Carlisle’s eyes rather opened at this question, as if 
he did not fully take in the idea. 

“She does it—you should see her going by as I did—as 
straight as a grenadier, and her pony on sucha jump! [ 
thought to myself, Mr. Carlisle is in London, sure enough. 
But it was a pretty sight to see. My dear, how sorry we are 
to miss some one else from our circle, and he did honour us 
at) Wiglands—my sister and me. How sorry I am poor Mr. 
Rhys is so ill, Have you heard from him to-day, Eleanor ?” 

“You should ask Julia, Miss Broadus. Is he much 
more ill than he wasP Julia hears of him every day, I 
believe.” 

“ Ah, the children all love him. I see Julia and Alfred 
going by very often; and the other boys come to see him 
constantly, I believe. And my dear Eleanor, how kind it 
was of you to go yourself with something for him! I saw 
you and Julia go past with your basket—don’t you re- 
member ?P—that day before the rain; and I said to myself, 
no, I said to Juliana, some very complimentary things about 
you. Benevolence has flourished in your absence, Mr. 
Carlisle. Here was this lady, taking jelly with her own 
bands toasick man. Now I call that beautif 

Mr. Carlisle preferred to make his own compliments ; for 
he did not echo those of the talkative lady. 

“ But I am afraid he is very ill, my dear,” Miss Broadus 
went on, turning to Eleanor again. “He looked dreadfully 
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when I saw him; and he is so feeble, I think there is very 
little hope of his life left. I think ho has just worked him- 
self to death. But I do not believe, Eleanor, he is any more 
afraid of death, than Lam of going to sleep. I don’t believe 
he is so much.” 

Miss Broadus was called off; Mr. Carlisle had left the 
window; Eleanor sat sadly thinking. The-last words had 
truck a deeper note than all the vexations of Miss Broadus’s 
previous talk. ‘ No more afraid of death than of going to 
sleep.” Ay! for his head was covered from danger. Eleanor 
knew it—saw it—felt it; and felt it to be blessed. O, how 
should she make that same covering her own? There was 
an engagement to spend the next afternoon at the Priory— 
the whole family. Dr. Cairnes would most probably be 
there to meet them. Perhaps she might catch or make an 
opportunity of speaking to him in private, and asking him 
what she wanted to know. Not very likely, but she would 
try. Dr. Cairnes was her pastor; it ought to be in his 
power to resolve her difficulties; it must be. At any rate, 
Eleanor would apply to him and see. She had no one else 
to apply to, unless Mr. Rhys would get well. Eleanor 
wished that might be. He could help her, she knew, with- 
out a peradventure. 

Mr. Carlisle appeared again, and the musings were 
banished. He took her hand and put it upon his arm, and 
drew her out into the lawn. The action was caressingly 
done; nevertheless Eleanor felt that an enquiry into her 
behaviour would surely be the next thing. So half shrink- 
ing and half rebellious, she suffered herself to be led on into 
the winding walks of the shrubbery. The evening was 
delicious ; nothing could be more natural or pleasant than 
sauntering there. : 

“Tam going to have Julia at the Priory to-morrow as & 
reward for her good gift to me,” was Mr. Carlisle’s sneering 
remark, : 

‘¢T am sure she does not deserve it,” said Eleanor, very 
sincerely. 


“ What do you deserve ?” 


86 THE OLD HELMET. 


’ Nothing—in the way of rewards.” 

Mr. Carlisle did not think so, or else regarded the matter 
in the light of a reward to himself. 

‘‘ Have you becn good since I have been away P” 

“No!” said Eleanor, bluntly. 

* Do you always speak truth after this fashion P” 

“T speak it as you will find it, Mr. Carlisle.” 

The questions were put between caresses; but in all hig. 
manner nevertheless, in kisses and questions alike, there was 
that indefinable air of calm possession and power, before 
which Eleanor always felt unable to offer any resistance, 
He made her now change “ Mr. Carlisle” for a more familiar 
name, before he would go on. Eleanor felt as a colt may be 
supposed to fecl, which is getting a skilful “ breaking in;” 
yielding obedience at every step, and at every step secretly 
wishing to refuse obedience, to refuse which is becoming 
more and more impossible. | 

“Haven't you been a little too good to somebody else, 
while I have been away P” 

“No!” said Eleanor. “TI never am.” 

* Darling, I do not wish you to honour-any one so far as 
that woman reports you to have done.” 

“That?” said Eleanor. “That was the merest act of come 
mon kindness—Julia wanted some one to go with her to take 
some things to asick man; and I wanted a walk, and I went.”” 

“You were too kind. I must unlearn you a little of your 
kindness. You are mine now, darling; and I want all of 
you for myself.” 

“ But the better I am,” said Eleanor, “I am sure the more 
there is to have.” | 

“Be good for me,” said he, kissing her, “and in my way. 
I will dispense with other goodness. I am in no danger 
of not having enough in you.” 

_ Eleanor walked back to the house, feeling as if an 
additional barrier were somehow placed between her and 
the light her mind wanted, and the relief her heart 
sought after. | ae 


CHAPTHR VI. 


‘* Horo he lives in state and bounty, 
Lord of Burleigh, fair and frcog 
Not a lord in all the county 
Is so groat a lord as he.” 


Lapy Rytapare abhorred dinner parties, in general and 
in particular. She dined early herself, and begged that the 
family from Ivy Lodge would come to tea. It was the first 
occasion of the kind; and the first time they had ever been 
there, otherwise than as strangers visiting the grounds. 
Lady Rythdale was infirm and unwell, and never saw her 
country neighbours or interchanged civilitics with them. 
Of course this was laid to something more than infirmity, 
by the surrounding gentry who were less in consequence 
than herself; but however it were, few of them over saw the 
inside of the Priory House for anything but a ceremonivus 
morning visit. Now the family at the Lodge were to go on 
a different footing. It was a great time, of curiosity, plea- 
sure, and pride. 

“Wk J are you going to wear this evening, Eleanor?” 
her mother asked. 

“TI suppose, my habit, mamma.” 

- Your habit !’’ 
“TI cannot very well ride in anything else.” 4 
.“ Are you going to ride ?” 

“ So it is arranged, ma’am. It will be infinitely less tire- 
some than going in any other way.” . 

“Tiresome!” echoed Mrs. Powle. “But what will Lady 
Bythdale say to you in a riding-habit P” 
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“Mamma, I have.very little notion what she would say to 
me in anything.” 

“T will tell you what you must do, Eleanor. You must 
change your dress after you get there.” 

‘No, mamma--I cannot. Mr. Carlisle has arranged to 
have me go in a riding-habit. It is his responsibility. I 
will not havo any fuss changing, nor pay anybody so much 
of a compliment.” 

“Tt will not bo liked, Eloanor.” 

“Tt will follow my fate, mamma, whatever that is.” 

“You are a wilful girl. You are fallen into just the right 
hands. You will be managed now, for once.” 

“Mamma,” said Eleanor, colouring all over, “it is exe 
tremely unwise in you to say that; for it rouses all the fight 
there is in me; and some day——” 

* Some day it will break out,” said Mrs. Powle. 

“Well, I should not like to fight with Mr. Carlisle,” said 
Julia, “Tam glad I am going, at any rate.” 

Hleanor bit her lip. Nevertheless, when the afternoon 
came, and Mr. Carlisle appeared to summon her, nothing was 
left of the morning’s irritation but a little loftiness of head 
and brow. It was vcry becoming; no more; and Mr. Car- 
lisle’s evident pleasure and satisfaction soon soothed the 
feeling away. The party in the carriage had gone on before; 
the riders followed the same route, passing through the 
village of Wiglands, then a couple of miles or more beyond 
through the village of Rythdale, Further on, crossing a 
bridge, they entered upon the old priory grounds; the grey 
tower rose before them, and the horses’ feet swept through 
the beautiful wilderness of ruined art and flourishing nature, 
As the cavalcade wound along, for the carriage was just 
before them now, through the dale and past the ruins, and 
as it had gone in state through the village, Eleanor could 
not help a little throbbing of heart at the sense of the place. 
she was holding and about to hold; at the feeling of the 
relation all these beauties and dignities now held to her. 

If she had been inclined to forget it, her companion’s 
look would have reminded her, She had no leisure to 
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analyze her thoughts, but these stirred her pulses. It was. 
beautiful, as the horses wound through the dale and by the 
little river Ryth, where all the ground was kept like a 
garden. It was beautiful, as they left tho valley and went 
up a slow, gentle, ascending road, through thick trees, to the 
higher land where the new Priory stood. It stood on the 
brow of the height, looking down over the valley and over 
the further plain where the village nestled among its trees, 
Yes, and it was fine when the first sight of the house opened 
upon her, not coming now as a stranger, but as future mis- 
tress; for whom every window and gable and chimney had 
the mysterious interest ofa future home. Would old Lady 
Rythdale like to see her there?’ Eleanor did not know; 
but felt easy in the assurance that Mr. Carlisle, who could 
manage everything, could manage that also. It was his 
affair. 

The house showed well as they drew towards it, among 
fine old trees. It was a new house; that is, it did not date 
further back than three generations. Like everything else 
about the whole domain, it gave the idea of perfect order 
and management. It was a spacious building, spreading out 
amply upon the ground, not rising to a great height; and 
built in a simple style of no particular name or pretensions; 
but massive, stately, and elegant. No unfinished or half 
realized idea; what had been attempted had been done, and 
done well. The house was built on three sides of a quad- 
rangle. The side of approach by which the cavalcade had 
come, winding up from the valley, led them round past the 
front of the left wing. Mr. Carlisle made her draw bridle 
and fall a little behind the carriage. 

“Do you like this view P” said he. 

“Very much. I have never seen it before.” 

He smiled at her, and again extending his hand, aoe 
Black Maggie’s rein till he brought her toa slow walk. The 
carriage passed on out of sight. Eleanor would have re- 
monstrated, but the view before her was lovely. Three 
gables, of unequal height, rose over that facade; the only 
ornamental part was in their fanciful but not elaborate 
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mouldings. The lower story, stretching along the spread of 
e smooth little lawn, was almost masked withivy. It em- 
bedded the large but perfectly plain windows, which reached 
so near the ground that one might step out from them; 
their clear amplitude was sct in a frame of massive green. 
One angle especially looked as if the room within must be a 
nest of verdurous beauty. The ivy encased all the doorways 
or entrances on that side of the house; and climbing higher, 
threatened to do for the story above what it had accom- 
plished below; but perhaps some order had been taken 
about that, for in the main its course had been stayed at a 
certain stone moulding that separated the stories, and only 
e branch here and there had been permitted to show what. 
more it would like to do. One of the upper windows was 
partly encased; while its lace curtains gave an assurance 
that all its garnishing had not been left to nature. Eleanor 
could not help thinking it was a very lovely-looking place 
for any woman to be placed in as her home; and her heart 
beat a little high. 
“Do you not like it ?” said Mr. Carlisle. 

“ Yes,—certainly |” 

“ What are you considering so attentively in Black Mag- 

gio’s ears P” | 

Eleanor caused Maggie to prick up the said ears, by a 
smart touch of her whip. The horses started forward to 
evertake the carriage. Perhaps, however, Mr. Carlisle was 
fascinated—he might well be-—by the present views he had 
of his charge; there was a blushing shy grace observable 
about her which was pretty to see and not common; and 
maybe he wanted the view to be prolonged. . He certainly 
did not follow the nearest road, but turned off instead to a 
path which went winding up and down the hill and through 
plantations of wood, giving Eleanor views also of a different 
sort; and so did not come out upon the front of the house 
till long after the carriage party had. been safely honsed. 
dleanor found she was alone, and was not to be sheltered 
under her mother’s wing or any other; and her conductor's 
face. was much too satisfied to invite comments. He swung 


AT THE PRIORY. 91 


her down from the saddle, allowed her to remove her cap, and 
putting her hand on his arm, walked her into the drawing: 
room and the presence of his mother. 

Eleanor had seon Lady Rythdale once before, in a stately 
visit which had been made at the Lodge; never oxcept thas 
one time. The old baroness was a dignified-looking person, 
and gave her a stately reception now; rather stiff and cold, 
Eleanor thought; or careless and cold, rather. 

“My dear,” said the old lady, “ have you come in a ridings 
habit ? That will be very uncomfortable. Go to my dress- 
ing-room, and let Arles change it for something else. She 
can fit you. Macintosh, you show her the way.” 

No questions were asked. Mr. Carlisle obeyed, putting 
Eleanor’s hand on his arm again, and walked her off out of 
the room and through a gallery and up the stairs, and along 
another gallery. He walked fast. Eleanor felt exceedingly 
abashed and displeased and discomfited at this extra- 
ordinary proceeding, but she did not know how to resist it, 
Her compliance was taken for granted, and Mr. Carlisle was 
laughing at her discomfiture, which was easy enough to be 
seen. EHleanor’s cheeks were glowing magnificently. “TI 
suppose he feels he has me in his own dominions now,” she 
thought; and the thought made her very rebellious. Lady 
Rythdale too! 

- “My, Carlisle,” she began, “there is really no occasion. for 
all this, Iam perfectly comfortable. I do not wish.to alter 
my dress.’ 

: © What do you call mo P” gaid he, stopping short, 

‘- “My. Carlisle.” 

“Call me something else,” 

’ The steady, bright hazel eyes which were looking at lie 
aaperied their power. In spite of her irritation and vexa- 
tion she obeyed his wish, and asked him somewhat loftily, to 
take her back.again to the company.- 

- “ Against my mother’s commands? Do you not think 
‘they are binding on you, Eleanor P” 

} | &No, Ido not!” 
“You will allow they areonme. My darling,” said he, 


03 THE OLD HELMET. 


laughing and kissing her, “you must submit to be dise 
pleased for your good.” And he walked on again. Eleanor 
was conquered; she felt it, and chafed under it, Mr. Car- 
lisle opened a door and walked hor into an apartment, large 
and luxurious, the one evidently that his mother had desig- 
nated. He rang the bell. 

“ Arles,” said he, “find this lady something that will fit 
her. She wishes to change her dress. Do your best.” | 

He went out, and left Eleanor in the hands of the tire- 
woman. Eleanor felt utterly out of countenance, but powcr- 
less; though she longed to defy the maid and the mistress, 
and say, “I will wear my own, and nothing else.” Why 
could she not say itP She did not like to defy the master. 

So Arles had her way, and after one or two rapid glances 
at the subject of her cares and a moment’s reflection on 
her introduction there, she took her cuc. ‘“ Blushes like 
that are not for nothing,” thought Arles; “and when Mr, 
Macintosh says, ‘Do your best ’—why, it is easy to see!” 

She was quick and skilful and silent; but Eleanor felt 
like a wild creature in harness. Her riding-dress went off 
—her hair received a touch, all it wanted, as the waiting- 
maid said; and after onc or two journeys to wardrobes, Mrs, 
Arles brought out and proceeded to array Eleanor in a robe 
of white lawn, very flowing and full of laces. Yet it was 
simple in style, and Eleanor thought it useless to ask for o 
change; although when the robing was completed she was 
dressed more elegantly than she had ever been in her life, 
She was sadly ashamed, greatly indignant, and mortified at 
herself, that she should be so facile to the will of a person 
who had no right tocommand her. But if she was dissatise 
fied, Arles was not; the deep colour in Eleanor’s checks 
only relieved her white drapery to perfection; and her 
beautiful hair and faultless figure harmonized with flowing 
folds and soft laces which can do so much for outlines that 
are. not soft. Eleanor was not without a consciousness of 
this; nevertheless, vanity was not her foible; and her state 
of mind was anything but enviable when she left the dress- 
ing-room for the gallery. But Mr, Carlisle was there, to 
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méet her and her mood too; and Eleanor found herself 
taken in hand at once. He had a way of mixing affection 
with his power over her, in such a way as to soothe and 
overawe at the same time; and before they reached the 
drawing-room now, Eleanor was caressed and laughed into 
good order; leaving nevertheless a little root of opposition 
in her secret heart, which might grow fast upon occasion. 
She was taken into the drawing-room, set down, and left 
under Lady Rythdale’s wing. LHleanor felt her position 
much more conspicuous than agreeable. The old baroness 
turned and surveyed her; went on with the conversation 
pending, then turned and surveyed her again; looked her 
well over; finally gave Eleanor some worsted to hold for 
hor, which she wound; nor would she accept any substitute 
offered by the gentlemen for her promised daughter-in-law’s 
pretty hands and arms. Worse and worse. Eleanor saw 
herself now not only a mark for people’s eyes, but put in an 
attitude as it were to be looked at. She bore it bravely; 
with steady outward calmness and grace, though her cheeks 
remonstrated. No movement of Hleanor’s did that. She 
played worsted reel with admirable good sense and skill, 
wisely keeping her own eyes on the business in hand, till it 
was finished; and Lady Rythdale, winding up the last end 
of the ball, bestowed a pat of her hand, half commendation 
and half raillery, upon Eleanor’s red cheek, as if it had 
been a child’s. That was a little hard to bear; Eleanor felt 
for a moment as if she could have burst into tears. She 
would have left her place if she dared; but she was in a 
corner of a sofa by Lady Rythdale, and nobody else near; and 
she felt shy. She could use her eyes now upon the company. 
Lady Rythdale was busied in conversation with one or 
two elderly ladies, of stately presence like herself, who were, 
as Eleanor gathered, friends of long date, staying at the 
Priory. They did not invite curiosity, She saw her mother 
with Mrs. Wycherly, the rector’s sister, in another group, 
conversing with Dr, Cairnes and a gentleman unknown. 
Mr. Powle had found congeniality in a second stranger. Mr. 
Carlisle, far off in a window—one of those beautiful deep, 
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large. windows—was very much engaged with some ladies 
and gentlemen likewise strange to Eleanor. Nobody was 
occupied with her; and from her sofa corner she went to 
musing. The room and its treasures she had time to look 
at quietly; she had leisure to notice how fine it was in pro 
portions and adornments, and what luxurious abundance of 
everything that wealth buys and cultivation takes pleasure 
in had space to abound, without the sceming of multiplicity. 
The house was as stately within as on the outside. Tho 
magnificence was now to Eleanor, and drove her somehow 
to musings of a very opposite: character. Perhaps her 
unallayed spirit of opposition might have been with other 
causes at the bottom of this. However that were, her 
thoughts went off in a perverse train upon the former 
baronesses of Rythdale; the ladies lovely and stately who 
had inhabited this noble abode. Eleanor would soon be one 
of the line, moving in their place, where they had moved; 
lovely and admired in her turn; but their turn was over, 
What when hers should be?—could she keep this heritage 
for ever? It was a very impertinent thought; it had clearly 
no business with either place or time; but there it was, 
staring at Eleanor out of the rich cornices, and looking in at 
her from the magnificent plantations seen through the 
window. Eleanor did not welcome the thought; it was an 
intruder. The fact was, that having once made entrance in 
her mind, the idea only seized opportunities to start up and 
assert its claims to notice... It was always lying in wait for 
her now; and on this occasion held its ground with great 
perverseness. Eleanor glanced again at Dr. Oairnes; no 
hope of him at present; he was busily engaged with a clever 
gentleman, a friend of Mr. Carlisie’s and an Oxford man, 
and with Mr. Carlisle himself. Eleanor grew impatient of 
her thoughts; she wondered if anybody else had such, in all. 
that company. Nobody: seemed to notice her; and she 
meditated an escape both from her sofa corner and from 
herself to a portfolio near by, which promised s resource in 
the shape of engravings ; but just as she was mone Lady 
Rythdale laid a hand upon. her lap. 
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© Sit still, my dear,” she said, turning partly towards her, 
—‘T want yo. by me. I have a skein of silk here I want 
wound for my work—a skein of green silk—here it is; it has 
tangled itself, I fear; will you prepare it for meP” 

Eleanor took the silk, which was in pretty thorough con- 
fusion, and began the task of unravelling and untieing, 
preparatory to its being wound. This time Lady Rythdale 
did not turn away; she sat considering Eleanor, on whose 
white drapery and white fingers the green silk threads made 
a pretty contrast, while they left her helplessly exposed to 
that examining gaze. Hleanor felt it going all. over her; 
taking in all the details of her dress, figure, and face.. She 
could not help the blood mounting, though she angrily tried 
to prevent it. The green silk was in a great snarl Eleanor 
bent her head over her task, 

“ My dear, are you near-sighted P” 

“No, madam!” said the girl, giving the old lady o Ino: 
ment’s view of the orbs in question, 

“You have very good eyes—uncommon colour,” said 
Lady Rythdale. “‘ Macintosh thinks he will have a good 
little wifé in you;—is it true P” 

“I do not know, ma’am,” said Eleanor, haughtily. 

“TJ think it is true. Look up here, and let me see.’ And 
putting her hand under Hleanor’s chin, she chucked up her 
face as if she were something to be examined for purchase. 
Eleanor fel in no amiable mood certainly, and her cheeks 
were flaming; nevertheless the old lady coolly held her 
under consideration, and even with a smile on her lips which 
seemed of satisfaction. Eleanor did not see it, for her. eyes 

ould not lok up; but she felt through all her nerves the 
iss with wl ich the examination was dismissed, 

_ “TT thinki is true,” the old baronegs repeated, “T hope 
9 is true; & r my son would not be an easy man to live with 
on any other terms, my dear.” 

' “JT suppose its truth depends in a high degree upon: chime 
self, madam,” said Eleanor, very much incemsed.. “Does 
your ladyship choose to wind this silk now?” ~~ 

- “Yon may hold it. I see you have got it into order, 
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That shows you possessed of the old qualification of patience, 
—Your hands a little higher.—My dear, I would not advise 
you to regulate your behaviour by anything in other people. 
Macintosh will make you a kind husband if you do not 
displease him; but ho is one of those men who must be 
obeyed.” 

Eleanor had no escape; she must sit holding the silk, a 
mark for Lady Rythdale’s cycs and tongue. She sat droop- 
ing a little with indignation and shame, when Mr. Carlisle 
came up. He had scen from a distance the tint of his lady’s 
checks, and judged that she was going through some sort of 
an ordeal. But though he came to protect, ho stood still to 
enjoy. The picture was so very pretty. The mother and 
son exchanged glances. 

“TJ think you can make her do,” said the baroness cone 
tentedly. 

“ Not as a permanent winding roel !” exclaimed Eleanor, 
jumping up. “Mr. Carlisle, I am tired ;—have the goodness 
to take this silk from my fingers.” 

And slipping it over the gentleman’s astonished hands, 
before he had time quite to know what she was about, 
Eleanor left the pair to arrango the rest of the business 
between them, and hersclf walked off to one of the deep 
windows. She was engaged there immediately by Lord 
Rythdale, in civil conversation enough; then he introduced 
other gentlemen; and it was not till after a series of talks 
with one and another, that Eleanor had a minute to herself. 
She was sitting in the window, where an encroaching branch 
of ivy at ono side reminded her of the elegant work it was 
doine round the wrner. Eleanor would have liked to go 
through the house—or the grounds—if she might have got 
away alone, and indulged herself in a good musing fit. How 
beautiful the shaven turf looked under the soft sun’s light! 
how stately stood old oaks and beeches here and there! 
how rich the thicker border of vegetation beyond the lawn! 
What beauty of order and keeping everywhere! Nothing 
had been attempted here but what the resources of the pro- 
prictors were fully equal to; the impression was of ample 
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power to do more. While musing, Eleanor’s attention was 
attracted by Mr. Carlisle, who had stepped out upon the 
lawn with one or two of his guests, and she looked at the 
place and its master together. He suited it very well. He 
was an undeniably handsome man; his bearing graceful and 
good. Eleanor liked Mr. Carlisle, not the less perhaps that 
she feared him a little. She only felt a little wilful rebellion 
against the way in which she had come to occupy her 
present position. Ifshe might but have been permitted to 
take her own time, and say yea for herself, without having 
it said for her, she would have been content. <As it was, 
Eleanor was not very discontented. Her heart swelled with 
a secret satisfaction and some pride, as without seeing her 
the group passed the window, and she was Icft with the 
sunlit lawn and beautiful old trees again. Close upon that 
feeling of pride came another thought:—What when this 
earthly coronet should fade P— 

“Dr. Cairnes,” said Eleanor, seizing an opportunity, 
“come here and sit down by me. I have not seen you fora 
great while.” 

“You have not missed mo, my dear lady,” said the doctor, 
blandly. 

“Yes, L have,” said Eleanor. “I want to talk to you. I 
want you to tell me something.” 

‘“ How soon I am to make you happy? or help you to 
make somebody else happy ? Well, I shall be at your service 
any time about Christmas.” 

“No, no!” said Eleanor, colouring, “I want something 
very different. I am talking scriously, Dr. Cairnes. I 
want you to tell me something. I want to know how I may 
‘be happy—for I am unhappy now.” 

“You unhappy!” said the doctor, “I must talk to my 
friend Mr. Carlisle about that. We must call him in for 
counsel. What would he say to your being unhappy? hey ?” 

He was there to speak for himself; there with a slight 
cloud on his brow too, Eleanor thought. He had come from 
Within the room; she thought he was safe away in th 
grounds with his guosts. 
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“ Shall I break up this interesting conversation P” said he. 

“It was growing very interesting,” said the doctor; “ for 
this lady was just acknowledging to me that she is not 
happy. I give her over to you—this is a case beyond my 
knowledge and resources. Only, when I can do anything, I 
shall be most gratified at being called upon.” 

The doctor rose up, shook himself, and left the field to 
Mr. Carlisle. Eleanor felt vexcd beyond description, and 
very little inclined to call again upon Dr. Cairnes for any- 
thing whatever in any line of assistance, Her face burned, 
Mr. Carlisle took no notice; only laid his hand upon hers, 
and said “ Come!”—and walked her out of the room and 
on the lawn, and sauntered with her down to some of the 
thickly planted shrubbery beyond the house. Then went 
round about upon the soft turf, calling Eleanor’s attention 
to this or that shrub or tree, and finding her very pleasant 
amusement; till the question in her mind, of what was 
coming now, had almost faded away. The lights and 
shadows stretched in long lines between the trees, and lay 
witchingly over the lawn. An opening in the plantations 
brought a fair view of it, and of the left wing of the house, 
which Eleanor had admired, dark and rich in its mantle of 
ivy, while the light gleamed on the edges of the orna- 
mented gables above. It was a beautiful view. Mr. Carlisle 
paused. 

“ How do you like the house P” said he. 

“TI think I prefer the ruined old priory down yonder,” 
said Hleanor. 

“Do you still feel your attraction for a monastic life P” 

“Yes!” said Eleanor, colouring, “I think they must have 
had peaceable old lives there, wih nothing to trouble them, 
And they could plant gardens as well as you can.” 

« As the old ruins are rather uninhabitable, what do you 
think of entering # modern Priory P” 

It pleased him to see the deep rich glow on Eleanor’s 
cheek, and the droop of her saucy eyelids. No wonder 
it pleased him; it was a pretty thing to see; and he ene 
joyed it, = 
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“You shall be Lady Abbess,” he went on presently, “ and 
make your own rules. I only stipulate that there shall be 
no Father Confessor except myself.” 

“I doubt your qualifications for that office,” said Eleanor 

“Suppose you tryme. What were you confessing to Dr. 
Cairnes just now in the window P” 

“Nonsense, Robert!” said Eleanor. “I was talking of 
something you would not understand.” 

“You underrate me,” said he, coolly. “My powers of 
understanding are equal to the old gontleman’s, unless I am 
mistakenin myself. What are you unhappy about, darling P 

“ Nothing that you could make anything of,” said Eleanor, 
“T was talking to Dr. Cairnes in a language that you do not 
understand. Do let it alone!” 

“Did he report you truly, to have uscd the English 
word ‘unhappy’ ?” 

“Yes,” said Eleanor; “ but Mr. Carlisle, you do not know 
what you are talking about.” 

“Tam coming to it. Darling, do you think you would be 

nhappy at the Priory ?” 

“T did not say that,” said Eleanor, confused. 

“Do you think I could make you happy there ?—Speak, 
Eleanor—speak !” 

“ Yes—if I could be happy anywhere.” 

“What makes you unhappy? My wife must not hide 
her heart from me.” 

“Yes, but I am not that yet,” said Eleanor with spirit, 
rousing up to assert herself. 

He laughed and kissed her. ‘ How long first, Eleanor ?” 

“Tam sure I don’t know. Very long.” 

* What is very long ?” 

*I donot know. A year or two, at least.” 

“Do you suppose I will agree to that?” 

Eleaner knew he would not; and further saw a quiet put- 
pose in his face, She was sure he had fixed upon the timo, 
if not the day. She felt those cobweb bands all around her. 
Here she was, almost in bridal attire, at his side already. 
She made no answer.: 
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“Divide by twelve, and gct a quotient, Eleanor.” 

“What do you mean ?” 

“I mcan to have a merry Christmas—by your Icave.” 

Christmas! that was what the doctor had said. Was it 
ao far without her leaveP Eleanor felt angry. That did 
not hinder her fecling frightened. 

“You cannot have it in the way you propose, Mr. Carlisle. 
I am not ready for that.” 

“You will be,” he said coolly. ‘I shall be obliged to go 
up to London after Christmas; then I mcan to instal you in 
Berkeley Square; and in the summer yon shall go to Swit 
zerland with mc. Now tell me, my darling, what you aro 
unhappy about P” 

Eleanor felt tongne-ticd and powerless. The last words 
had been said very affectionately, and as she was silent they 
were repeated. 

“It is nothing you would understand.” 

“Try mo.” 

“It is nothing that would intcrest you at all.” 

“ Not interest mo!” said he; and if his manner had been 
self-willed, it was also now as tender and gentle as it was 
possible to be. He folded Eleanor in his arms carcssingly, 
and waited for her words. ‘Not interest me! Do you 
know that from your riding-cap to the very gloves you pull 
on and off, there is nothing that touches you that docs not 
interest meP And now I hear my wifc—she is almost that, 
Eleanor—tell Dr. Cairnes that she is not happy. I must 
know why.” 

“T wish you would not think about it, Mr. Carlisle! It 
is nothing to care about at all, I was speaking to Dr. 
Cairnes as a clergyman.” 

“You shall not call me Mr. Carlisle. Say that over again, 
Eleanor.” 

“It is nothing to think twice about, Mr. Macintosh.” 

“You were speaking to Dr. Cairnes as a clergyman ?” ho 
said, laughing. “How was that? Ican think but of one 
way in which Dr. Cairnes’ profession concerns you and me 
—was it on that subject, Eleanor ?” 
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“No, no. It was only—I was only going to ask him a 
religious question that intcrested me.” 

“A religious question! Was it that which made you une 
happy ?” 

“ Yes, if you will have it. I knew you would not like it.” 

“TJ don’t like it; and I will not have it,” said he. “ You, 
my little Eleanor, getting up a religious uneasiness! that will 
never do. You, who arc as sound as a nut, and as sweet as 
a Cape jessamine! I shall prove your best counsellor. You 
have not had rides enough over the moor lately. We will 
have an extra gallop to-morrow:—and after Christmas I 
will take care of you. What were you uncasy about?” 

** Don’t, Robert!” said Elcanor; “ do not ask me any more 
about it. Ido not want you to laugh at me,” 

“Laugh at you!” he said. “TI should like to sce anybody 
else do that! but I will, as much as I like. Do you know 
you are a darling, and just as lovely in mind as you aro in 
person? Do not you have any questions with the old priest; 
I do not like it; come to me with your difficulties, and I 
will manage them for you. Was that all, Eleanor?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then we are all right—or we soon shall be.” 

They strolled ao little longer over the soft turf, in the soft 
light. 

“We are not quite all right,” said Elcanor; “for yon 
think I will do—what I will not.” 

“ What is that?” 

“T have not agreed to your arrangements.” 

You will.” 

* Do not think it, Macintosh. I will not.” 

He looked down at her, smiling, not in the least dis- 
concerted, She had spoken no otherwise than gently, and 
aes more secret effort than she would have liked him to 

now. 

“You shall say that for half the time between now and 
Christmas,” he said; “and after that you will adopt another 
form of expression.” 


“Tf I say it at all, I shall hold to it, Macintosh.” 
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“Then do not say it at all, my little Eleanor,” said he, 
lightly ; “I shall make you giveit up. I think I will make 
you give it up now.” 

“You are not gencrous, Robert.” 

“No, I suppose I am not,” he said ¢ontentedly. “Iam 
forced to go to London after Christmas, and I cannot go 
without you. Do you not love me well cnough to give me 
that, Eleanor P” 

Eleanor was silent. She was not willing to say no; she 
could not with truth say yes. Mr. Carlisle bent down to 
look into her face. 

“What have you to say to moP” 

“ Nothing.” said Eleanor, avoiding his eye. 

“Kiss me, Nellic, and promise that you will be my good 
little wife at Christmas.” 

His mother’s very phrase. Eleanor rebelled secretly, but 
felt powerlcss under those commanding eyes. Perhaps he 
was aware of her latent obstinacy; if he was, he also knew 
himsclf able to master it; for the eyes were sparkling with 
pleasure as well as with wilfulness. The occasion was not 
sufficiont to justify a contest with Mr. Carlisle; Eleanor was 
not ready to brave one; she hesitated long enough to show 
her rebollion, and then yielded, ingloriously she felt, though 
on the whole wisely. She met her punishment. The offered 
permission was not only taken; she was laughed at and 
rejoiced over triumphantly, to Mr. Carlisle’s content. Elea- 
nor bore it as well as she could; wishing that she had not 
tried to assert herself in such vain fashion, and feeling her 
discomfiture complcte. 

It was more than time to return tothe company. Eleanor 
knew what a mark she was for people’s eyes, and would 
gladly have screened herself behind somebody in a corner; 
but Mr. Carlisle kept tull possession of her. He walked her 
into the room, and gently retained her hand in its place 
while he went from one to another, obliging her to stand 
and talk or to be talked to with him through the whole 
company. Eleanor winced; nevertheless bore herself well 
and a little proudly until the evening was over. 


AT TITE PRIORY. 108 


The weather had changed, and the ride home was begun 
under a cloudy sky. It grew very dark as they went on; 
impossible in many places to sec the path. Mr. Carlisle was 
riding with her, and the roads were well known to him and 
to the horses, and Eleanor did not mind it. She went on 
gaily with him, rather delighting in the novelty and adven- 
ture, till she heard a muttering of thunder. It was the only 
thing Eleanor’s nerves dreaded. Her spirits were checked ; 
she became silent and quiet, and hardly heard enough to 
respond to her companion’s talk. She was looking inccs- 
santly for that which came at kist as they were nearing the 
old ruins in the valley—a flash of lightning. It lit up the 
beautiful tower with its clinging ivy; revealed for an instant 
some bits of wall and the thick clustering trees; then left 
blank darkness. ‘lhe same illumination had entered the 
hidden places of memory, and startled into vivid life the 
scenes and the thoughts of a few months ago. All EHleanor’s 
latent uncasiness was aroused. Her attention was absorbed 
now, from this point until they got home, in watching for 
flashes of lightning. They came frequently, but the storm 
was after all a slight one, The lightning lit up the way 
beautifully for the other members of the party. To Eleanor 
it revealed something more. 

Mr. Carlisle's leave-taking at the door bespoke him well 
satisfied with the results of the evening. Elcunor shunned 
the questions and remarks of her family, and went to her 
own room. There she sat down, in her riding-habit and 
with her head in her hands. What use was it for her to be 
baroness of Rythidale, to be mistress of the Priory, to be 
Mr. Carlisle’s petted and favoured wife, while there was no 
shield between her head and the stroke that any day and any 
moment might bring? And what after all availed an earthly 
coronet, ever so bright, which had nothing to replace it 


when its fading time should come? Eleanor wanted some- 
thing more, 


CHAPTER VII. 


“Tt ig the littic rift within the lute, 
That by aud by will muke the music mute.” 


Ir was impossible for Eleanor to shake off the fecling. 
It rose fresh with her the next day, and ncither her own nor 
Mr. Carlisle’s efforts could dispose of it. To do Eleanor 
justice, she did not herself wish to lose it, unless by the 
supply of her want; while she took special care to hide her 
trouble from Mr. Carlisle. They took great gallops on the 
moor, and long rides all about the country: the rides were 
dclightful; the talks were gay; but in them all, or at the 
end of them certainly, Eleanor’s secret cry was for some 
shelter for her unprotected head. The thought would come 
up in every possible connexion, till it haunted her. Not 
her approaching marriage, nor the preparations which were 
even beginning for it, nor her involuntary subjection to all 
Mr. Carlisle’s pleasure, so much dwelt with Eleanor now as 
the question,—how she should meet the storm which must 
break upon her some day; or rather the sense that she 
could not mect it. The fairest and sweetest scene, or con- 
dition of things, seemed but to bring up this thought more 
vividly by very force of contrast. 

Eleanor hid the whole within her own heart, and the fire 
burned there all the more. Not o sigen of it must Mr. 
Carlisle see; and as for Dr. Cairnes, Eleanor could never 
pet a chance for a safe talk with him. Somebody was 
always near, or might be near. Tho very effort to hide hor 
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tLoughts grew sometimes irksome; and the whirl of engage- 
ments and occupations in which sho lived gave her a stifled 
feeling. She could not even indulge herself in a solitary 
consideration of that which there was nobody to help her 
consider. 

She hailed one day the announcement that Mr. Carlisle 
must Ict the next day go by without riding or secing her. 
He would be kept away at a town some miles off, on county 
business. Mr. Carlisle had a good deal to do with county 
politics and country business generally; made himsclf 
both important and popular, and lost no thread of influence 
he had once gathered into his hand. So Brompton would 
have him all the next day, and Eleanor would have her timo 
to herself. 

That she might socure full possession of it. she ordercd 
her pony and went out alone after luncheon. She could not 
get free earlier. Now she took no servant to follow her, 
and started off alone to the moors. It was a dclicious 
autumn day, mild and still and mellow. Elcanor got out of 
sight or hearing of hnman habitations; then let her pony 
please himself in his paces while she dropt the reins and 
thought. It was hardly in Eleanor’s nature to have bitter 
thoughts; they came as near it on this occasion as they were 
apt to do; they were very dissatisfied thoughts. She was 
on the whole dissatisfied with everybody; berself most of 
all, it is true; but her mother and Mr. Carlisle had a share. 
She did not want to be married at Christmas; she did not 
even care about going to Switzerland, unless by her own 
good leave asked and obtained; she was not willing to be 
managed as a child; yet Eleanor was conscious that she was 
no better in Mr. Carlisle’s hands. ‘“ I wonder what sort of 
a master he will make,” she thought, “when he has me 
entirely in his power? I have no sort of liberty now.” It 
humbled her; it was her own fault; yet Eleanor liked Mr. 
Carlisle, and thought that she loved him. She was young 
yet and very inexperienced. She also liked all the splendour 
of the position he gave her. Yet above the gratification of 
this, through tho dagzle af wealth and pleasure and power, 
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Eleanor discerned now a want these could not fill, What 
should she do when they failed P there was no provision in 
them for the want of them. Eleanor forgot her loss of 
independence, and pondered these thoughts till they grew 
bitter with pain. By turns she wished she had never scen 
Mr. Rhys, who she remembered first started them; or 
wished she could sec him again. 

In the stillness and frecdom and peace of the wide moor, 
Eleanor had fearlessly given herself up to her musings, 
without thinking or caring which way she went. The pony, 
finding the choice left to him, had naturally enough turned 
off into a track leading over some wild hills where he had 
been bred; the locality had pleasant associations for him, 
But it had none of any kind for Eleanor; and when she- 
roused herself to think of it, she found she was in a distant 
part of the moor, and drawing near to the hill aforesaid; 
a bleak and dreary-looking region, und very far from home. 
Neither was she very sure by which way she might soonest 
regain a neighbourhood that she knew. To follow the path 
she was on, and turn off into the first track that branched in 
the right direction, seemed the best to do; and she roused 
up her pony to an energetic little gallop. It seemed little 
after the long bounds Black Maggie would take through tho 
air; but it was brisk work for the pony. Hleanor kept him 
at his speed. It was luxurious to be alone; ride as she 
liked, slow or fast, and think as she liked, even forbidden 
thoughts. Her own mistress once more. Eleanor exulted, 
all the more because she was a rebel. The wild moor was 
delicious ; the freedom was delicious ; only she was far from 
home, and the afternoon was on the wane. She kept the 
pony to his speed. 

By the base of the hills near to which the road led her, 
stood a miserable little house. It needed but a look at the 
place, to decide that the people who lived in it must be also 
miserable, and probably in more ways than one. Eleanor, 
who had intended asking there for some news of her where- 
abouts and the roads, changed her mind as she drew near, 
and resolved to pass the house at a gallop. So much for 
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wise resolves. The miserablo children who dwelt in the 
house had been that day making a bonfire for their amuse- 
ment, right on her track. The hot ashes were still there; 
the pony set his fect in them, reared high, and threw his 
rider, who had never known the pony to do such a thing 
before, and had no reason to expect it of him. Eleanor was 
thrown clean off on the ground, and fell stunned, 

She picked herself up after a few minutes, to find uo bones 
broken, the miserable hut close by, and two children and an 
old crone looking at her. The pony had concluded it a 
dangerous neighbourhood, and departed, showing a clean 
pair of heels. Eleanor gathered her dress in her hand, and 
looked at the people who were staring at her. Such faces! 

“What place is this P” she asked, forcing herself to be 
bold. The answer was utterly unintelligible. All Eleanor 
could make out was the hoarsely or thickly put quostion, 
“Be you hurted P” 

“No, thank you—not at all, I believe,” she said breath- 
lessly, for she had not got over the shock of her fall. “How 
far am I from the village of Wiglands ?” 

Again the words that were spoken in reply gave no 
meaning to her ear. 

“ Boys, will one of you show me the ncarest way there P 
I will give you something as soon as I get home.” 

The children stared at her and at each other; but Eleanor 
was more comprehensible to them than they to her. The 
old woman said some hoarse words to the children; and 
then one of them stepped forth and said strangely, “I ’ze 
go wiz ye.” 

“T’'ll reward him for it,” said Eleanor, nodding to the old 
grandmother; and set off, very glad to be walking away. 
She did not breathe freely till a good many yards of distance 
were between her and the hut, where the crone and the 
other child still rémained watching her. There might be 
others of the family coming home; and Eleanor walked at 
a brave pace until she had well left the little hut behind, out 
of all fear of pursuit. Then she began to feel that sho was 
somewhat shattered by her fall, and getting tired, and sho 
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wont more gently. But it was a long, long way; the reach 
of moor seomed endless; for it was a very different thing 
to go over it on Black Maggie’s feet from going over it on 
her own. Eleancr was exceedingly weary, and still the 
brown common stretched away on all sides of her; and the 
distant tuft of vegctation which announced the village of 
Wiglands stood afar off, and scemed to be scarcely nearer 
after miles of walking. Before they reached it, Eleanor’s 
fect were dragging after one anothcr in weariest style. She 
could not possibly go on to the Lodge without stopping to 
rest. How should she roward and send back her guide P 
As sho was thinking of this, Eleanor saw the smoke curling 
up from a stray cottage hid among the trees; it was Mrs. 
Williams’s cottage. Jicr heart sprang with a sudden temp- 
tation—doubted, balanced, and resolved. She had excuse 
enough; she would do a rebellious thing. She would go 
there and rest. It might give hera chance to see Mr. Rhys 
and hear him talk; it might not. Ifthe chance camo, why, 
she would be very glad of it. Jlcanor had no money about 
her; sho hastily detached a gold pencil-case from her watch 
chain, and put it into the ragged creature’s hand who had 
guided her; saw him turn his back, then went with a sort 
of stcalthy joy to the front of Mrs. Williams’s cottage, 
pushed the door open softly, and went in. 
- Nobody was there; not a cat; it was all still. An inner 
door stood ajar; within there was a sound of voices, low 
and pleasant. Elcanor supposed Mrs. Williams would make 
her appearance in a minute, and sank down on the first 
chair that offered; sank even her head in her hands, for 
very weariness and the very sense of rest and security 
gained. ‘The chair was one standing by the fire, and near 
the open inner door; the voices came quite plainly through; 
and the next minute let Eleanor know that one of them was 
the voice of her little sister Julia; she heard one of Julia’s 
joyous uttcrances. The other voice belonged to Mr. Rhys. 
No sound of Mrs. Williams. Eleanor sat still, her head 
bowed in her hands, and listened. 

Tt seemed that Julia was looking at somethine—or some 
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collection of things. Elcanor could hear the slight rustling 
of paper handled—then a pause and talk. Julia had a great 
deal to say. Eleanor presently made out that they were 
looking at a collection of plants. She felt so tired that she 
had no inclination to move asingle muscle. Mind and body 
sat still to listen. 

* And what is that?” she heard Julia say. 

“ Mountain fern.” 

“Tsn’t it beautiful! O, that’s as pretty as a feather.” 

“If you saw them growing, dozens of them springing 
from the samo root, you would think them beautiful. Then 
those brown edgings are as black and glossy as jet.” 

* Are those the thecw, Mr. Rhys?” 

“Yes. The Lastraas, and all their family, havo the fruit 
in those little round spots, cach with its own covering; that 
is their mark.” 

“It is so funny that plants should have families,” said 
Julia. “ Now is this one of the family, Mr. Rhys?” 

“Certainly; that is a Cystopteris.” 

“It’s a dear little thing! Where did you get it, Mr. 
Rhys?” 

“I donotremember. They grow pretty nearly anywhere; 
you find them on rocks, and walls.” 

“ {don’t find them,” said Julia. “I wish I could. Now 
what is that?” 

“ Another of the family, but not a Cystopteris. That is 
the Holly fern. Do you sco how stiff and prickly it is? 
That was a troublesome onc fo manage. I gathered it on a 
high mountain in Wales, I think.” 

“ Are high mountains good places P” 

“For the mountain ferns. That is another Lastrwa you 
have now; that is very elegant. That grows on mountains 
too, but also on many other places; shoots up in elegant 
tufts almost a yard high. I have seen it very beautiful, 
When the fruit is ripe, the indusium is something of a 
lilac colour, spotting the frond in double rows—as you see 
it there. I have scen these Lastreas and others, growing 
in great prcefusion on a wild placo in Devonshire, in the 
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neighbourhood of the rushing torrent of ariver. The spray 
flew up on the rocks and stones along its banks, keeping 
them moist, and sometimes overflowed them; and there, in 
the vegetable matter that had by little and little collected, 
there was such a show of ferns as I have not often seen. 
Another Lastrea grew, I should think, five feet high; and 
this one, and the Lady fern, Turn the next sheet—there it 
is, That is the Lady fern.” 

“ How perfectly beautiful!’ Julia exclaimed. “Is that a 
Lastraa too P” 

Mr. Rhys laughed a little as he answered “No.” Until 
then his voice had kept the quiet even tone of fecble 
strength. 

“Why is it called Lady fern f” 

“TI do not know. Perhaps because it is so delicate in its 
structure—perhaps because it is so tender. It does not 
bear being broken from its root.” 

“ But I think Eleanor is as strong as anybody,” said Julia. 

* Don’t you remember how ill she was, only from having 
wetted her feet, last summer P” said Mr. Rhys, with perfect 
gravity. : 

“Well, what is that P” said Julia, not liking the maerenee 
they were coming to. 

“That is a little fern that loves the wet. It grows by 
waterfalls—those are its homes. It grows close to the fall, 
where it will be constantly watered by the spray from it; 
sometimes this little half-brother it has, the Oak fern, is 
found there along with it. They are elegant species.” 

“Tt must be nice to go to the waterfalls and climb up to 
get them,” said Julia. ‘“ What do you call these little wet 
beauties, Mr. Rhys ?” 

‘* Polypodies.” 

* Polypodies! Now, Mr. Rhys,—O what is this? This 
is prettiest of all.” 

“Yes, one of the very prettiest. I found that in a cave, 
a wet cave, by the sea. That is the sort of home it likes.” 

“In Wales P” 

“In Wales I have found it, and elsewhera in the south 
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of England; but always by the sea; in Places where I have 
seen a great many other beautiful things.” 

“By the sea, Mr. Rhys? Why, I have been there, and I 
did not see anything but the waves and the sand and the 
rocks.” 

“ You did not know where to look.” 

Where did you look?” 

“Under the rocks—and in them.” 

“ In the rocks, sir P” 

«In the clefts and hollows and caves. In caves which I 
could only reach in a boat, or by going in at low tide; 
then I saw things more beautiful than a fairy palace, Julia.” 

“ What sort of things P” 

“ Animals—and plants.’ 

Beautiful animals P” 

“Very beautiful.” : 

“Wel, I wish you would take me with you, Mr. Rhys, I 
would not mind wetting my feet. I will bea Hard fern— 
not a Lady fern. Eleanor shall be the lady. O, Mr. Rhys, 
won't you hate to leave England P” 

“There are plenty of beautiful things where I am going, 
Julia—if I get well.” 

** But the peoplo are so bad!” 

“That is why I want to go to them.” 

** But what can you do to them P” 

“TI can tell them of the Lord Jesus, Julia. They have 
never heard of him; that is why they are so evil.” 

“ Maybe they won't believe you, Mr. Rhys.” 

“ Maybe they will. But the Lord has commanded ns to 
fo, all the same.” 

“ How, Mr. Rhys?” 

He answered in the beautiful words of Panl—" How shall 
they believe on him of whom they have not heard? and how 
shall they hear without a preacher?” There was a sorrowful 
depth in his tones, speaking to himself nance than to his 
little listener. 

“Mr. Rhys, they are such dreadfully bad People, they 
might kill you, and eat you.” 
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“Yes,” 

* Aro you not afraid P” 

6é No.” 

There is strangcly much sometimes expressed, one can 
hardly say how, in the tone of a single word. So it was 
with this word, even to the cars of Eleanor in the next room. 
It was round and swect, untrembling, with something like a 
vibration of joy in its low utterance. It was but a word, 
said in answer to a child’s idle question; it pierced like a 
barbed arrow through all the involutions of another heart, 
down into the core. It was an accent of strength and quiet 
and fearless security, though spoken by lips that were very 
uncertain of their tenure of life. It gave the chord that 
Elcanor wanted sounded in her own soul; where now there 
was no harmony at all, but somctimcs a jarring clang, and 
sometimes an ccho of fear. 

“But, Mr. Rhys, aren’t they very dreadful, ov@ thcro 
where you want to go?” Julia said. 

“Very dreadful; more than you can possibly imagine, or 
than I can, perhaps.” 

“Well, I hope you won't go. Mr. Rhys, I think Mrs, 
Williams stays a great while—it is time the kettle was on 
for your tca.” 

Hleanor had hardly time to bo astonished at this most 
novel display of careful housewifery on her little sister’s 
part, whom indced she would have supposed to be ignorant 
that such a thing as a kettle existed; when Julia came 
bounding into the outer room to look after the article, or 
after the old dame who should take charge of it. She 
stopped short, and Eleanor raiscd her head, Julia’s cx- 
clamation was hearty. | 

“Hush !” whispered Eleanor. 

“What should I hush for? there’s nobody here hut Mr. 
Rhys in the other room; and he was saying the other day 
that he wanted to see you.” 

Back she beunded. “Mr. Rhys, here’s Eleanor in the 
other room, and no Mrs. Williams.” 

Elcanor heard the quict answer— Tell your sister, that 
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as I cannot walk out to seo her, perhaps sho will do me the 
favour to come in here.” 

There was nothing better, in the circumstances; indeed 
Eleanor felt she must go in to explain herself; she only 
waited for Julia’s brisk summons—“ Eleanor, Mr. Rhys 
wants to see you !”——and gathering up her habit, she walked 
into the other room as stcadily as if she had all the right in 
the world to be there; bearing herself a little proudly, for a 
sudden thought of Mr. Carlisle came over her. Mr. Rhys 
was lying on the gouch, as she had seen him before; but sho 
was startled at the paleness of his face, made more startling 
by the very dark eyebrows and bushy hair. He raised him- 
self on his clbow as she came in, and Eleanor could not 
refuse to give him her hand. 

“TI ought to apologize for not rising to reccive you,” he 
said,—* but you sce I cannot help it.” 

“Tam very sorry, Mr. Rhys, Are you less strong than 
you were o few weeks ago P” 

“TI scom to have no strength at all now,” he answered 
with a halflaugh. ‘“ Will you not sit down? Julia, suppose 
you coax the fire to burn a little brighter, for your sister’s 
welcome P” 

“She can do it herself,” said Julia. “I am going to sco 

to the fire in the other room.” 
. “No, that would be inhospitable,” Mr. Rhys said with a 
‘smile; “and I do not believe your sister knows how, 
Julia. She has not learned as many things as you 
have.” | 

Julia gave her friend a very loving look, and went at tho - 
fire without more words. Eleanor sat under a strange spell. 
Sho hardly knew her sister in that look; and there was 
about ‘the ‘pale pure face that lay on the couch, with its 
shining eyés, an atmosphere of influence that subdued and 
enthralled her. It was with an effort that she roused herself 
to.give the intended explanation of her being in that place. 
Mr. Rhys heard her throughout. 

' Tam very glad you were thrown,” he said; “ since it bas 
procured me the pleasure of seeing you.” 


114 THE OLD HELMET. 


“ Mr. Carlisle will never let you ride alone again—that is 
one thing!” said Julia. And having finished the fire and 
her exclamatory comments together, she ran off into the 
other room. Her last words had called up a decp flush on 
Eleanor’s face. Mr. Rhys waited till it had passed quite 
eway, and then he asked very calmly, and putting the ques- 
tion also with his bright eycs— 

‘‘ How have you been since I saw you last P” 

The eyes wero bright, not with the specular brightness of 
many eyes, but with a sort of fulucss of light and keen- 
ness of intelligent vision, Eleanor knew perfectly well to 
what they roferred. She shrank within herself, cowered, 
and hesitated; thon made a brave effort, and threw back 
the question. 

“ How have you been, Mr. Rhys P” 

“T have been well,” he said. “ You know it is the privi- 
lege of the children of God, to glory in tribulations. That 
is what I am doing.” . 

* Havo you been so very illP” asked Eleanor. 

‘My illness gives me no pain,” he answered; “it only 
incapacitates me for doing anything. And at first that was 
more grievous to me than you can understand. With so 
much to do, and with my heart in the work, it seemed as if 
my Master had laid me aside, and said, ‘ You shall do no 
more; you shall lie there and not speak my name to men 
any longer.’ It gave me great pain at first—I was tempted 
to rebel; but now I know that patience worketh experience, 

I thank him for the lessons he has taught me. I am willing 
to go out and be useful, or to lie here and be comparatively 
useless,—just as my Lord will!” 

The slow deliberate uttcrance, which testified at once-of 
physical weakness and mental power; the absolute repose of 
the bright face, touched Eleanor profoundly. She sat spell- 
bound, forgetting her overthrow and her fatigue and every- 
thing else; only conscious of her struggling thoughts and 
cares of the weeks past, and of the presence and influence of 
the one person she knew who had thn key to them. 

“ Having so few opportunities ” he went on, “ you will not 
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be surprised that I hail every one that offers, of speaking in 
my Master’s name. I know that he has summoned you to 
his service, Miss Powle—is he your Master yet ?” 

Eleanor pushed her chair round, grating it on the floor, 
go as to turn her face a little away, and answered, “No.” 

“ You have heard his call to you P” 

Eleanor felt her whole heart convulsed in the struggle to 
answer or not answer this question. With great difficulty 
she kept herself outwardly perfectly quiet; and at last said 
hoarsely, looking away from Mr. Rhys into the fire— 

* How do you know anything about it P” 

“ Have you yiclded obedicnce to his commands P” he said, 
disregarding her words. 

*T do not know what they are,” Eleanor answercd. 

“ Have you sought to find them out ?” 

She hesitated and said “No.” Her face was completely 
turned away from him now; but the tendcr intonaticn of 
the next words thrilled through every nerve of her heart 
and brain. 

“Then your head is uncovered yet by that helmet of 
sccurity which you were anxious about a little time ago?” 

Jt was the specch of somcbody who saw right into her 
heart and knew all that was going on there; what was the 
use of holding out and trying to maintain appcarances? 
Eleunor’s head sank; her heart gave way; she burst inte 
tears. Now was her chance, she thought; the ice was 
broken; she would ask of Mr. Rhys all she wanted to know, 
for he could tell her. Before another word was spoken, in 
rushed Julia. 

“T’ve got that going,” she said; “ you shall have some tea 
dircctly, Mr. Rhys. I hope Mrs. Williams will stay away till 
I get done. Now it will tako a little while—come here, 
Eleanor, and look at these beautiful ferns.” 

Eleanor was sitting upright again; she had driven the 
tears back. She hoped for another chance of speaking, 
when Julia should go to get her tea ready. In the mean 
while she moved her seat, as her sister desired her, to look 
over the ferns, This brought her into the neighbourhood of 
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the couch, where Julia sat on a low bench, turning the great 
sheets of paper on the floor before her. It brought Eleanor’s 
face into full view, too, she knew; but now she did not care 
for that. Julia went on rapturously with the ferns, asking 
information as before; and in Mr. Rhys’s answers there was 
® grave tone of preoccupation which thrilled on Eleanor’s 
ear, and kept her own mind to the point where it had been. 

“ Are there ferns out there where you are going if you get 
well, Mr. Rhys? new ones?” 

“T have no doubt of it,” 

“Then you will gather them and dry them, won't you P” 

“T think it is very possible I may.” 

“T wish you wouldn’t go! O, Mr. Rhys, tell Eleanor 
about that place; she don’t know about it. Tell her what 
you told me.” 

He did; perhaps to fill up the time and take Elcanor’s 
attention from herself for the moment. He gave a short 
account of the people in question; a people of fine physical 
and even fine mental development for savages; inhabiting a 
country of great beauty and rich natural resources; but at 
the same time sunk in the most abject depths of moral 
debasement. A country where the “works of the devil’ 
had reached their utmost vigour; where men lived but for 
vile ends, and took the lives of their fellow men and each 
other with the utmost ruthlessness and carelessness end 
horrible cruelty; and more than that, where they a + 
honoured human life by abusing, and even cating, the fon. ¥ 
in which human life had residence. It was a terrible pictun : 
Mr. Rhys drew, in a few words; so terrible, that it did take 
Eleanor’s attention from all else for the time. 

‘Is other life safe there?” she asked. “Do the white 
people who go there feel themselves secure P” 

“IT presume they do not.” 

“Then why go to such a horrible place P” 

“Why not?” he asked. “The darker they are, the more 
they want light.” 

“But it is to jeopardize the very life you wish to use for 
thom.” 
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Mr. Rhys was silent for a moment, and when he spokc it 
was only to make a remark about tho fern which lay dis- 
played on the floor before Julia. 

“That Hart’s-tongue,” said he, “I gathered from a cavern 
on the sea-coast—where it grew hanging down from the roof 
—dquantities of it.” 

“In a dark cavern, Mr. Rhys?” said Julia. 

“Not in a dark part of the cavern. No, it grew only 
where it could have the light.—Miss Powle, I am of David’s 
mind—‘In God I have put my trust; I will not fear what 
flesh can do to me.’” . 

He looked up at Eleanor as he spoke. The slight smile, 
the look, in Eleanor’s mood of mind, were like a coal of fire 
dropped into ber heart. It burned. She said nothing; sat 
still, and looked at the fern on the floor. 

“ But will you not feel afraid, Mr. Rhys ?” said Julia. 

“Why, no, Julia. I shall have nothing to be afraid of. 
You forget who will be with me.” 

Julia with that jumped up and ran off to sce abont her firo 
and kettle in the other room. Fleanor and Mr. Rhys were 
Icft alone. The latter did not speak. Eleanor longed to 
hear more, and made a egrcat effort, 

“I do not understand you,” she said hoarsely, for in the 
stir of her feelings she could not command a clear voice. 
“You say, He will be with you. What do you mean? We 
cannot sec him now. How will he be with you P” 

She had raised her eycs, and she saw a strange softness 
and light pass over the face she was looking at. Indefinable, 
unaccountable, she yct saw it; a shining from the spiritual 
glory within, which Elcanor recognized, though she had 
never secn it before. Fire and water were in those bright 
oyes at once; and Eleanor guessed the latter evidence of 
emotion was for his ignorant questioner. She had no heart 
left. By such a flash of revelation the light from one spirit 
showed the other its darkness; dimly known to her before; 
but now, once and for ever, she knew where she stood and 
where ke stood, and what the want of her life must be, till 
she should stand there too, Her face showed but a little of 
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the work going on with heavings and strugglings im her 
mind; yet doubtless it was as readable to her companion as 
his had been to her. She could only hear at the time— 
afterwards she pondered—the words of his reply. 

“T cannot show him to you ;—but he will show himself to 
you, if you seck him.” 

There was no chance for more words; Julia came in again, 
and was thereafter bustling in and out, getting her cup of 
tea ready. Eleanor could not mect her little sister’s looks 
and probable words; sho turned hastily from the ferns and 
the couch, and put herself at the window with her back to 
everybody. There was a wild cry in her heart—“ What 
shall I do! what shall Ido!’ One thing she must have, or 
be miserable ; how was she to make it hcr own? As soon as 
she turned her face from that cottage room and what was in 
it, she must meet the full blast of opposing currents; un- 
favourable, adverse, overwhelming. Her light was not 
strong enough to stand that blast, Eleanor knew; it would 
pe blown out directly;—and she left in darkness. Ina 
despcrate sense of this, a desperate resolve to overcome it 
somehow, a despairing powerlessness to contend, she sat 
at the window sceing nothing. She was brought to her- 
self at last by Julia’s, “ Hleanor—Mr. Rhys wants you to 
take a cup of tea.” Eleanor turned round mechanically, 
took the cup, and changed her place for one near the 
fire. 

She never forgot that scene. Julia’s part in it gave it 
a most strange air to Eleanor; so did her own. Julia was 
moving about, quite at home, preparing cups of tea for 
everybody, herself included; and waiting upon Mr. Rhys 
with a steady care and affectionateness which evidently met 
with an affectionate return. The cottage room with its 
plain furniture—the little common blue cups in which the 
tea was served—the fire in the chimney on the coarse iron 
fire-dogs—the reclining figure on the couch, and her own 
riding-habit in the middle of the room; were all stereotyped 
on Eleanor’s memory for ever. The tea refreshed her very 
much, | 
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“How are you going to get home, Miss Powle?” asked 
her host. “ Have you sent for a carriage P” 

“No—I saw nobody to send; I can walk it quite well 
now,’ said Eleanor. And feeling that the time was come, 
she set down her tea-cup and came to bid her host good-bye; 
though she shrank from doing it. She gave him her hand 
again, but she had no words to speak. 

“ Good-bye,” said he. “Iam sorry I am not well enough 
to come and sce you; I would take that liberty.” 

** And so I shall never see him again,” thought Eleanor as 
she went out of the cottage; “and nobody will ever speak 
any more words to me of what I want to hear; and what 
will become of me! What chance shall I have very soon— 
what chance have I now—to attend to these things? to get 
right P and what chance would all these things have with 
Mr. Carlisle? I could manage my mother. What will 
become of me!” 

Eleanor walked and thought, both hard, till she got past 
the village; finding herself alone, thought got the better of 
haste, and she threw herself down under a treo to collect 
some order and steadiness in her mind, if possible, before 
other interests and distractions broke in. She sat with her 
face buried in her hands a good while. And one conclusion 
Eleanor’s thoughts came to; that there was a thing more 
needful than other things; and that she would hold that one 
thing first in her mind, and keep it first in her endeavours, 
and make all her arrangements accordingly. Eleanor was 
young and untried, but her mind had a tolerable back-bone 
of stiffness when once aroused to take action; her conclusion 
meant something. She rose up then; looked to see how far 
down the sun was; and turning to pursue her walk vigoe 
rously—found Mr. Carlisle at her side. He was as much 
surprised as she. 

“Why, Eleanor! what are you doing here P” 

“Trying to get home, I have been thrown from my pony.” 

“Thrown! where P”’ 

“ Away on the moor—I don’t know where. I never was 
there before. Iam not hurt.” 
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“Then how came you here P” 

“ Walked here, sir.” 

** And where are your servants P” 

“You forget. I am only Eleanor Powlc—I do not go 
with a train after me.” 

But she was obliged to give an account of the whole 
affair. 

“You must not go alone in that way again,” said he 
decidedly. “Sit down again.” 

“Look where the sun is. I am going home,” said 
Eleanor. 

“Sit down. I am going to send for a carriage.” 

Eleanor protested in vain. Mr. Carlisle sent his groom 
on to the Lodge with the message, and the heels of the 
horses were presently clattering in the distance. Eleanor 
stood still. 

“I do not want rest,” she insisted. “Iam yeady to walk 
home, and able. I have been resting.” 

“ How long?” 

“A long while. I went into Mrs, Williams’s cottage and 
rested there. I would rather go on.” 

He put her hand upon his arm and turned towards the 
Lodge, but permitted her after all to move only at the 
gentlest of rates. 

“You will not go out in this way again?” he said; and 
the words were more an expression of his own will than an 
enquiry as to hers. 

“There is no reason why I should not,” Eleanor an- 
swercd. 

“TI do not like that you should be walking over moors - 
and taking sheltcr in cottages, without protection.” 

“TI can protect mysclf I know what is due to me.” 

“ You must remember what is due to me,” he said, langh- 
ing, and stopping her lips when she would have replied. 
Eleanor walked along, silenced, and for the moment subdued. 

The wish was in her heart, to have let Mr. Carlisle know in 
some degree what bent her spirit was taking; to have given 
Lim some hint of what he must expect in her when she 
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became his wife. She could not find out how to do it; she 
could not see the way to begin. So far was Mr. Carlisle 
from the whole world of religious interests and concerns, 
that to introduce it to him seemed like bringing opposite 
poles together. She walked by his side very silent and 
doubtful. He thought she was tired; put her into the car- 
riage with great tenderness when it came; and at parting 
from her in the evening dosired her to go early to rest. 
Eleanor was very little likely to do it. The bodily adven- 
tures of the day had left little trace, or little that was 
regarded ; the mental journey had been much more lasting in 
its effects. That night there was a young moon, and Eleanor 
sat at her window, looking cut into the shadowy indistinct- 
ness of the outer world, while she tricd to resolve the con- 
fusion of her mind into something like visiblo order and 
definiteness. Two points were clear, and seemed to loom 
up larger and clearer the longer she thought about them: 
her supreme need of that which she had not, the faith und 
deliverance of religion; and the adverse influence and oppo- 
sition of Mr. Carlisle in all the efforts she might make to 
secure or maintain it. And under all this lurked a thought 
that was like a serpent for its unrecognized coming and 
going and for the sting it left—a wish that she could put off 
her marriage. No new thing in one way; Elcanor had 
never been willing it should be fixed for so carly a day; 
nevertheless she had accepted and submittcd to it, and 
become accustomed to the thought of it. Now repugnance 
started up anew and with fresh energy. She could hardly 
understand herself; her thoughts were a great turmoil; 
they went over and over some of the experiences of the day, 
with an aimless dwelling upon them; yet Elcanor was in 
general no dreamer. The words of Mr. Rhys, that had 
pierced her with a sense of duty and need—the looks, that 
even in the remembrance wrung her heart with their silent 
leason-bearing—the sympathy testified for herself, which. 
intensified all her own emotions—and in contrast the very 
tender and affectionate but supreme manner of Mr. Carlisle, 
in whose power she felt she was—the alternation of these 
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images and the thoughts they pave rise to, kept Eleanor at 
her window, until the young moon went down behind the 
western horizon and the night was dark with only staré. 
So dark she felt, and miserable; and over and over again 
her cry of that afternoon was re-echoed— What shall I dot 
what will become of me!” 

Upon one thing she fixed. That Mr. Carlisle should — 
that he was not going to find a gay wife in her, but one 
whose mind was set upon somewhat else and upon another 
way of life. This would be very distasteful to him; and he 
should know it. How she would manage to let him know, 
Eleanor left to circumstances; but she wont to bed with 
that point detcrmined. 


CHAPTER VIII. 


**Tt hath beon the longest night 
That e’er I watched, and the most heaviest.” 


Goop resolutions are sometimes excellent things, but they 
are susceptible of overturns. Eleanor’s met with one. 

She was sitting with Mr. Carlisle the very next day, in a 
disturbed mood of mind; for he and her mother had been 
laying plans and making dispositions with reference to her 
approaching marriage; plans and dispositions in which her 
voice was not asked, and in which matters were carricd 
rapidly forward towards their consummation. Eleanor felt 
that bands and chains were getting multiplied round her, 
fastening her more and more in the possession of her captor, 
while her own mind was preparing what would be considered 
resistance to the authority thus secured. The sooner she 
spoke the better; but how to begin? She bent over her 
embroidery frame with cheeks that gradually grew burning 
hot. The soft wind that blew in from the open window at 
her side would not cool them. Mr. Carlisle came and sat 
down beside her. 

“What does all this mean P” said he, laughingly, drawing 
his finger softly over Eleanor’s rich cheek. 

“Tt’s hot!” said Eleanor. 

“Is it? I have the advantage of you. It is the per- 
fection of a day to me.” 

* Eleanor,” cried Julia, bounding in through the window, 
* Mr. Rhys is better to-day. He says so.” 

“Is he?” said Eleanor. 
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“Yes; you know how weak he was yesterday; he t= not 
quite so weak to-day.” 

“Who is Mr. Rhys?” said Mr. Carlisle 

“O, he is nice! Eleanor says nice rhymes to Rhys. Wasn’t 
my tca nice, Eleanor? Wo had Miss Broadus to tea this 
afternoon. We had you yesterday, and Miss Broadus to-day. 
I wonder who will come next P” 

“Is this a sick friend you have been visiting P” said Mr. 
Carlisle, as Julia ran off, having accomplished the discom- 
fiture of her sister. 

“No, not at all—only I stopped at Mrs. Williams’s cottage 
to rest yesterday; and he lives there.” 

“You saw him P” 

“Yes; Julia found mo, and I could not help sccing him.” 

“But you took fea there, Eleanor? With whom?” 

“T took tea with Julia and her sick friend. Why not? 
She was making a cup of tea for him, and gave me one. I 
was very glad of it. There was no one elsc in the house.” 

“ How is your sister allowed to do such things P” 

“For a sick friend, Mr. CarlisloP I think it is well any- 
body’s part to do such things.” 

“JT think I will forbid embroidcry frames at the Priory, if 
they are to keep me from sceing your eyes,” said he, with 
one arm drawing her back from the frame, and with the other 
hand taking her fingers from it, and looking into her face, 
but kissing her. ‘ Now tell me, who is this gentleman ?” 

Eleanor was irritated; yct the assumption of authority, 
calm and proud as it was, had a mixture of tenderness 
which partly soothed her. The demand, however, was im- 
perious. Eleanor answered— 

“ He was Alfred’s tutor—you have seen him—he has been 
very ill all summer. He is a sick man, staying in the 
village.” 

“ And what have you to do with such a person P” 

“ Nothing in the world! I stopped there to rest mysclf, 
because I was too tired to walk home.” 

He smiled at her kindling indignation, and gave her a 
kiss by way of forgiveness for it; then went on gravely. 
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“ You havo beon to that cottage before, Eleanor ?” 

“Yes,” 

“ How was that?” 

“TI went with Julia when sho was carrying some refresh« 
ments to her sick friend. I will do that for anybody, Mr, 
Carlisle.” 

“ Say that over again,” he said calmly, but with a manner 
that showed he would have it. And Elcanor could not 
resist. 

“ T would do that for anybody, Macintosh,” she said gontly, 
laying her hand upon his arm. 

“No, darling. You shall send nurses and supplies to all 
the folk in the kingdom—if you will—but you shall pay 
such honour as this to nobody but me.” 

“ Mr. Carlisle,” said Eleanor, rousing again, “if I am not 
worthy your trust, I am not fit to do either you or anybody 
else honour.” 

She had straightened herself up to face him as she said 
this, but it was mortifying to feel how little she could rouse 
him. He only drew her back into his arms, folding her 
close, and kissing her again and again. 

“You are naughty,” he said, “but you are good. You 
are as swect as a rose, Eleanor. My wife will obey mc ina 
few things, and she shall command me in all others. Dar- 
ling, I wish you not to be scen in the village again alone. 
Let some one attend you, if I am not at hand.” 

He suffered her to return to her embroidery ; but though 
Eleanor’s heart beat and her cheek was flushed with con- 
tending feelings, she could not find a word to say. Her 
heart rebelled against the authority held over her; never- 
theless it subdued her; she dared not bring her rebellion 
into open light. She shrank from that; and hid now in 
her own thoughts all the new revelations she had meant to 
draw forth for Mr. Carlisle’s entertainment. Now was no 
time. In fact, Eleanor’s consciousness made ber afraid that 
if she mentioned her religious purposes and uneasiness, 
this man’s acuteness would catch at the connecting link 
between the new dereliction of duty, and the former which 
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had been just rebuked. That would lay her open to im- 
putations and suspicions too dishonouring to be risked, and 
impossible to disprove, however false. She must hold her 
tongue for the present; and Eleanor worked on at her 
embroidery, her fingers pulling at it energetically, while 
fecling herself much more completely in another’s power 
than it suited her nature to be. Somchow at this time the 
vision of Rythdale Priory was not the indemnification it 
had seemed to her before. Eleanor liked Mr. Carlisle, but 
she did not like to be governed by him; although, with an 
odd inconsistency, it was that very power of government 
which formed part of his attraction. Certainly women are 
strange creatures, Meanwhile she tugged on at her work, 
with a bot chcek and a divided mind, and a wisely silent 
tongue; and Mr. Carlisle sat by and made himself very 
busy with her, finding out ways of being both pleasant and 
useful. Finally, he put a stop to the embroidery, and en- 
gaged Eleanor in a game of chess with him; began to teach 
her how to play it, and succecdcd in getting her thoroughly 
interested and diverted from her troublesome thoughts, 
They returned as soon as he left her. 

“T can nevor speak to him about my religious feelings,” 
mused Eleanor, as she walked slowly to her own room,— 
“never! I almost think, if I did, he would find means to 
cheat me out of them, in spite of all my determinations— 
until it would be too late. What is to become of meP 
What a double part I shall have to play now—my heart all 
one way, my outer life all another. It must be so. I can 
show these thoughts to no one. Will they live, shut up in 
the dark so P” 

Mr. Rhys’s words about “ seeking” recurred to her. Elea- 
nor did not know how, and felt strange. “I could follow 
his prayers, if I heard them,” she said to herself;—“I do 
not know how to set about it. I suppose reading the Bible 
is good—that and good books.” 

And Eleanor tried. Good books, however, were by and by 
given up; none that she had in the least suited her wants; 
only the Bible proved both a light and a power toher. It 
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had a great fascination for Eleanor, and it sometimes made 
her hopeful; at any rate she persevered in reading it, 
through gloom and: cheer; and her mind when she was 
alone knew much more of the former condition than of the 
latter. When not alone, she was in a whirl of other occu- 
pations and interests. The preparations for hor marriage 
went on diligently; Eleanor saw it and ‘knew it, and would 
not help though she could not hinder. But she was very 
far from happy. The style and title of Lady Rythdale 
had faded in her imagination; other honour and glory, 
though dimly seen, seemed more desirable to Eleanor now, 
and seemed endangered by this. She was very uneasy, 
She struggled between the remaining sense of pride, which 
sometimes arose to life, and this thought of somcthing 
better; at other times she felt as if her marriagn with Mr. 
Carlisle would doom her for ever to go without any treasure 
but what an earthly coronet, well lined with ermine, might 
symbolize and ensure. Meanwhile weeks flew by; while 
Eleanor studied the Bible, and sought for light in her soli- 
tary hours at night, and joined in all Mr. Carlislo’s plans of 
gaiety by day. September and October were both gone. 
November’s short days begun. And when the days should 
be at the shortest—‘ Then,” thought Eleanor, “ my fate will 
be settled. Mr. Carhsle will have me; and I can never 
disobey him. I cannot now.” 

Novembcr reached the middle, and there wanted but little 
more than a month to the wodding-day. Hleanor sat one 
morning in her garden parlour, which a mild day made 
pleasant; working by the glass door. The old thought, 
“What will become of me!” was in her heart. A shadow 
darkened the door, Eleanor looked up, fearing to see 
Mr. Carlisle: it was her little sister Julia. 
| Julia opened the door and came in. “It is nice in the 
garden, Eleanor,” shesaid. “Thechrysanthemums are more 
beautiful than I ever saw them—white and yellow and orange 
and rose-colour, and a hundred colours, They are beautiful, 
Eleanor.” 

“ Yea.” 
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“ May I have a great bunch of them to take to Mr. Rhys?” 

“ Have what you like, I thought you used to take them 
without asking.” 

Julia looked serious. 

“IT wish I could go down to the village to-night, I know,” 
she said. 

“ To-night! What do you wish that for?” 

“ Because Mr. Rhys is going to preach; and I do want 
to go so much; but I can’t.” 

“ Going to preach !—why, is he so well as that?” 

“Tio isn’t well at all,” said Julia, “not what you would 
call well. But he says he is well. He is white and weak 
enough yet; and I don’t think that is being well. Ho can’t 
go to Lily Dale, nor to Rythdale; so some of the people 
are coming to Wiglands.” 

‘“‘ Where is he going to preach P” 

“Where do you thinkP In Mr. Brooks’s barn. They 
won’t lect him preach at the inn, and he can’t have the 
church; and I do want to see how he can preach in a barn!” 

Mr. Brooks was a well-to-do farmer, a tenant of the 
Rythdale estate, living near the road to the old priory, and 
half a mile from the village of Wiglands. A consuming 
desire seized Eleanor to do as her littlo sister had said— 
hear Mr. Rhys preach. The desire was so violent, that it 
half frightened her with the possibility of its fulfilment. 

She told Julia that it was an absurd wish, and imprac- 
ticable, and dismissed her; and then her whole mind fo- 
cussed itself on Mr. Brooks’s barn. Eleanor saw nothing 
else through the morning, whatever she was doing. It was 
impossible she should get there, perfectly impossible! yet 
it was a first, last, and only chance, perhaps in her life, of 
hearing the words of truth so spoken as she knew they 
would be in that place that night. Besides, she had a 
craving curiosity to know how they would be spoken. One 
month more, Eleanor once securely lodged in Rythdale 
Priory, and her chance of hearing any words whatever spoken 
in a barn, was over for ever; unless indeed she condescended 
to become an inspector of agricultural proceedings, Yet 
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she said to herself over and ovcr that she had no chance 
now; that her being present was a matter of wild im- 
possibility; she said it and re-said it, and with every time a 
growing consciousness that impossibility should not stop 
her. At last impossibility shaped itself into a plan. 

“T am going down to sec Janc Lewis, mamma,” was 
Eleanor’s announcenent at luncheon. 

“To-day, Eleanor P” 

Yes, ma’am.” 

“ But Mr. Carlisle will be here, and he will not like it.” 

‘He will have enough of me by and by, ma’am. I shall 
maybe never have another chance of taking care of Jane. 
I know she wauts to see me, and Iam going to-day. And 
if sho wants me very much, I shall stay all night; so you 
necd not send.” 

“ What will Mr. Carlisle say to all that?” - 

“THe will say nothing to it, if you do not give him an 
opportunity, mamma. I am going, at all events.” 

“ Wleanor, I am afraid you have almost too much ins 
dependence, for one who is almost a marricd woman.” 

“Ts independence a quality entirely given up, ma’am, 
when ‘the ring is on’ P” 

Certainly! I thought you knewthat. You must make 
up your mind to it. You are a noble creature, Eleanor; 
but my comfort is that Mr. Carlisle will know how to manage 
you. Inever could, to my satisfaction. I observe he has 
brought you in pretty well.” 

Eleanor left the room; and if the tide of her independence 
could have run higher, hcr mother’s words would have 
furnished the necessary provocative. 

gane Lewis was a poor gil in the village; the daughter 
of one who had been Eleanor’s nurse, and who now, old 
and infirm, and unable to do much for herself or others, 
watched the declining days of her child without the power to 
give them much relief. Jane was dying with consumption. 
The other member of the family was the old father, still 
more helpless; past work and dependent on another child 
for all but the house they lived in. That, in earlier days, 
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had been madc their own. ITlcanor was their best friend, 
and muny a day, and night too, had been a sunbeam of 
comfort in the poor house. She now, when the day was far 
enough on its wane, provided herself with a little basket of 
grapes, ordered her pony, and rode swiftly down to the 
village; not without attendance this time, though confessing 
bitterly to hersclf the truth of her mother’s allegations. 
At the cottage door she took the basket; ordered the pony 
should come for her next morning at cight o’clock, and went 
into the cottage; fecling as if she had for a little space 
turned her back upon troublesome people and things, and 
made herself free. She went in softly, and was garrulously 
welcomed by her old nurse and her husband. It was so 
long since they had scen her! and she was going to be such 
a great lady! and they kuew she would not forget them 
nevertheless. -It was not flattery. It was truc speech. 
Eleanor asked for Janc, and with her basket went on into 
the upper little room were the sick girl lay. There felt, 
when she had got above the ground floor, as if she was 
tolerably safe. 

It was a little low room under the thatch, in which Hlea- 
nor now hid herself. A mere large closct of a room, though 
it boasted of a fireplace, happily. A small lattice under the 
shelving roof let in what it could of the light cf a dying 
November day. The bed with its sick occupant, two chairs, 
a little table, and a bit of carpet on the floor, were all the 
hght revealed. Elcanor’s welcome here was also most sin- 
cere; less talkative, it was yet more glad than that given by 
the old couple down stairs; a light shone all over the pale 
face of the sick girl, and the weary eye kindled, at sight of 
her friend. 

Extreme neatness was not the characteristic of this little 
low room, simply for want of able hands to ensure it. Eleae 
nor’s first work was to set Jane to eating grapes; her next, 
to put the place in tidy order. “Lady Rythdale shall be 
useful once more in her life,” she thought. She brushed up 
the floor, swept the hearth, demolished cobwebs on the 
walls, and rubbed down the chairs. She had borrowed an 


IN TILE BARN. 131 


apron and cap from old Mrs. Lewis. The sick girl watched 
her with eager eycs. 

“T can’t abear to see you a doing of that, Miss Eleanor,” 
she exclaimed. 

“Hush, Jane! Eat your grapes.” 

“You've a kind heart,” said the girl, sighing; “and it’s 
good when them that has the power has the feclings.” 

“ Tlow are your nights now, Janc?” 

“They're tedious—I lic awake so; and then I get cough- 
ing. I am always so glad to sec the light come in the 
mornings! but it’s long a coming now. I can’t get nobody 
to hear me at night if [ want anything.” 

“Do you often want somcthing ?” 

“Times I do. Times I get out of wanting, because I 
can’t have—and times I only want worse.” 

© Whut do you want, JaueP” 

“Well, Miss Hlcanor, I conceit I want to see somebody. 
The nights is very long—and in the dark and by myself— 
I gcts feared.” 

To Eleanor’s dismay she perceived Jane was weeping. 

““What in the world are you afraid of, JancP I never 
saw you sb before.” 

«isn’t of anything in this world, Miss Elcanor,” said 
Jane. Her face was still covercd with her hands, and the 
grapes neglected. 

Elcanor was utterly confounded. Had Jane caught her 
fecling P or was this something else P 

“ Are you afraid of spirits, Jane?” 

“No, Miss Elcanor.” 

“What is it, then? Jane, thisis something new. I never 
saw you feeling so before.” 

“No, ma’‘am—and I didn’t. But there come a gentleman 
to see me, ma’am.”’ 

“A gentleman to see you? What gentleman?” 

‘J don’t know, Miss Eleanor; only he was tall, and pales 
like, and black hair. He asked me if I was ready to die— 
end I said I didn’t know what it was I wanted if I wasn’t; 
and he told me-——O, I know I'll never have rest no more!” 
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A burst of weeping followed these words. Eleanor felt 
as if a thunderbolt had broken at her feet; so terrible to 
her, in her own mood, was this revelation of kindred fecling, 
She stood by the bedside, dismayed. shocked. a little dis- 
posed to echo Jane's des pairing prophecy in her own case. 

“Did he say no more to you, diane?” 

“Yos, Miss Eleanor, he did; and every word he said 
made mo feel woreer, His two eyes was hke two swords 
going through me; and they went throngh me so softly, 
main, ] coaldn't abear it. They killed me.” 

“But, Jane, he did not meen to kill you. What did he 


gay Y” 
“T don’t know, Miss Eleanor—he said a many things; 
but they only made me feel——low Tata’ fit——" 


There was no more talking, Phe words were broken off 
by sobs. Eleanor tummed aside to the fir place, and began 
to make up the fire, in a blank confision and distress; 
fecling, to use an Arabic phrase as if the sky had fallen. 
She could give no comfort; she wanted th hersel The best 
she could think off was the suggestion that the gentleman 
would come again, and then he world make all things plain 
Would he come wlile Eleanor was there, that afternoon P 
What achanee! But she remembered it was very unlikely. 
He was to preach in the evening; be would want to keep all 
his strength for that. And now the question arose, low 
should she get to the barn ? 

Pho first thing was to soothe Jane. Eleanor succeeded in 
doing that after awhile. She made her a cup of tea anda 
piece of toast, and took some herself; and satin the dark- 
ening light, musing what she should do. One good thing 
was secure. She had not been folluwed up this afternoon, 
nor sent for home; both which dixagreeables she had feared. 
Jano dozed, and she thought; and the twilight fell deeper 
and deeper. 

There was after all only one way in which Eleanor could 
accomplish ber desire; though she turned the matter all 
round in her head before she would see it, or determine 
wpon adopting it. No mortal that she knew could be trusted 
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with the secret—if she meant to have it remain a secret; 
and that at all costs was Eleanor'’s desire. Julia might have 
been trusted, but Julia could not have been brought wong. 
Eleanor was alone, She thought, and trembled, and made 
up her mind. 

The hour must be waited for when people from the village 
would be setting forth to go to Brooks’s farm. It was dark 
then, except some light from the stars. Eleanor got out @ 
bonnet of Jane’s which the owner would never use again; 
aclose little straw bonnuef; and tied over it a veil she had 
taken the precaution to bring, Her own hat and mantle 
she laid away out of sight, and wrapped round her instead 
a thick camlet cloak of the sick girls, which enveloped her 
from head to feet. Pretty good disguise—thought Hleanor 
to herself; Mr. Carlisle would not find her out in this. 
But there was no danger of //s sceing her. She was all 
ready to steal out, when she suddenly recollected that she 
might be missed, and the old peuple in terror make a hue 
and ery after her. That would not do. She stripped off the 
bonnet again, and awoke the sleeping girl. 

“Jane,” she said, bending over her, “I have somebody 
else to see—L am going out fora little while. Iwill be back 
and spend the might with you. ‘Pell your mother to leave 
the door open for me, if she wishes to go to bed; and J will 
look affer you. Now go to sleep again.” 

Without waiting for Jane to think about it, Eleanor 
slipped out, bonnet in hand, and went softly down stairs, 
The old man was already gone to bed in a little inner chams 
ber; the old mother sat doziug by the fire. Standing bes 
hind her, Eleanor put on the bonnet, and then gently 
opening the house door, with one step was in the road. A 
moment stood sull; but the next moment sct off with quick, 
hasty steps. 

It was damp and dark; the stars were shining, indeed, 
yet they shed but a glimmering and doubtful light upon 
Eleanor’s doubtful proceeding. She knew it was such; her 
feet trembled and stumbled in her way, though that was as 
much with the fever of determination as with the hinderinga 
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of doubt. There was little occasion for bodily fear. People, 
she knew, would be going to the preaching all along the 
way; she would not be alonc, either going or coming. 
Nevertheless it was dark, and she was where she had no 
business to be; and she hurried along rather nervously till 
she caught sight of one or two groups beforo her, evidently 
bent for the same place with herself. She slackcned her 
footsteps then, so as to keep at a proper distance behind 
them, and folt that for the present she was secure. Yet 
ijt was a wild, strange walk to Eleanor. Sccure from per- 
sonal harm she might be, and was, no doubt; but who could 
say what moral couscquences might follow her proceeding P 
What if her mother knew it? what if Mr. Carlisle? Taleas 
nor felt she was doing avery questionable thing; but the 
desire to do it on her part amounted to a necessity. She 
must hear these words that would be spoken in the barn to- 
night. They would be on the subject that of all others inte- 
rested her, and spoken by the lips that of all others could 
alone speak to the purpose. So Eleanor felt; 50 was in 
some measure for her the truth; and amid all her sense of 
doubt and danger and inward trembling, there was a wild 
thrill of delight at accomplishing her object. She would 
hear—ycs, she would hear—what Mr. Rhys had to say to 
the people that night. Nobody should ever know it; neither 
he nor others; but if they did, she would run all risks rather 
than be baulked. 

It was a walk never to be forgotten. Alone, though near 
people that knew not she was near; in the darkness. of 
night; the stars showing only the black forms of trees and 
hedgerows, and a line of what could not be called light, 
where the road ran; kecping in the shadow of the hedge, 
and hurrying along over the undiscerned footway ;—it was 
a novel experience for one who had becn all her life so tended 
and sheltered as sho. It was strange and disagrecable, 
Waymarks did not scom familiar; distances seemed long. 
Eleanor wished the walk would come to an cud. 

lt did at last. The people,—there was a stream of them 
now pouring along the road, indecd, so many that Eleanor 
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was ereatly surpriscd at them,—turned off into a ficld, 
within which, at a few roods from the road, stood the barn 
in question; at the door of which one or two lamps hung 
out showed that something unusual was going on there. 
Mr. Brooks had several barns, the gables and roofs of which 
looked like a little scttlement in the starlight, not far off; 
but this particular barn stood alone, and was probably 
known to the country people from former occasions; for 
they streamcd towards it, and filed in without any wavering 
or qucstion. So Elcanor followed, trembling and wondering 
at herself; passed the curtain that lung at the door, and 
went in with the others. 

The place that received them was a great threshing-floor, 
of noble proportions, for a threshing-floor. Perhaps Mr. 
Brooks had an eye to contingencies when he built it. On 
two sides it was lined with grain, rising in walls of cereal 
sweetness toa great height; and certainly, if Hleanor had 
been in many a statclicr church, she had never been in one 
better ventilated, or whero the air was more fragrantly 
scented. But a new doubt struck her. Could it be right 
to hold divine scrvice in such a place? Was this a fit or 
decorous temple, for uses of such high and awful dignity? 
The floor was a bare plank floor; footfalls echoed over it. 
The roof was high, indeed; but no architect’s groining of 
beams reminded one that the place was set apart to noble if 
not sacred purposes. Nothing but common carpenter's 
joinery was ovcr her head, in the roof of tho barn; the 
heads of whicat-cars instcad of carved cornices and pens 
dents; and if the lights were dim, which thcy certainly 
were, it did not secm at all arcligious light. Only at the 
further end, where a table and chair stood ready for the 
preacher, some tall wax candles threw a suflicicnt illumi- 
nation for all present to sec him well. Was that his pulpit? 
What sort of preaching could possibly be had from it? 

Eleanor looked round the place. There was no really 
lighted part of it except about that table and chair. It was 
impossible for people to sce cach other well from a little 
distance off, unless thoroughly well known. 
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Eleanor felt there was very little danger indeed that any- 
body should recognize her identity, in Jane’s bonnet and 
cloak. That was so much comfort. Anothcr comfort was, 
that the night was mild. It was not like November. A 
happy circumstance for everybody there; but most of all for 
the convalescent preacher, whose appearance Eleanor looked 
for now with a kind of fearful anxicty. If he should have 
been hindered from coming, after all! Her heart beat hard. 
She stood fur back behind most of the people, near the 
door by which she had entered. A few benches and chairs 
were on the floor, given up to the use of the women and 
the aged people. Elcanor marvelled much to sec that there 
were some quite old people among the company. The barn 
was getting very full. 

“There is a seat yonder,” said some one, touching ler on 
the elbow. “ Won’t you have it?” 

Eleanor shook her head. 

“You had better,” ho said, kindly; “ there’s a seat with no- 
body in it; there’s plenty of room up there. Come this way.” 

Eleanor was unwilling to go further forward, yet did not 
like to trust her voice to speak, nor choose to draw attention 
to herself in any way. She was needlessly afraid. However, 
she yiclded to the instance of her kind neighbour, and 
followed him among the crowd to the spot he had picked 
out for her. She would have resisted further, if she had 
known where this spot was; for it was far forward in the 
barn, more than half-way between the door and the candle- 
lighted table, and in the very midst of the assembly. There 
was no help for it now; she could not go back; and Eleanor 
was thankful for the support the scat gave her. She was 
trembling all over. A vague, queer feeling of her being 
about something wrong, not merely in the circumstances of 

sher getting there, but in the occasion itself, haunted her 
with a sort of superstition. Could such an assembly be 
rightfully gathered for such a purpose in such a placeP 
Could it be right, to speak publicly of sacred things with 
such an absence of any public recognition of their sacred- 
ness? In a bare barn—an unconsecrated building, with no 
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beauty or dignity of observance to give homage to the work 
and the occasion? Eleanor was a compound of strange 
feelings; till she suddenly became conscious of a stir in the 
gathered throng, and then heard on the plank floor a step 
that she intuitively knew. As the step and the tall figure 
that it bore passed close by her on the way to tho table, an 
instant sense of quict and sccurity settled down on her. 
Nervousness dicd uway. There was one person there now 
that she knew; the question of his coming was scttled, 
and her coming was not for nothing; and moreover, what- 
ever business he was concerned in was right, in all its parts! 
She was sure of that. She watched him, with a great bound 
of exultation in her heart; watched him kncel down for 
prayer as he reached his place; and wondcred, while awo 
mixed with her wondcr, how he could do it, before and - 
amongst all those people as he was; not shut off in a dis- 
tant chancel alone by himself, but there with everybody 
crowding upon him. Her wonder had but little space to 
excrciso itself. After a few minutes Mr. Rhys rose and gave 
eut a hymn; and overy thought of Hleanor’s was concen- 
trated on the business and on the speaker. 

She knew nothing about hymns, except that they were 
sung in church; all such lyrics were unfamiliar to her, 
though the music of them was not. It was always stately 
music, with an organ, in the swell of which the words were 
lost. There could be no organ ina barn. Instead of that, 
the whole assembly rose to their feet and struck out to- 
gether into a swect air, which they sang with a vast deal of 
spirit. No difficulty about hearing the words now; the 
music was not at a distance; the words were coming from 
every lip near Eleanor, and were sung as if they were a per- 
sonal mattcr. Perhaps she was in a mood to be casily 
touched; but the singing did reach her and move her pro® 
foundly. 


“When I can read my title cloar 
To mansions in the skies, 
I'll bid fareweli to every fear, 
And wipe my weeping eyes” 
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The senso of this, Eleanor did not thoroughly understand, 
yet the general spirit of it was not to be mistaken. . And 
the soft repetition of the last line struck her heart sorrow- 
fully. Here was her want breathed out again. ‘“ And wipe 
my weeping eyes.—I’ll bid farcwell to every fear, and wipe 
my weeping eyes.” Eleanor was, perhaps, the only one who 
did not sing; nobody paid better attention. 

The hymn was followed by a prayer. If the one had 
touched Eleanor, the other prostrated her in the dust. She 
heard a child of God speaking to his Father; with o sim- 
plicity of utterance, a freedom of access, and a glow of happy 
affections, evident in every quietly spoken word, that testificd 
to his possession of the heavenly treasurcs that were on his 
tongue; and made Eleanor feel humbled and poor with an 
extreme and bittcr sense of want. Her heart felt as empty 
as a dcep well that had gone dry. This man only had ever 
showed her what a Christian might bo; she saw him stand- 
ing in a glory of heavenly relationships and privileges and 
character, that were a sort of transfiguration. And although 
Eleanor comprehended but very imperfectly wherein this 
glory might lie, she yet saw the light, and mourned her own 
darkness. Hleanor’s mind went a great way during the 
minutes of that prayer; according to the strange fashion in 
which the work of many days is sometimes done in one. 
She was sorry when it ended; however, evcry part of the 
service had a vivid new interest for her. Another hymn, 
and reading, during which her hcad was bowed on her 
breast in still listening—it was curious, how she had forgot 
all about being in a barn—and then the sermon began. Sho 
had to raise up her head when that began ; and after a while 
Eleanor could not bear her veil, and threw it back, trusting 
that the dim light would sccure her from being known, 
But she felt that she must see as well as hear, this one time. 

Of all subjects in the world to fall in with Eleanor’s mood, 
the sermon to-night was on peace. The peace that the 
Lord Jesus Christ left as his parting gift to his people; the 
peace that is not as the world giveth. How the world gives, 
Mr, Rhys briefly set forth ;—with one hand, to take away 
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with the other—as a handful of gold, what proves but a 
clutch of ashes—as the will-o’-the-wisp gives, promise but 
never possession. Hlcanor would not have much regarded 
these words from any other lips; they accorded with her 
old theory of disgust with the world. From Mr. Rhys she 
did regard them, because no word of his fell unhceded by 
her. But when he went on from that to speak of Christ’s 
gift, and how that is bestowed, his specch was as bitter in 
her heart as it was sweet in his mouth. The pcace he held 
up to her view, the joy in which a child of God lives, and 
walks, and dics; the security of every movement, the con- 
fidence in every action, the rest in all turmoil, the fearless- 
ness in all danger; the riches in the midst of poverty, the 
rejoicing even in the time of sorrow; the victory over sin 
and death, wrought in him as well as for him ;—LHlcanor’s 
heart seemed to dic within her, and at the same time 
started in a struggle for life. Had the words been said 
coldly, or as a matter of speculative belief, or as o privilege 
not actually entercd into, it would have been a different 
thing. Eleanor might have sat back in her chair, and 
listened and sorrowed for herself in outward quict. But 
there was unconscious testimony from every tone and look 
of the speaker, that he told the people but of what he knew. 
The pale face was illumined by a high, grave light, that 
looked like a halo from the unseen world—it was nothing 
less to Eleanor; and the mouth, in its general set so sober, 
broke occasionally into a smile so sweet, that it straitened 
Hleanor’s heart with its unconscious tale-telling. As the 
time went on, the speaker began to illustrate his words by 
instances; instances of the peace which Christians have 
shown to be theirs in all sorts of circumstances, where the 
world would have given them none, or would have surely 
withdrawn the gift once made. In poverty—in pain—in™ 
loneliness—in the want of all things—in the close prospect 
of suffering, and in the presence of death. Wonderful in- 
stances they were! glorious to the power of that Redeemer, 
who had declared, ‘Not as the world giveth, give I unto 
you. Inthe world ye shall have tribulation; but be of good 
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cheer; I have overcome tho world.” How the speaker's 
eye flushed and fired—flushed with tears, and fired with 
triumph; what a tint rose on the pale cheek, testifying to 
the exultation he felt; with what tremulous distinctness the 
words were sometimes given—and heard in the breathless 
stillness to the furthest corner of the place! It was too 
much at last. Feeling was wrought too high. Eleanor 
could not bear it. She bowed her head on her hand to hide 
the tears that would come, and only struggled to keop her 
sobs quiet that she might not loso a word. There were 
other sobs in the assembly that were less well controlled ; 
they were audible; Elcanor could not endure to hear them, 
for she feared her excitement would become unmanageable, 
Neverthcless, by strong effort she succeeded in keeping per- 
fectly still; though she dared not raise her head again till 
tho last hymn and prayers were over, and the poople made 
a general stir all round her. Then she too rose up and 
turned her face in the direction whither they were all 
turning, towards the door. 

She made her way out with the crowd blindly, conscious 
that it was all over—that was the prominent thought—and 
yet that work was done which would never be “over” for 
her. Soconscious of this, that she had no care either of her 
whereabouts or of her walk home, except in an incidental 
sort of way, she got out into the starlight, and stepped 
over the grassy sward of the field in a maze; she hardly felt 
the ground; it was not till she reached the fence, and found 
herself in the road, that Eleanor really roused up. Then it 
was necessary to turn in one direction or the other; and 
Eleanor could not tell which to take. She stood still, and 
tried to collect herself. On which side of the read was the 
barn P She could not remember; she was completely con- 
fused and turned about; and in the starlight she could be 
sure of no tree, or fence, or other landmark. She stood still, 
while the people poured past her, and in groups or in pairs 
took the one direction or the opposite. Part went one way, 
and part went the other, to Wiglands and to Rythdale, 
Eleanor longed to ask which way somebody was going, bu4 
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she was afraid of betraying herself. She did not dare, 
Yet, if she took the wrong turning, she might find herself 
in the Rythdate valley, a great distance from Wiglands, and 
with a lone road to traverse all the way back again. Her 
heart beat. What should she do? The people poured past 
her, dividing off, right and Icft; they would be all scattered 
soon to their several homes, and ske would be Ieft alone, 
She must do something quickly. Yet she shrank very 
much from speaking, and still stood by the fence, trembling 
and hesitating. 

“Are you alone?” said a voice at her shouldcr that she 
knew very well. Ifa cannon had gone off at her feet, it 
would not have startled Eleanor more. The tone of the 
question implicd that she was known. She was too startled 
to answer. The words were repeated. ‘‘Are you alone?” 

Eleanor’s “yes” got out, with nothing distinguishable 
except the last letter. 

“T have achaise here,” said he. “ Come with me.” 

The speaker waited for no answer to the words, which 
were not a request; and acting as decidedly as he had spo- 
ken, took hold of Hleanor’s arm, and led her forward to a 
little vehicle which had just drawn up. He helped her into 
it, took his place beside her, and drove away; but he said 
not another word. 

It was Mr. Rhys, and Eleanor knew that he had recog: 
nized her. She sat in a stupor of confusion and shame 
What would he think of her! and what could she make him 
thinkP Must sho bo a bold, wild girl in his estimation for 
everP Why would he not speak? He drove on in perfect 
silence. Eleanor must say somothing to break it. And it 
was extremely difficult, and she had to bo bold to do that. 

“IT see you recognize me, Mr. Rhys,” she said. 

“IT recognized you in the meeting,” he answered in per- 
fect gravity. Hleanor felt it. She was checked. She was 
punished. 

“Where are you taking me?” she asked after a little more 
time. 

“‘T will take you wherevér you tell me you desire.” 
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Grave and short, Eleanor could not bear it. 

“ You think very hardly of me, Mr. Rhys,” she said; “but 
I was spending the night at a poor girl’s house in the village 
—she is ill, and I was going to sit up with her—and I knew 
you were to preach at that place—and———” + Elcanor’s voice 
choked and faltercd. 

“ And what could prompt you to go alone, Miss PowleP” 

“TI wanted to go,” faltered Eleanor. “I knew it would 
be my last chance. I felt I must go. And TI could go no 
way but alone.” 

“ May I ask what you mean by ‘ your last chance P*” 

“ My last chance of hearing what I wanted to hear—what 
I can’t help thinking about lately. Mr. Rhys, I am not 
tappy.” 

“ Did you understand what you heard to-night P” 

“In part I did—I understood, Mr. Rhys, that you have 
something I have not,—and that I want,” Eleanor spoke 
with great emotion. 

“The Lord bless you!” he said, with a tenderness of tone 
that broke her down at once. “Trust Jesus, Miss Powle. 
He can give it to you. He only can. Go to him for what 
you want, and for understanding of what you do not under- 
stand. Trust the Lord! Make your requests known to 
him, and believe that he will hear your prayers and answer 
them, and more than fulfil them Now where shall I set 


you down P” 

** Anywhere,” Eleanor said as well as she could. “ Here, 
if you please.” 

‘* Here is no house. We are just at the entrance of the 
village.” 


“This is a good place, then,” said Eleanor. “TI do not 
want anybody to see me.” 

** Miss Powle,” said her guardian, and he spoke with such 
extreme gravity that Eleanor was half-frightened,—* did 
you come without the knowledge of your friends at home ?” 

‘Yes, to the place we have come from. Mamma knew I 
was going to spend the night with a sick = in the village 
—she did not know any more.” ° 
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“Tt was very dangerous !’’ he said in the same tone. 

“T knew it. Irisked that. I felt I must come.” 

“You did very wrong,” said her companion. It hurt her 
that he should say it, and have cause; but she was so 
miserable before, that it could be felt only in the dull way in 
which pain added to pain sometimes makes itself known. 
She was subdued, humbled, ashamed. She said nothing 
more, nor did he, until after passing two or three houses 
they arrived at a spot where the trecs and the road were the 
only village representatives; a clear space, with no house 
very near, and no person in sight. Mr. Rhys drew up by 
the side of the road, and helpcd Elcanor out of the chaise. 
He said only “ Good night,” but it was said kindly and sym- 
pathizingly, and with the earnest grasp of the hand that 
Hleanor remembered. He got into the chaise aguin, but 
did not drive away as she expected; she found he was walk. 
ing his horse and keeping abreast of her as she walked. 
Bleanor hurried on, reached Mrs. Lewis’s cottage, paused a 
second at the door to let him see that she had reached her 
stopping-place, and went in. 

All still; the embers dying on the hearth, a cricket 
chirrupping under it. Mrs. Lewis was gone to bed, but had 
not covered up the fire, for fear hcr young lady might want 
it. Eleanor did not dare sit down there. She drew the 
bolt of the house door; then softly went up the stairs to 
Jane’s room. Jane was asleep. LHleanor felt thankful, and 
moved about like a shadow. She put the brands togcther 
in a sort of mechanical way; for she knew she was chilly 
and needed fire bodily, though her spirit was in a fever. 
The night had turned raw, and the ride home had been not 
s0 cheering mentally as to do away with the physical ine 
fluence of a cold fog. Hleanor put off bonnet and cloak, 
softly piled the brands together and coaxed up a flame; and 
sat down on a low stool on the hearth to spread her hands 
over it, to catch all the comfort she could. 

Comfort was not near, however. Jane waked up in a 
violent fit of coughing; and when that was subdued or died 
away, as difficult a fit of restlessness was left behind. She 
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was nervous and uneasy; Eleanor had only too much sym- 
pathy with both moods, nevertheless she acted the part of a 
kind and delicate nurse; soothed Jane and ministered to 
her, even spoke cheerful words; until the poor girl's 
exhausted mind and body sank away again into slumber, 
and Elcanor was free to sit down on the hearth and fold her 
hands. 

Then she began to think. Not till then. Indeed, what 
she did then at first was not to think, but to recall in musing 
nll the scenes and as far as possible all the words of that 
evening; with a consciousness behind this all the while that 
there was a hard thinking coming. THleanor went dreamily 
over the last few hours, looking in turn at each image so 
stamped upon her memory; felt over again the sermon, the 
hymns, the prayers; then suddenly broke from her musings 
to face this consciousness that was menacing her—set her- 
self to think in carnest. 

What was it all about? Eleanor might well have shunned 
it, might well grasp it in desperation with a sudden inability 
to put it off any longer. Down in her heart, as strong as 
the keep of an old castle, and as obstinate-looking, was the 
feeling—“I do not want to marry Mr. Carlisle.” Hleanor 
did not immediately discern its full outline and proportions, 
in the dim confusion which filled her heart; but a little 
steady looking revealed it, revealed it firm and clear and 
established there. “Ido not want to marry him—I will not 
marry him”—she found the words surging up from this 
stronghold. Pride and ambition cowering somewhere said, 
* Not ever? Do you mean not at all? not ever ?”— ‘Not 
ever !’—was the uncompromising answer; and Eleanor’s 
head dropped in agony. “Why?” was the next question. 
And the answer was clear and strong and ready. “I am 
bent upon another sort of life than his life—I am going 
another way—I must live for aims and objects which he will 
hate and thwart and maybe hinder—I will not walk with 
him in his way—I cannot walk with him in mine—I cannot, 
O, I do not wish to walk with him at all!’ Eleanor sat face 
to face with this blank consciousness, staring at it, and 
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feeling as if the life was gradually ebbing out of her. What 
was she todo? The different life and temper and character, 
and even the face, of Mr. Rhys, came up to her as so much 
nobler, so much better, so much more what a man should 
be, so much more worthy of being liked. But Eleanor 
strove to put that image away, as having, very truly she 
said to herself, nothing to do with the present question. 
However, she thought she could not marry Mr. Carlisle; and 
intrenched herself a little while in that position, until the 
next subject came up for consideration; how she could 
escape from itP What reason could be assigned? Only 
this religious one could be given—and it might be, it might 
well be, that Mr. Carlisle would not on his part consider that 
reason enough. He would certainly hope to overcome the 
foundation on which it stood; and if he could not, Hleanor 
was obliged to confess to herself that she believed he loved 
her to that degree that he would rather have her a religious 
wife than not his wife at all. What should Eleanor do? 
Was she not bound? had she not herself given him claims 
over her which she had no right to disallow P had he not a 
right to all her fulfilment of them? Eleanor did not love 
him as he loved her; she saw that with singular and sudden 
‘distinctness ; but there again, when she thought of that asa 
reason for not fulfilling her contract, she was obliged to own 
that it would be no reason to Mr. Carlisle. He never had 
had ground to suppose that Tleanor gave him more than 
she had expressed; but he was entirely content with what 
he had, and his own confidence that he could cultivate it into 
what he pleased. There was no shaking loose from him in 
that way. As Eleanor sat on the hearth and looked at the 
ashes, in reality looking at Mr. Carlisle, her own face grew 
wan at what she saw there. She could give him no reason 
for changing their relations to each other, that would make 
him hold her a bit the less closely, no, nor the loss fondly. 
What could Eleanor doP To go on and be Mr. Carlisle’s 
wife, if necessary; give him all the observance and regard 
that she could, that she owed him, for having put herself in 
® false position where she could not give him more ;— 
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Eleanor saw nothing clse before her. But one thing beside 
she would do. She would make Mr. Carlisle clearly and 
fully understand what sort of a woman he must expect in 
her. She would explain thoroughly what sort of a life 
she meant to lead. Justly stated, what would that 
be P 
Eleanor thought; and found herself determined, heart 
and soul, to follow the path of life laid before her that 
evening. Whether “peace” could visit hor, in the course 
that seemed to lie through her future prospects, Eleanor 
much doubted; but at any rate she would have the rest of a 
satisfied conscience. She would take the Bible for her rule. 
Mr. Rhys’s God should be her God, and with all she had of 
power and ability she would serve him. Dim as religious 
things were to her vision, one thing was not dim, but shin- 
ingly clear—the duty of every creature to live the devoted 
servant of that Lord to whom he belongs by creation and 
redemption both. Here Eleanor’s heart fixed, if it had a 
fixed point that tumultuous night; but long before it settled 
anywhere her thoughts were bathed in bitter tears; in 
floods of weeping that scemed fit to wash her very heart 
away. It occurred to Eleanor, if they could, how much 
trouble would be saved! She saw plenty before her. But 
there was the gripe of a fear and a wish upon her heart, that 
overmastered all others. The people had sung a hymn that 
evening, after the first one; a hymn of Christian gladness 
and strength, to an air as spirited as the words. Both 
words and air rang in her mind, through all the multifarious 
thoughts she was thinking; they floated through and 
sounded behind them like a strain of the blessed. Hieanor 
had taken one glance at Mr. Rhys while it was singing; 
and the remembrance of his face stung her as the sight of 
an angel might have done. The counter recollection of her 
own misery in the summer at the time she was ill; the 
longing want of that security and hope and consequent rest 
of mind, was vividly with her too. Pushed by fear and 
desire, Eleanor’s resolution was taken. She saw not the 
way clear, she did not know yet the “ wicket-gate” towards 
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which Bunyan’s Pilgrim was directed; like him, however, 
she resolved to “keep the light in her eye, and run.” 

The fire had died all out; the grey ashes were cold; she 
was very cold herself, but did not know it. The night had 
waned away, and a light had sprung in at the window, 
which Eleanor thought must be the dawn. It was not; it 
was the old moon just risen, and struggling through the 
fog. But the moon was the herald of dawn; and Eleanor 
got up from the earth, feeling old and stiff, as if she had 
suddenly put on twenty years of age more than she came to 
the village with. The room was quite tco cold for Jane, she 
remembered; and softly she went up and down for kindling, 
and lighted up the fire again. Till she had done that, she 
felt grey and stern, like the November morning; but when 
the fire crackled and: sparkled before her, and gave its cheery 
look and comforting warmth to her chilled senses, some 
curious sympathy with times that were gone and that she 
dared not hope to see again, smote Hleanor with a softer 
sorrow; and she wept a very rain of new tears. These did 
her good; they washed some of the bitterness out of her; 
and after that she sat thinking how she should manage; 
when Mr. Rhys’s parting words suddenly recurred to her. 
A blanker ignorance how they should be followed, can 
scarcely be imagined in a person of general sense and 
knowledge. Nevertheless, she bowed herself on the hearth, 
surely not more in form than in fecling, and besought of 
that One whose aid she knew not how to ask, that he would 
yet give it to her and fulfil all her desires. Eleanor was 
exhausted then. She sat in a stupor of resting, till the faint 
illumination of the moon was really replaced by a growing 
and broadening light of day. The night was gone, 


CHAPTER IX. 


“Took! a horse at the door, 
And little King Charles is snarling 3 
Go back, my lord, across the moor, 
You are not her darling.” 


ELEanor set out early to go home. She would not wait to 
be sent for. The walk might set her pulses in motion 
again, perhaps. The fog was breaking away under the 
sun’s rays, but it had left everything wet; the morning 
was excessively chill, There was no grass in her way, 
however. and Eleanor’s thick shoes did not fear the road, 
nor her feet the three miles of way. The walk was good. 
It could not be said to be pleasant; yet action of any kind 
was grateful and helpful. She saw not a creature till she 
got home. 

Home struck her with new sorrow, in the sense of the 
disappointment she was going to bring to so many there. 
She made her own room without having to speak to any- 
body ; bathed and dressed for breakfast. How grave her 
face was, this morning! She could not help that. And she 
felt that it grew graver, when entering the breakfast-room 
she found Mr. Carlisle there. 

“What have you done to yourself?” said he, after they 
were seated at the breakfast-table. 

“Taken a walk this morning.” 

“ Judicious! in this air, which is like a suspended showem 
bath! Where did you go?” 

“On the Wiglands road.” 
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“Tf I had come in time, I should have taken you up 
before me, and cut short such a proceeding. Mrs. Powle, 
you do not make use of your authority.” 

“Tt seems hardly worth while, when it is on the point of 
expiring,” said Mrs. Powle blandly, with a smiling face. 

“Why, Eleanor had to come home,” said Julia; “she 
spent the night in the village. She could not help walk- 
ing—unless mamma had sent the carriage or something 
for her.” 

“ Spent the night in the village!” said Mr. Carliste. 

‘‘Bleanor took it into her head that she must go to take 
care of a sick girl there—the daughter of her nurse. It is 
great foolishness, I think, but Eleanor will do it.” 

“It don’t agree with her very well,” said Julia, “ How 
you do look, Eleanor, this morning!” 

“She looks very well,” said the Squire, “for all I sce. 
Walking won’t hurt her.” 

What Mr. Carlisle thought he did not say. When break- 
fast was over, he drew Eleanor off into the library. 

“ How do you do, this morning P” said he, stopping to look 
at her. 

“ Not very well.” 

“T came early, to give you a great gallop to the other end 
of the moor—where you wished to go the other day. You 
are not fit for it now P” 

“ Hardly.” 

“Did you sit up with that girl last night P” 

“TI sat up. She did not want much done for her. My 
being there was a great comfort to her.” 

“Far too great a comfort. You are a naughty child. Do 
you fancy, Eleanor, your husband will allow you to do such 
things P” 

“I must try to do what is right, Macintosh.” 

“Do you not think it will be right that you should 
pleasure me in what I ask of you?” he said very gently, and 
with a caressing action which took away the edge of the 
words. 

“‘Yes—in things that are right,” said Eleanor, who felt 
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that she owed him all gentleness because of the wrong she 
had done. 

“TI shall not ask you anything that is not right; but if I 
should—the responsibility of your doing wrong will rest on 
me. Now, do you feel inclined to practise obedience a little 
to day ’” 

“No, not at all,’ said Eleanor honestly, her blood 
rousing, 

‘Tt will be all the better practice. You must go and lie 
down and rest carefully, and get ready to ride with me this 
afternoon, if the weather will do. Eh, Eleanor P” 

“T do not think I shall want to ride to-day.” “J 

“ Kiss me, and say you will do as I bid you.” 

Eleanor obcyed, and went to her room feeling wretched. 
She must find some way quickly to alter this state of things 
—if she could alter them. In the mean time she had 
promised to rest. It was a comfort to lock the door, and 
feel that for hours at any rate she was alone from all the 
world. But Eleanor’s heart fainted. She lay down, and for 
a long time remained in motionless passive dismay; then 
nature asserted her rights, and she slept. 

If sleep did not quite “knit up the ravelled sleeve of 
care”’ for her, Eleanor yet felt much less ragged when she 
came out of her slumber. There was some physical force 
now to meet the mental demand. The first thing demanded 
was a letter to Mr. Carlisle. It was in vain to think to tell 
him in spoken words what she wanted him to know; he 
would cut them short or turn them aside as soon as he 
perceived their drift, before she could at all possess him 
with the facts of the case. Eleanor sat down before dress- 
ing, to write her letter, so that no call might break her off 
until it was done. 

It was a weary, anxious, sorrowful writing; done with 
some tears and some mute prayers for help; with images 
constantly starting into her mind that she had to put aside, 
together with the hot drops they called forth. The letter 
was finished, when Hleanor was informed that Mr. Carlisle 
waited for her. 
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“To ride, I suppose,” she thought. “Iwill not go.” She 
put on a house dress and went down to the library, where 
her mother and Mr. Carlisle were togethor; looking both of 
them so well pleased ! 

‘You are not dressed for riding!” he said, taking her into 
his arms. 

“ As you see,” returned Hleanor. 

“T have brought a new horse for you. Will you change 
your dress ?” 

“T think not. Iam not equal to anything new.” 

“Have you slept P” 

“Yes, but I have not eaten; and it takes both to make 
muscle. I cannot even talk to you till after tea,” 

‘“‘ Have you had no luncheon P” 

“IT was asleep.” 

‘“‘Mrs. Powle,” said the gentleman, “ you do not take care 
of my interests here. May I request you to have this want 
supplied? Iam going to take Eleanor a great gallop pre- 
sently; she must have something first.” He put Eleanor in 
an easy chair as he spoke, and stood looking at her. Pro- 
bably he saw some unusual lines of thought or care about 
the face, but it was by no means less fine for that. Mr. Car- 
lisle liked what he saw. Refreshments came; and he poured 
out chocolate for her, and served her with an affectionate 
supervision that watched every item. But when, after a 
very moderate meal, Hleanor’s hand was stretched out for 
another piece of bread, he stopped her. 

“No,” he said; “no more now. Now go and puton your 
habit.” 

“But I am very hungry,” said Eleanor. 

“No matter—you will forget it in five minutes. Go and 
put on your habit.” 

Eleanor hesitated; thought that perhaps after all the 
ride would be the easiest way of passing the afternoon; and 
went. 

“Well, you do understand the art of command!” said 
Mrs. Powle, admiringly. “She would never have done that 
for me,” 
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Mr, Carlisle did not look surprised, nor gratified, nor in 
fact show anything whatever in his looks. Unless it were, 
that the difference of effects produced by himself and his 
future mother-in-law, was very much a matter of course 
He stood before the fire, with no change at all in his clear 
hazel eyes, until Eleanor appeared. Then they sparkled. 
Eleanor was for some reason or other particularly lovely in 
his eyes to-day. 

The horse he had brought for her was a superb Arabian, 
showing nerve and fire in every line of his form and 
starting muscle, from the tips of the ears down to the long 
fetlock and beautiful hoof Showing fire in the bright eye, 
too. <A brown creature, with luxuriant flowing mage and 
tail. | 

“ He is not quite so quiet as Black Maggie,” Mr. Carlisle 
said as he put Eleanor upon his back; “and you must not 
curb him, Eleanor, or he will run.” 

They went to the moor; and by degrees getting accus- 
tomed to her fiery charger and letting him display his fine 
paces and increase his speed, Eleanor found the sensation 
very inspiriting. Even Black Maggie was not an animal 
like this; every motion was instinct with life and power, 
and not a little indication of headstrongness and irritability 
gave a great additional interest and excitement to the plea- 
sure of managing him. Mr. Carlisle watched her carefully, 
Eleanor knew; he praised her handling. He himself was 
mounted on a quiet, powerful creature that did not make 
much show. 

“Tf this fellow—what is his name P” 

“Tippoo Sultan.” 

“If he were by any chance to run, would that horse you 
are riding keep up with him P” 

“T hope you will not try.” 

*T don’t mean it—but I am curions. There, Mr. Carlisle, 
there is the place where I was thrown.” 

“A villanous-looking place. I wish it was mine. How 
do you like Tippoo?” 

* O, he is delightful ” - 
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Mr. Carlisle looked satisfied, as he might; for Eleanor’s 
colour had become brilliant, and her face had changed 
greatly since setting out. Strength and courage and hope 
seemed to come to her on Tippoo’s back, facing the wind on 
the moor and galloping over the wild, free way. They took 
in part the route Hleanor had followed that day alone, 
coming back through the village by a still wider circuit. 
As they rode more moderately along the little street, if it 
could be called so—the houses were all on one side—Hleanor 
saw Mr. Rhys standing at Mrs. Lewis's door; he saw her, 
Involuntarily her bow in return to his salutation was very 
low. At the same instant Tippoo started on a run, to which 
all his former galloping had been a gentle amble. This was 
not ungentle; tle motion had nothing rough; only Eleanor 
was going in a straight line over the ground at arate that 
took away her breath. She had presence of mind not to 
draw the curb rein, but she felt that she could hardly endure 
long the sort of progress she was making through the air. 
It did not seem to be on the ground. Her curiosity was 
gratified on one point; for after the first instant she found 
Mr. Carlisle’s powerful grey straining close beside her, 
Nevertheless Tippoo was so entirely in earnest that it was 
some little time—it seemed a very long one—before the 
grey could get so close to the brown and so far up with him 
that Mr. Carlisle could lay his hand upon the thick brown 
mane of Tippoo, and stoop forward to speak to him. As 
soon as that was done once or twice, Tippoo’s speed grae 
dually relaxed; and a perseverance in his master’s appeals to 
his reason and sense of duty, brought the wild creature 
back to a moderate pace and the air of a civilized horse. 
Mr. Carlisle transferred his grasp from the mane to Hleanor’s 
hand. 

“Eleanor, what did you do that for?” 

“Do what? I did nothing.” | 

“You curbed him. You drew the rein, and he considered 
himself insulted. I told you he would not bear it.” 

“He has had nothing to bear from me. I have not drawn 
the curb at all, Robert.” 
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“T must contradict you. 1 saw you doit. That started 
him.” 

Eleanor remained silent and a little pale. Was Mr. 
Carlisle right? The ride had until then done her a great 
deal of good ; roused up her enorgies and restored in some 
degree her spirit; the involuntary race, together with the 
sudden sight of Mr. Rhys, had the effect to bring back all 
the soberness which for the moment the delight and stir of 
the exercise had dissipated. She went on pondering various 
things. Elcanor’s letter to Mr. Carlisle was in the pocket 
of her habit, ready for use; she determined to give it him 
when he left her that evening; that was one of her subjects 
of thought. Accordingly he found her very abstracted and 
cold the rest of the way; grave and uninterested. He 
fancied she might have been startled by her run on Tippoo’s 
back, though it was not very like her; but he did not know 
what to fancy. And true it is, that a remembrance of fear 
had come up to Eleanor after that gallop. Afraid she was 
not, at the time; but she felt that she had been in a con- 
dition of some peril, from which her own forces could not 
have extricated her; that brought up other considerations, 
and sadly in Eleanor’s mind some words of the hymn they 
had sung last night in the barn floated over among her 
thoughts. 

*¢ When I can read my title clear, 
To mansions in the skies, 
Pll bid farewell to every fear, 
And wipe my weeping eyes.” 

Very simple words; words that to some ears have become 
trite with repetition; but thoughts that went down into the 
depths of Eleanor’s heart and garrisoned themselves there, 
beyond the power of any attacks to dislodge. Her gravity 
and indifference piqued Mr. Carlisle’s curiosity and affection 
both. He spent the evening in trying to overcome them; 
with very partial success. When he was leaving her, Eleanor 
drew the letter from her pocket. 

‘* What ig this P” said he, taking it, 

“Only a letter for you.” 
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“From you! The consideration of that must not be 
postponed.” He broke the seal. “Come, sit down again 
I will read it here.” 

“Not now! Take it home, Macintosh, and read it there. 
Let it wait so long.” 

66 Why Pp”? 

‘Never mind why. Do! Because I ask you.” 

“T don’t believe I can understand it without you beside 
me,” said he, smiling, and drawing the letter from its en- 
velope while he looked at her. 

“ But there is everybody here,” said Eleanor, glancing at 
another part of the room where the rest of the family were 
congregated. “I would rather you took it home with you” 

“It is something that yequires serious treatment P” 

“Yes.” 

“You are a wise little thing,” said he, “and I will take 
your advice.” He put the letter in his pocket; then took 
Eleanor’s hand upon his arm and walked her off to the 
library. Nobody was there; lamplight and firelight were 
warm and bright. Mr. Carlisle placed his charge in an easy 
chair by the library table, much to her disappointment; 
drew another close beside it, and sat down with his arm over 
the back of hers to read the letter. Thus it ran: 


“Tt is right you should know a change which has taken 
place in me since the time when [I first became known to 
you. I have changed very much, though it is a change 
perhaps which you will not believe in; yet I feel that it 
makes me very different from my old self, and alters en- 
tirely my views of almost everything. Life—and life’s affairs 
and aims—do not look to me as they looked a few months 
ago; if indeed I could be said to have taken any view at all 
of them then. They were little more than names to me, I 
believe. They are great realities now. 

“IT do not know how to tell you in what this change in me 
consists, for I doubt you will neither like it nor believe in 
it. Yet you must believe in it; for I am not the woman I 
was a little while ago; not the woman you think me now. 
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If I suffered you to go on as you are, in ignorance of it, I 
should be deceiving you. I have opened my eyes to the 
fact that this life is not the end of life. I see another 
beyond,—much more lasting, unknown, strange, perhaps 
not very distant. The thought of it presses upon me like 
cloud. I want to be ready for it—I feel I am not ready— 
and that before I can be ready, not only my views but my 
character must be changed. I am determined it shall, For, 
Mr. Carlisle, there is a Ruler whose government extends 
over this life and that, whose requisitions I have never met, 
whose commands I have never obcyed, whom consequently 
I fear; and until this fear is changed for another feeling, I 
cannot be happy. I will not live the life I have been lead- 
ing, careless and thoughtless; I will be the servant of this 
Ruler whom hitherto I have disregarded. Whatever his 
commands are, those will I follow, at all costs, at any sacri- 
fice ; whatever I have or possess shall be used for his service. 
One thing I desire; to be a true servant of God, and not 
fear his face in displeasure. To secure that, I will let every- 
thing else in the world go. 

“TI wish you to understand this thoroughly. It will draw 
on consequences that you would not like. It will make me 
such a woman as you would not, I feel, wish your wife to be. 
I shall follow a course of life and action that in many things, 
I know, would be extremely distasteful to you. Yet I must 
follow them—I can do no other—I dare do no other. I 
caunot live as I have lived. No, not for any reward or 
consideration that could be offered me; nor to avoid any 
human anger. 

“T think you would probably choose never to see me at the 
Priory, rather than to see me there such a woman as I shall 
be. In that case, I shall be very sorry for all the disagree- 
able consequences which would to you attend the annulling 
of tne contract formed between us. My own part of them 
I am ready to bear. : 

“ ELEANOR Pow1z.” 


The letter was read through almost under Eleanor’s own 
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eyes. -She looked furtively, as she could, to see how Mr. 
Carlisle took it. He did not seem to take it at all; she 
could find no change in his face. If the brow slightly bent 
before her did slightly knit itself m sterner lines than 
common, she could not be sure of it, bent as it was; and 
when he looked up, there was no such expression there. 
He looked as pleasant as possible. 

“Do you want me to jaugh at you P” he said. 

“That was not the precise object I had in writing,” said 
Eleanor soberly. 

“IT do not suppose it, and yet I fool very much like 
laughing at you a little. So you think you can make your- 
self a woman I would not like,—ch, my darling P” 

He had drawn Eleanor’s head down to his shoulder, 
within easy reach of his lips, but he did not kiss her. His 
right hand smoothed back the masses of her beautiful hair, 
and then rested on her cheek while he looked into the face 
thus held for near inspection; much as one handles‘a child. 
The touch was light and caressing, and calm as power too. 
Eleanor breathed quick. She could not bear it. Sho forced 
herself back where she could look at him. 

“ You are taking it lightly, but I mean it very seriously,” 
she said, “TI think I could—I think I shall. I did not 
write you such a letter without very deep reason.” 

He still retained his hold of her, and in his right hand 
had captured one of hers. This hand he now brought to 
his lips, kissing and caressing it. 

“T do not think I understand it yet,” he said. “ What 
are you going to do with yourself? Is it your old passion 
for a monastic life come up again? do you want the old 
Priory built up, and me for a Father Confessor P” 

Did he mean ever to loose his hold of the little hand 


he held so lightly and firmly? Never! Hleanor’s head 
drooped. 


** What is it, Eleanor pm 


“It is serious work, Mr. Carlisle; and you will not believe 
me, 9 


“ Make me serious too. Tell me a littie more definitely 
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what dreadful thing I am to expect. What sort of a woman 
is my wife going to be?” 

* Such a one as you would not have, if you knew it;— 
such @ one as you never would have sought, if J had known 
it myself earlier, I feel sure.” Eleanor’s colour glowed all 
over her face and brow ; nevertheless she spoke steadily. 

“ Enigmatical!” said Mr. Carlisle. “Tho only thing I 
understand is this—and this,” and he kissed alternately hor 
cheek and lips. “ Here is my wife—here is what I wish her 
to be. It will be all right the twenty-first of next month. 
What will you do after that, Eleanor P” 

Eleanor was silent, mortified, troubled, silenced. What 
was the use of trying to explain herself? 

“What do you want to do, EleanorP Give all your 
money to the poor? I believe that is your pet fancy. Is 
that what you mean to doP” 

EHleanor’s cheeks burnt again. “ You know I have very 
little money to give, Mr. Carlisle. But I have determined 
to give myself.” 

“To me P” 

“No, no. I mean, to duties and commands higher than 
any human obligation. And they may, and probably will, 
oblige me to live in a way that would not please you.” 

“Let us see. What is the novelty?” 

“Tam going to live—it is right I should tell you, whether 
you will believe me or not—I am going to live henceforth 
not for this world but the other.” 

“‘ How?” said he, looking at her with his clear brilliant eyes. 

**T do not know, in detail. But, you know, in the Church 
service, the pomps and vanities of the world are renounced; 
whatever that involves, it will find me obedient.” 

“ What has put this fancy in your head, Eleanor ?” 

**A sense of danger, first, I think.” 

“A sense of danger! Danger of what?” 

“Yes. <A feeling of being unready for that other life to 
which I might at any time go;—that other world, I mean. 
I cannot be happy so.” She was agitated; her colour was 
high; her nerves trembled. .: 
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“ How came this ‘sense of danger’ into your head? what 
brought it, or suggested it P”’ 

“When I was ill last summer—TI felt it then. I have felt 
it since. I feel my head uncovered to mect the storm that 
may at any time break uponit. I am going to live, if I can, 
as people live whom you would laugh at; you would call 
them fanatics and fools. It is the only way for me to be 
happy; but you would not like it in one near you.” 

“ Go in a black dress, Eleanor ?” 

She was silent. She very nearly burst into tears, but 
prevented that, 

“You can’t terrify me,” said Mr. Carlisle, lazily throwing 
himself back in his chair. “I don’t get up a ‘sense of dan- 
ger’’as easily as you do, darling. One look in your face 
puts all that to flight at once. I am safe, You may do 
what you like.” 

“You would not say that by and by,” said Eleanor. 

“Would I not?” said- ke, rousing up and drawing her 
tenderly but irresistibly to his arms again. “ But make 
proper amends to me for breaking rules to-night, and you 
shall have carte-blanche for this new fancy, Eleanor. How 
are you going to ask my forgiveness P” 

“You ought to ask mine—for you will not attend to me.” 

“ Contumacious P” said he, lightly touching her lips as if 
they were a goblet and he were taking sips of the wine;— 
“then I shall make my own amends. You shall live as you 
please, darling, only take me along with you.” 

“You will not go.” 

“How do you know f” 

“Neither your feeling nor your taste agree with it.” 

“What are you going to do!” said he, half laughing, 
holding her fast and looking down into her face. “My 
little Eleanor! Make yourself a grey nun, or a blue Puritan ? 
Grey becomes you, darling; it makes a duchess of you; and 
blue is set off by this magnificent brown head of yours. I 
will answer for my taste in either event; and I think you 
could bear, and consequently I could, all the other colours 
in the rainbow. As for your idea, of making yourself a 
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woman that I would not like, I do not think you can com 
pass it. You may try. I will not Ict you go too far.” 

* You cannot hinder it, Macintosh,” said Eleanor in a low 
voice. 

“ Kiss mo!” said he, laughingly. 

Eleanor slowly raised her head from his shoulder and 
obeyed, go far as a very dainty and shyly given permission 
went; feeling bitterly that she had brought herself into 
bonds from which only Mr. Carlisle’s hand could release 
her. She could not break them herself. What possible 
reason could she assign? And so she was in his power. 

‘‘ Cheeks hot, and hands cold,” said Mr. Carlisle to himself 
as he walked away through therooms. “ I wish the twenty- 
first were to-morrow!’’ He stopped in the drawing-room to 
hold a consultation of some length with Mrs. Powle; in 
which, however, he confided to her no more than that the 
last: night’s attention to her nurse’s daughter had been quite 
too much for Eleanor, and he should think it extremely 
injudicious to allow it again. Which Mrs. Powle had no- 
idea of doing. 

Neither had Eleanor any idea of attempting it. But she 
spent half that night in heart-ache and in baffled searchings 
for o path out of her difficulties. What could she do? If 
Mr. Carlisle would marry her, she saw no help for it; and 
to disgust him with her would be a difficult matter. For 
oh, Eleanor knew, that though he would not like a religious 
wife, he had good reason to trust his own power of regu- 
lating any tendency of that sort which might offend him. 
Once his wife, once let that strong arm have a right to be 
round her permanently; and Eleanor knew it would be an 
effectual bar against whatever he wished to keep at a dise 
tance. 

-HKleanor was armed with no Christian armour; no helmet 
or shield of protection had she; all she had was the strength 
of fear, and the resolute determination to seek until she 
should find that panoply in which she would be safe and 
strong. Once married to Mr. Carlisle, and she felt that her 
determination would be in danger, and her resolution meet 
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another resolution with which it might have hard fighting 
to do. Ay, and who knew whether hers would overcome P 
She must not finish this marriage; yet how induce Mr. 
Carlisle to think of her as she wished ? 

“T declare,” said Mrs. Powle, coming into her room the 
next day, “ that one night’s sitting up has done the work of 
a week’s illness upon you, Eleanor! Mr. Carlisle is right.” 

* In what P” 

“ Ho said you must not go again.” 

“TI think. he is somewhat premature in arranging my 
movements.” 

“Don’t you like it?” said Mrs. Powle, laughing a little, 
“You must learn to submit tothat. I am glad there is 
somebody that can control you, Eleanor, at last. It does me 
good. It was a happiness that you never took anything 
desperate into your head, for your father and you together 
were more than a match for me; and it’s just the same with 
Julia. But Julia is growing tame and more reasonable, I 
think, lately.” 

‘Good reason why,” thought Eleanor, moodily. “ But 
that is a better sort of control she is under.” 

“‘I am charged with a commission to you, Eleanor.” 

What is it, ma’am P” 

“To find out what particular kind of jewels you prefer. 
I really don’t know, so am obliged to ask you—which was 
not in my commission,” 

* Jewels, mamma !” 

“ Jewels, my lady.” 

“O mamma! don’t talk to me of jewels ” 

“ Nor of weddings, I suppose; but really I do not see how 
things are to be done unless they are to be talked about. 
For instance, this matter of your liking in jewellery—I 
think rubies become you, Eleanor; though to be sure 
there is nothing J like so well as diamonds. What is 
the matter P” 

For Eleanor’s brown head had gone down on the table 
before her, and her face was hidden in her aaa She 
slowly raised it at her mother’s question. © 
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“Mamma, Mr. Carlisle does not know what he is doing |” 

* Pray what do you mean?” 

“He thinks he is marrying ® person who will be gay, 
and live for and in the world, as he lives—and as he would 
wish me. Mamma, I will not—I never will! I never shall 
be what he likes in that respect. I mean to live a religious 
life.” . 

“A roligious life! What sort of a life is that P” 

* Tt is what you do not like—nor he.” 

“A religious life! Eleanor, you do not suppose Mr. 
Carlisle would wish his wife to lead an irreligious life P” 

“Yes—I do. 

‘1 should not like you to tell him that,” said Mrs. Powle, 
colouring with anger. “How dare you say it? What sort 
of a religious life do you want to live P” 

“ Such a one as the Bible bids, mamma,” Hleanor said in 
a low voice and drooping her head, “Such a one as the 
Prayer-book recommends, over and over.”’ 

“ And you think Mr. Carlisle would not like that? What 
insinuations you are making against us all, Eleanor! For 
of course, I, your mother, have wished you also to live this 
irreligious life. We are a set of heathens together. Dr. 
Cairnes too. He was delighted with it.” 

“Tt changes nothing, mamma,” said Hleanor. “I am 
resolved to live in a different way; and Mr. Carlisle would 
not like it; and if he only knew it, he would not wish to 
marry me; and I cannot make him believe it.” 

“You have tried, have you P”’ 

“Yes, I have tried. It was only honest.” 

“ Well, I did not think you were such a fool, Eleanor! and 
-am sure hedid not. Believe you, you little fool? he knows 
etter. He knows that he will not have had you a week at 

the Priory before you will be too happy to live what life he 
pleases. He is just the man to bring you into order. I 
only wish the wedding-day was to-morrow.” 

Eleanor drew. herself up, and her face changed from soft 
and sorrowful to stubborn. She kept silence, 

“In this present matter of jewels,” said Mrs, Powle, 
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roturning to the charge, “I suppose I am to tell him that a 
plain sct of jet is as much as you can fancy; or that, as it 
would be rather uncommon to be married in black, you will 
take bugles. What he will say I am sure I don’t know.” 

“You had better not try, mamma,” said Eleanor. “If 
the words you last said are true, and I should be unable to 
follow my conscience at Rythdale Priory, then I shall never 
go there; and in that case the jewels will not be wanted, 
except for somebody else whose taste neither bugles nor jet 
would suit.” 

“Now you have got one of your obstinate fits on,” said 
Mrs. Powle, “and I will go. I shall be a better friend to 
you than to tell Mr. Carlisle a word of all this, which I know 
will be vanished in another month or two; and if you value 
your good fortune, Eleanor, I recommend you to keep & 
wise tongue between your teeth in talking to him. I know 
one thing—I wish Dr. Cairnes, or the Church, or whoever 
has it in hand, would keep all dissenting fools from coming 
to Wiglands to preach their pestiferous notions here, and 
that your father would not bring them to his house! That 
is what I wish. Will you be reasonable, and give me an 
answer about the jewels, Hleanor P” 

‘“‘T cannot think about jewels, mamma.” 

Mrs. Powle departed. Eleanor sat with her head bowed 
in her hands, her mind in dim confusion, through which 
loomed the one thought, that she must break this marriage. 
Her mother’s words had roused the evil as well as the good 
of Eleaner’s nature; and along with bitter self-reproaches 
and longings for good, she already by foretaste champed the 
bit of an authority that she did not love. So, while her 
mind was in a sea of turmoil, there came suddenly, like a 
sun-blink upon the confusion, a soft question from her little 
sister Julia. Neither mother nor danghter had taken notice 
of her being in the room. ~The question came strangely soft, 
for Julia. 

** Eleanor, do you love Jesus P” 

Eleanor raised her head in unspeakable astonishment, 
startled and even shocked, as one is at an unheard-of thing. 
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Julia’s face was close beside her, looking wistful and anxious, 
und tender also. The look struck Bicones heart. But 
she only stared. 

“ Do you P” said Julia, wistfully. 

It wrought the most unaccountable convulsion in Hlea- 
nor’s mind, this little dove’s feather of a question, touching 
the sore and angry feelings that wrestled there. She flung 
herself off her chair, and on her knees by the table sobbed 
dreadfully. Julia stood by, looking as sober as if she had 
been a ministering angel. 

Eleanor knew what the question meant—that was all. 
She had heard Mr. Rhys speak of it; she had heard him 
speak of it with a quiver on his lip and a flush in his face, 
which showed her that there was something in religion that 
she had never fathomed, nor ever before suspected; there 
was a hidden region of joy, the entrance to which was veiled 
from her. To Eleanor the thing would have been a mere 
mystery, but that she had seen it to be a reality; once seen, 
that was never to be forgotten. And now, in the midst of 
her struggles of passion and pain, Julia’s question came 
innocently asking whether she were a sharer in that un- 
earthly wonderful joy which seemed to put its possessor 
beyond the reach of struggles. Eleanor’s sobs were the 
hard sobs of pain. As wisely as if she had really been a 
ministering angel, her little sister stood by silent; and said 
not another word till Eleanor had risen and taken her seat 
again. Nor then either. It was Eleanor that spoke. 

“What do you know about it, Julia ?” ‘ 

“Not much,” said the child. “JZ love the Lord Jesus— 
that is all, and I thought, perhaps, from the way you spoke 
that you did. Mr. Rhys would be so glad.” 

“HeP GladP What do you mean, Julia?” 

“I know he would; because I have heard him pray for 
you a great many times.” 

“ No—no,” said Eleanor, turning away,—* I know nothing 
but fear, I do not feel anything better. And they want me 
¢o think of everything else in the world but this one thing " 

“ But you will think of it, Eleanor, won’t you?” 
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Eleanor was silent and abstracted. Her sister watched 
her with strange eyes for Julia, anxiously observant, The 
silence lasted some time. 

“When does Mr. Rhys—is he going to preach again, 
Julia, that you know of?” 

“TJ think not. He was very tired after he preached the 
other night; he lay on the couch and did not move the 
whole of the next day. He is better to-day.” 

* You have seen him this morning P” 

*O yes. I see him every day; and he teaches me a great 
many things. But he always prays for you.” 

Eleanor did not wish to keep up the conversation, and it 
drupped. And after that, things went on their train. 

It was a very fast train, too; and growing in importance 
and thickening in its urgency of speed. Every day the 
preparations converged more nearly towards their great 
focus, the twenty-first of December. Eleanor felt the whirl 
of circumstances, felt borne off her feet and carried away 
with them; and felt it hopelessly. She knew not what to 
urge, that should be considered sufficient reason either by 
her mother or Mr. Carlisle for even delaying, much less 
breaking off the match. She was grave and proud, and un- 
satisfactory, as much as it was in her nature to be, partly on 
purpose; and Mr. Carlisle was not satisfied, and hurried of 
things all the more. He kept his temper perfectly, what. 
ever thoughts he had; he-rode and walked with Hleanor, 
when she would go, with the same cool and faultless manner; 
when she would not, he sometimes let it pass and sometimes 
made her go; but once or twice he failed in doing this, and 
recognized the possibility of Eleanor’s ability to give him 
trouble. He knew his own power, however; on the whole, 
he liked her quite as well for it. * 

“What is the matter with you, my darling?” he said one 
day. “You are not like yourself.” : 

“T am not happy,” said Eleanor. ““I told you I hada 
doubt unsettled upon my mind; and till that doubt is put 
at rest. I cannot be happy, I cannot have peace; you will 
take no pleasure in me.” 
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“Why do you not settle it, then?” said Mr. Carlisle, 
quietly. 

“Because I have no chance. I have not a moment to 
think, in this whirl where I am living. If you would put 
off the twenty-first of next month to the twenty-first of some 
month in the spring—or summer—I might have a breathing. 
place, and get myself in order. I cannot, now.” 

“You will have time to think, love, when you get to the 
Priory,” Mr. Carlisle observed in the same tone—an abso- 
lute tone. 

“Yes. I know how that would be!” Eleanor answered 
bitterly. “But I can take no pleasure in anything—I cannot 
have any rest or comfort—as long as I know that if anything 
happened to me—if death came suddenly—I am utterly 
unready. I cannot be happy so.” 

“I think I had better send Dr. Cairnes to see you,” said 
Mr. Carlisle. “He is in duty bound to be the family 
physician in all things spiritual where they need him. But 
this is morbid, Eleanor. I know how itis. These are only 
whims, my darling, that will never outlive that day you 
dread so much.” 

He had drawn her into his arms as he spoke; but in his 
touch amd his kiss Eleanor felt or fancied something master- 
ful, which irritated her. 

“Tf I thought that, Mr. Carlisle,” she said,—* f I knew 
it was true—that day would never come!” 

Mr. Carlisle’s self-control was perfect; so was his tact. 
He made no answer at all to this speech; only gave Eleanor 
two or three more of those quiet ownership kisses. No 
appearance of discomposure in his manner or in his voice 
when he spoke; still holding her in his arms. 

“TI shall know how té punish you one of these days for 
this,” he said. “You may expect to be laughed at a little, 
my darling, when you turn penitent. Which will not hinder 
the moment from coming.” 

And so, dismissing the matter and her with another light 
touch of her lips, he left her. 

“Will it be so?” thought Eleanor. “Shall I be so within 
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his control, that I shall even sue to him to forget and pardon 
this word of my true indignation? Once his wife—once let 
the twenty-first of December come—and there will be no 
more help for me. What shall I do?” 

She was desperate, but she saw no opening. She saw, 
however, the next day that Mr. Carlisle was coldly displeased 
with her. She was afraid to have him remain so; and made 
conciliations. These were accepted immediately and frankly, 
but so, at the same time, as made her feel she had lost 
ground and given Mr. Carlisle an advantage; every inch of 
which he knew and took. Nobody had scen the tokens of 
any part of all this passage of arms; in three days all was 
just as it had been, except Hleanor’s lost ground. And 
three days more were gone before the twenty-first of De- 
cember. : 


CHAPTER &X. 


** And, once wed, 
So just a man and gentle could not choose 
But make my life as smooth as marriage-ring.”’ 


*“WMacintosu, do you ever condescend to do such a thing 
as walk P—take a walk, I mean?” . 

“You may command me,” he answered somewhat lazily. 

“May I? For the walk; but I want further to make a 
visit in the village.” 

“You may make twenty, if you feel inclined. I will order 
the horses to meet us there—shall I? or do you not wish to 
do anything but walk to-day P” 

“Oyes. After my visit is paid, I shall be ready.” 

‘But it will be very inconvenient to walk so far in your 
habit. Oan you manage tbat ?” 

“T expect to enlighten you a good deal as to a woman’s 
power of managing,” said Eleanor. 

“Is that a warning?’ said he, making her turn her face 
towards him, Eleanor gratified him with one of her full, 
mischievoys smiles, 

“Did anybody ever tell you,” said he, continuing the 
inspection, “that you were handsome P” 

“It never was worth anybody’s while.” 

“ How was that P” 

“ Simply, that he would have gained nothing by it.” 

“Then I suppose I should not, or you think so P” 

“Nothing in the world. Mr. Carlisle, if you please, I will 
go and put on my hat.” 
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The day was November in a mild mood; pleasant enough 
for a walk; and so one at least of the two found it. For 
Eleanor, she was in a divided mood; yet even to her the 
exercise was grateful,.and brought some glow and stir of 
spirits through the body to the mind. At times, too, now, 
she almost bent before what seemed her fate, in hoplessness 
of escaping from it: and at those times she strove to accom- 
modate herself to it, and tried to propitiate her captor. She 
did this from a two-fold motive. She did fear him, and 
feared to have him anything but pleased with her; half 
slumbering that feeling lay; another feeling she was deeply 
conscious of. The love that he had for her—a gift that no 
woman can receive and be wholly unmoved by it—the affec- 
tion she herself had allowed him to bestow, in full faith that 
it would not be thrown away; that stung Eleanor with grief 
and self-reproach, and made her at times question whether 
her duty did not lie where she had formerly engaged it 
should. At such times she was very subdued in gentleness 
and in observance of Mr. Carlisle’s pleasure; subdued to a 
meekness foreign to her natural mood, and which, generally, 
to tell the truth, was accompanied by a very unwonted 
sedateness of spirits also; something very like the sedate- 
ness of despair. 

She walked now silently the first half of the way; manag. 
ing her long habit in a way that she knew Mr. Carlisle knew, 
though he took no open notice of it. The day was quite still, 
the road- footing good. A slight rime hung about the 
distance, veiled faintly the Rythdale woods, enshrouded the 
far-off village, as they now and then caught glimpses of it, 
in its tuft of surrounding trees. Yet near at hand, the aire 
seemed clear and mellow; there was no November chill. It 
was a brown world, however, through which the two walked ; 
life and freshness all gone from vegetation; the leaves in most 
cases fallen from the trees, and where they still hung, look- 
ing as sear and withered as frost and decay could make them, 

“Do you abhor all compliments?” said Mr. Carlisle, 
breaking a silence that for some time had heen broken 
only by the quick ring of their footsteps upon the ground. 
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“ No, sir.” 

“That is frank; yet I am half afraid to present the ono 
which is on my lips.” 

“Perhaps it is not worth while,” said Hleanor, with a 
gleam of a smile which was very alluring. “ You are going 
to tell me, possibly, that Iam a good walker.” 

“TI do not know why I should let you silence me. No, I 
was not going to tell you that you are a good walker; you 
know it already. The compliment of beauty, that you 
scorned, was also perhaps no news to you. What I admire 
in you now, is something you do not know you have; and I 
do not mean you shall, by my means.” 

Eleanor’s glance of amused curiosity, rewarded him. 

“ Are you expecting, now, that I shall ask for it P” 

“No; it would not be like you. You do not ask me for 
anything that you can help, Eleanor. I shall have to make 
myself cunning in inventing situations of need that will 
drive you to it. It is pleasanter to me than you can 
imagine, to have your eyes seek mine with a request in 
them.” 

Eleanor coloured. 

“There are the fieldfares !’ she exclaimed presently. 

‘What is there melancholy in that?’’ said Mr. Carlisle, 
laughingly. 

“Nothing. Why?” 

“You made the announcement as if you found it go.” 

“7 was thinking of the time I saw the fieldfares last,— 
when they were gathering together preparing for their 
taking flight; and now here they are back again! It seems 

*such a little while—and yet it seems a long while too. The 
summer has gone.” 

“Tam glad it has!” said Mr. Carlisle. “AndIam glad 
Autumn has had the discretion to follow it. I make my bow 
to the fieldfares.” 

“ You will not expect me to echo that,” said Hleanor. 

_ “No—not now. I will make you do it, by and by.” 

He thought a good deal of his power, Eleanor said to 

herself as she glanced at him; and sighed as she remem}. 
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bered that she did so too. She was afraid to say anything . 
more. It had not been so pleasant a summer to her that she 

would have wished to live it over again; yet was she very 

sorry to know it gone, for more reasons than it would do to 

let Mr. Carlisle see. 

“You do not believe that?” he said, coming with his 
brilliant eyes to find her out where her thoughts had 
plunged her. Eleanor came forth of them immediately, and 
answered— 

“No more than that one of those fieldfares, if you should 
catch it and fasten a leash round its neck, would say it was 
well done that its time of free flying was over.” 

‘My bird shall soar higher from the perch where I will 
place her, than ever she ventured before.”’ 

“ Ay, and stoop to your lure, Mr. Carlisle !” 

He laughed at this flash, and took instant tribute of the. 
lips whose sauciness tempted him. 

‘Do you wonder,” he said softly, “that I want to have my 
tassel-gentle on my hand P” 

Eleanor coloured again, and was wisely silent. 

“T am afraid you are not ambitious, Eleanor.” 

“Ts that such a favourite vice, that you wish I were?” 

“Vice! Itis a virtue, say rather; but not for a woman,’ 
he added in a different tone. “No, I do not wish you any 
more of it, Nellie, than a little education will give.” 

“You are mistaken, though, Macintosh. I am very am- 
bitious,” Eleanor said gravely. 

“Pray in what line? Of being able to govern Tippoo 
without my help ?” 

“Ts it Tippoo that I am to ride to-day P” 

“Yes. I will give you a lesson. What line does your 
ambition take, darling ?”’ 

“T have a great ambition—higher and deeper than you 
can think—to be a great deal better than myself.” 

She said it lowly and seriously, in a way that sufficiently 
spoke her earnestness. It was just as well to let Mr. Car- 
lisle know now and then which way her thoughts travelled. 
She did not look up till the consciousness of his examining 
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eyes upon her made her raise herown. His look was intent 
and silent; at first grave, and then changing into a vely 
sunny smile with the words— 

“ My little Saint Eleanor P” 

They were inimitably spoken; it is difficult to say how. 
The graciousness, and affection, and only a very little tendor 
raillery discernible with them, at once smote and won Elea- 
nor. What could she do to make amends to this man for 
letting him love her, but to be his wife and give him all tho 
good she couldP She answered his smile; and if hers was 
shy and slight, it was also so gentle that Mr. Carlisle was 
more than content. 

*‘ If you have no other ambition than that,” he said, “then 
the wise man is proved wrong who said that moderation is 
the sloth of the soul, as ambition is its activity.” 

“Who said that P” 

** Rochefoucald, I believe.” — 

‘‘ Like him,” said Eleanor, 

** How is that P wise P” 

‘No, indeed; false.” 

* He was a philosopher, and you are not even a student in 
that school.” 

‘‘ He was not a true man; and that I know by the lights 
he never knew.” 

“He told the time of day by the world’s clock, Eleanor. 
You go by a private sun-dial of your own.” 

“The sun is right, Mr. Carlisle! He was a vile old 
maligner of human nature.” 

“Where did you learn to know him so well?” said Mr, 
Carlisle, amused. 

“You may well ask. I used to study French sentences 
out of him, because they were in nice little detached bits; 
and when I came to understand him, I judged him accord- 
ingly.” 

“ By the sun. Few men will stand that, Eleanor. Give 
an instance.” 

“We are in the village.” 

“TI see it.” 
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“T told you I wanted to make a visit, Macintosh.” 

“ May I go, too?” 

“Why, certainly; but I am afraid you will not know what 
to do with yourself. It is at the house of Mrs. Lewis, my 
old nurse.” 

“Do you think I never go into cottagesF” said he, 
smiling. 

Eleanor did not know what to make of him; however, it 
was plain he would go with her into this one; so she took 
him in, and then had to tell who he was, and blushed for 
shame and vexation to see her old nurse’s delighted and 
deep curtseys at the honour done her. She made her escape 
to see Jane; and leaving Mr. Carlisle to his own devices, 
gladly shut herself into the little stairway which led up from 
the kitchen to Jane’s room. The door closed behind her; 
Eleanor let fall the spirit mask she wore before Mr. Carlisle 
—wore consciously for him and half unconsciously for her- 
self—and her feet went slowly and heavily up the stair. A 
short stairway it was, and she had short time to linger; she 
did not linger ; she went into Jane’s room. Eleanor had not 
been there since the night of her watch. 

It was like-coming out of the woods upon an open chame- 
paign, as she stood by the side of the sick girl. Jane was 
lying bolstered up, as usual; disease showed no stay of its 
ravages since Eleanor had been there last; all that was as it 
had been. The thin cheek with its feverish hue; the un- 
naturally bright eyes; the attitude of feebleness. But the 
mouth was quiet and at rest to-day; and that mysterious 
region of expression around the eyes had lost all its seams 
and lines of care and anxiety; and the eyes themselves 
looked at Hleanor with that calm, full simplicity that one 
sees in an infant’s eyes, before care or doubt has ever visited 
them. Eleanor was silent with surprise, and Jane spoke 
first. 

“‘T am glad to see you, Miss Eleanor.” 

“You are better, Jane, to-day.” 

“I think—I am almost well,” said Jane, pausing for 
breath as she spoke, and smiling at the same time. 
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“ What has happened to you since I was here lastP Yon 
do not look like the same.” 

“Ma'am, [am not the same. The Lord’s messenger hus 
come—and I’ve heard the message—and QO, Miss Eleanor, 
I’m happy!” 

“What do you mean, Jane?” said Eleanor; though it 
atruck coldly through all her senses what it did mean. 

“Dear Miss Eleanor,” said Jane, looking at her lovingly, 
“TI wish you was as happy as I be!” 

‘What makes you happy P” 

“ O ma’am, because I love Jesus—I love Jesus!” 

* You must tell me more, Jane. I do not understand 
you. The other night, when I was here, you were not 
happy.” 

“Miss Eleanor, I didn’t know him then. Since then I’ve 
seen how good he is—and how beautiful—and what he has 
done for me;—and I’m happy!” 

*Can’t you tell me more, Jane? I want to fnidoratand it.” 

“Miss Eleanor, it’s hard to tell. I’m thinking, one can’t 
tell another—but the Lord must just show himself.” 

“What has he shown to you?” said Eleanor, gloomily. 

The girl lifted her eyes with a placid light in them, as she 
answered— 

“‘He has showed me how he loves me—and that he has 
forgiven me—O, how good he is, Miss Eleanor!—and how | 
he will take me home. And nowI don’t want for to stay no 
more now.” 

“You were afraid of dying, the other night, Jane.” 

“That's gone,” said the girl, expressively. 

“But how did it go?” 

“TI can’t say, ma'am. I just saw how Jesus loves me~— 
and I felt I loved him—and then how could I be feared, Miss 
Eleanor, when all’s in his hand P” 

Eleanor stood still, looking at the transformed face before 
her, and feeling ready to sink on the floor and cry out for 
very sorrow of heart. Had this poor creature put on the 
invisible panoply which made her dare to go among the 
angels, while Eleanor’s own hand was empty—could not 
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reach it—could not grasp itP She stood still, with a cold 
brow and dark face. 

‘“‘ Jane, I wish you could give me what you have got—so 
as not to lose it yourself.” 

Jesus will give it to you, Miss Elcanor,” said the girl, 
with a brightening eye and smile; “I know he will.” 

“T do not know of him, Jane, as you do,” Eleanor said 
gravely. “ What did you do to gain this knowledge?” 

“IP I did nought, ma’am—what could I doP I just 
laid and cried in my bitterness of heart—like the night you 
was here, ma'am; till the day that Mr. Rhys came again 
and talked—and prayed—O, he prayed!—and my trouble 
went away and the light came. O, Miss Eleanor, if you 
would hear Mr. Rhys speak! I don’t know how;—but if 
you'd hear him, you’d know all that man can tell.” 

Eleanor stood silent. Jane looked at her with eyes of 
wistful regard, but panting already from the exertion. of 
talking. 

“But how are you different to-day, Jane, from what you 
were the other night—except in being happy P” 

“Ma'am,” said the girl, speaking with difficulty, for she 
was excited, “then I was blind. Now I see. I ain’t dif- 
ferent no-ways—only I have seen what the Lord has done 
for me—and I know he loves me—and he’s forgiven me my 
sins. He’s forgiven me!—And now I go singing to myself, 
like, all the day and the night too, ‘I love the Lord, and my 

Lord loves me.’”’ 

’ The water had slowly gathered in Jane’s eyes, and the 
cheek flushed; but her sweet happy regard never varied 
except to brighten. 

“Jane, you must talk no more,” said Eleanor. “ What can 
I do for you? only tell me that.” 

* Would Miss Eleanor read a bit?” 

What would become of Mr. Carlisle’s patience? Eleanor 
desperately resolved to let it take care of itself, and sat down 
to read to Jane at the open page where the girl’s look and 
finger had indicated that she wished her to begin: And the 
-yery first words were, “ Let not your heart be troubled.” 
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Eleanor felt her voice choke; then clearing it with a de- 
termined effort, she read on to the end of the chapter. But 
if she had been reading the passage in its original Greek, 
she herself would hardly have received less intelligence 
from it. She had a dim perception of the words of love and 
words of glory of which it is full; she saw that Mr. Rhys’s 
“helmet” was at the beginning of it, and the “peace” he 
had preached of at the end of it; yet those words, which 
ever since the day they were spoken have been a bed of rest 
to every heart that has loved thcir Author, only straitened 
Eleanor’s heart with a vision of rest afar off. 

“I must go now, dear Jane,” she said as soon as the 
reading was ended. “ What else would you like, that I can 
do for you?” | 

“Tm tuinking I want nothing, Miss Eleanor,” said the 
girl calmly, without moving the eyes which had looked at 
Eleanor all through the reading. “ But——” 

“ But what? speak out.” 

“Mother says you can do anything, ma’am.” 

“ Well, go on.” 

“ Dolly’s in trouble, ma’am.” 

“Dolly? why, she was to have been married to that 
young Earle ?” 

“Yes, ma’am, but—mother’ll tell you, Miss Eleanor—it 
tires me. He has been disappointed of his money, has 
James; and Dolly, she couldn’t lay up none, ’cause of home; 
and she’s got to go back to service at Tenby; and they don’t 
know when tbey’ll come together now.” 

A fit of coughing punished Jane for the exertion she had 
made, and put a stop to her communication. Eleanor 
stayed by her till it was over, would not let her say another 
word, kissed her, and ran down to the lower room in a 
divided rtate of spirits. There she learnt from Mrs. Lewis 
thn details of Jane’s confused story. The young couple 
wanted means to furnish a house; the money hoarded for 
the purpose had been lent by James in some stress of his 
parents’ affairs, and could not now be got back again; and 
the secret hope of the family, Eleanor found, was that James 


AT LUNCHEON. 177 


might be advanced to the gamckvoper’s place at Rythdale, 
which they took care to inform her was vacant, and which 
would put the young man in possession of better wages and 
enable him to marry at once. Eleanor just heard all this, 
and hurried out to the gate where Mr. Carlisle was waiting 
for her. Her interview with Jane had left her with a des- 
perate feeling of being cut off from the peace and light her 
heart longed for; and yet she was glad to see somebody elsa 
happy. She stood by Mr. Carlisle’s side in a sort of sub- 
dued mood. There also stood Miss Broadus. 

* Now, Eleanor! here you are. Won't you helpmeP I 
want you two to come in and take luncheon with us. I 
shall never get over it, if you do—I shall be so pleased. 
So will Juliana. Now do persuade this gentleman !—will 
youP We'll have luucheon in a little while—and then you 
can go on your ride. You'll never do it, if you do not 
to-day.” 

“Tt is hardly time, Miss Br oadus,” said Mr, Carlisle. 
“We must ride some miles before luncheon.” 

“TI think it must be very near time,” said Mix« sroadus. 
“Do, Eleanor, look and tell us what it is. Now you are 
here, it would be such a good chance. Well, Eleanor? And 
the horses can wait.” 

“Tt is half-past twelve by me, Miss Broadus. I do not 
know how it is by the world’s clock.” 

“You cannot take her word,” said Mr. Carlisle, preparing 
to mount Eleanor. “She goes by an old-fashioned thing, 
that is always behind the time—or in advance of it.” 

“Well, I declare!” said Miss Broadus. “That beautiful 
little watch Mr. Powle gave her! Then you will come in 
after your ride?” 

If they were near enough at luncheon time, Mr. Carlisle 
promised that should be done; and leaving Miss Broadus 
in startled admiration of their “horses: the riders set forth. 
A new ride was promised Eleanor; they struck forward 
beyond Wiglands, leaving the road to Rythdale on the left 
hand. Eleanor was busily meditating on the question of 
making suit to Mr. Carlisle in James Harle’s favour; buf 
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not as a question to be decided ; sho had resolved she would 
not do it, and was thinking rather how very unwilling she 
should be to do it; sensible at the same time that much 
power was in her hands to do good and give relief, of many 
kinds; but fixed in the mind that so long as she had not 
the absolute right and duty of Mr. Carlisle’s wife, she would 
not assume it. Yet between pride and benevolence Eleanor’s 
ride was likely to be scarce a pleasant one. It was ex- 
tremely silent, for which Tippoo’s behaviour on this occasion 
gave no excuse. He was as gentle as the day. 

“What did you find in that cottage to give your thoughts 
so profound a turn?” said Mr. Carlisle at last. 

“A sick girl,” 

“ Cottages do not seem to agree with you, Eleanor.” 

“That would be unfortunate,” said Eleanor, rousing up, 
“for the people in thom seem to want me very much.” 

“Do not Iect that impose on you,” said Mr. Carlisle, 
smiling. “Speaking of cottages—two of my cottages at 
Rythmoor are empty still.” 

“QO, are they?” Elcanor exclaimed, with sudden life. 

“ What then P” 

“ Ts there anybody you mean to putin them, Mr. Carlisle ?” 

“No. Is there anybody you mean to put in them P” 

“T know just who would like to have one.” 

‘Then I know just who shall have it—or I shall know, 
when you have told me.” 

Did he smile to himself that his bait had taken? He did 
not smile outwardly. Riding close up to her, he listened 
with a bright face to the story which Eleanor gave with a 
brighter. She had a private smile at herself. Where were 
hew’ scruples nowP ‘There was no help for it, 

“It is one of your—one of the under-gardeners at Rythe 
dale; his name is James Earle. I believe he is a good 
fellow.” 

* We will suppose that. What has he done to enlist your 
sympathy P” 

“He wants to marry a sister of this girl Ihave been to 
see, ‘They have been long betrothed; and James has been 
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laying up money to set up housekeeping. They were to have 
been married this autumn—now; but James had lent all 
his earnings to get his old father out of some distress, and 
they are not forthcoming; and all Dolly’s earnings go to 
support hers.” 

* And what would you like to do for them, Eleanor ?” 

Eleanor coloured now, but she could not go back. “If 
you think well of Earle, and would like to have him 
in one of the empty cottages at Rythmoor, I should be 

lad.” 
: “They shall go in the day we are married; and I wish 
you would find somebody for the other. Now, having made 
a pair of people happy and established a house, would you 
like a gallop ?”’ 

Eleanor’s checks were hot, and she would very much; 
but she answered, “ One of Tippoo’s gallops P”’ 

“You do not know them yet. You have tried only a mad 
gallop. Tippoo!” said Mr. Carlisle, stooping and striking 
his riding-glove against the horse’s shoulder,—“ Iam | going 
a race with you, do you hear ?” 

His own charger at the same time sprang sciieha: and 
Tippoo to match! But such a cradling flight through the 
air, Eleanor aever knew until now. There scemed no exer 
tion; there was no jar; a smooth, swift, arrowy passage 
over the ground, like what birds take under the clouds. 
This was the gentlest of gallops, certainly, and yet it was at 
arare speed that cleared the miles very fast and left striving 
grooms in the distance. Eleanor paid no attention to any- 
thing but the delight of motion; she did not care where or 
how far she was carried on such magical hoofs; but indced 
the ride was beyond her beat, and she did not know the 
waymarks if she had observed them. A gradual slackening 
of this pace of delight brought her back to the earth and 
her senses again. 

“ How was that?” said Mr. Carlisle. “It has done you 
no harm ?” 

“Ido not know how it was,” said Eleanor, caressing the 
head and neck of the magnificent animal she rode; “but I 
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think this ercature has come out of the Arabian Nights. 
Tippoo is certainly an enchanted prince.” 

“T’ll take care he is not discnchanted, then,” said Mr. 
Carlisle. “That gallop did us some service. Do you know 
where we are P” 

“‘ Not in the least.” 

“ You will know presently.” 

And accordingly a few minutcs of fast riding brought 
them to a lodge and a gate. 

“Ts this RythdaleP” said Eleanor, who had noticed the 
manner of the gate-opener. 

“Yes, and this entrance is near the house. You will see 
it in s moment or two.” 

It appeared presently, stately and lovely, on the other 
side of an extensive lawn; a grove of spruce firs making a 
beautiful setting for it on one side. The riders passed 
round the lawn, through a part of the plantations, and came 
up to the house at the before-mentioned left wing. Mr. 
Carlisle threw himself off his horse and came to Eleanor. 

“What now, Macintosh P” 

“* Luncheon.” 

**Q, I do not want any luncheon.” 

“Ido. And so do you, love. Come!” 

“‘Macintosh,” said Hleanor, beading down with her hand 
resting on his shoulder to enforce her request, “I do not 
want to go in.” 

“T cannot take you any further without rest and refresh- 
ment; ard we are too far from Miss Broadus’s now. Come, 
Eleanor !” 

He took her down, and then observing the discomposed 
colour of Eleanor’s cheek, he went on affectionately, as he 
was leading her in,—‘ What is there formidable in it, 
Nellie? Nothing but my mother and luncheon; and she 
will be much pleased to see you.” . 

Eleanor made no answer; she doubted it; at all events, 
the pleasure woud be all on one side. But the reception 
she got justified Mr. Carlisle. Lady Rythdale was pleased. 
She was even gracious. She sent Eleanor to her dressings 
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room to refresh herself, not to change her dress this timo; 
and received her when she came into her presence again 
with a look that was even benign. 

Bound, bound,—Hleanor felt it in everything her eye 
lit upon; she had thought it all over in the dressing-room, 
while sho was putting in order the masses of hair which 
-had been somewhat shaken down by the gallop. She was 
irritated, and proud, and afraid of displeasing Mr. Carlisle ; 
and above all this, and keeping it down, was the sense that 
she was bound to him. He did love her, if he also loved to 
command her; and he would do the latter, and it was better 
not to hinder his doing the other. But higher than this 
consideration rose the feeling of right. She had given him 
leave to love her; and now it secmed that his love de- 
manded of her all she had, if it was not all he wanted; 
duty and observance and her own sweet self, if not her 
heart’s absorbing affection. And this would satisfy Mr. 
Carlisle, Eleanor knew; she could not ease her conscience 
with the thought that it would not. And here she was in 
his mother’s dressing-room putting up her hair, and down 
stairs he and his mother were waiting for her; she was 
almost in the family already. Hlcanor put several feelings 
in bonds, along with the abundant tresses of brown hair 
which made her hands full, and went down. 

She looked lovely as she came in; for the pride and 
irritation and struggling rebellion which had all been at 
work, were smothered or at least kept under by her sub- 
dued fecling, and her brow wore an air of almost shy 
modesty. She did not see the two faces which were turned 
towards her as soon as she appcared, though she saw 
Mr. Carlisle rise. She came forward and stood before Lady 
Rythdale. ; 

The feeling af shyness and of being bound were both 
rather increased by all she saw and felt around her. The 
place was a winter parlour or sitting-room, luxuriously hung 
and furnished with red, which made a rich glow in the air. 
At one side a glass door revealed a glow of another sort, 
from the hues of tropical flowers gorgeously blooming in a 
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small conservatory; on another side of the room, where 
Lady Rythdale sat and her son stood, a fire of noble logs 
softly burned in an ample chimney. All around the cvi- 
dences of wealth and a cettain sort of power were multiplied 
—not newly there, but native—in a style of things very 
different from Eleanor’s own simple household. She stood 
before tho fire, fecling all this without looking up, her eye 
resting on tho exquisito mat ef Berlin wool on which Lady 
Rythdale’s foot rested. That lady surveyed her. 

“So you have come,” she said. “Macintosh said he 
would bring you.” 

Elcanor answered, for the moment with tact and tcm- 
per almost equal to her lover’s, “‘Madam—you know Mr. 
Carlisle.” 

How satisfied they both looked, she did not sce; but she 
felt it throngh every nerve, as Mr. Carlisle took her hands 
and placed her in a great chair, that she had pleased him 
thoroughly. He remained standing beside her, leaning on 
her chair, watching her varying colour, no doubt. A few 
commonplaces followed, and then the talk fell to the mother 
and son, who had some affairs to speak about. Eleanor’s 
eye went to the glass door beyond which the flowers 
beckoned her; she longed to go to them; but though 
fecling that bands were all round her, which were drawing 
her and would draw her to be at home in that house, she 
would not of her own will take one step that way; she 
would assume nothing, not even the right of a stranger. 
She only looked at the distant flowers, and thought, and 
ceased to hear the conversation she did not understand. 
But all this while Lady Rythdale was tuking note of her. 
A pause came, and Eleanor became conscious that she was 
@ subject of consideration. 

“You will have a very pretty wife, Macintosh,” said the 
baroness bluntly and benignly. 

_ The rush of colour to her face Eleanor felt as if she could 
hardly bear. She had much ado not to put up her hands 
like a child. | 

“You must have mercy on her, mamma,” said Mx 
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Carlisle, walking off to a bookcase. «She has the un 
common grace of modesty.” 

“It is no uso,” said Lady Rythdale. “She may as well 
get accustomed to it. Others will tcll her, if you do 
not.” | 

There was silence. Elcanor felt displeased. 

“Ts she as good as sho is pretty?” enquired Lady 
Rythdale. 

“No, ma’am,” said Eleanor in a low voice. The baronhess 
laughed. Her son smiled. Eleanor was vexed at herself 
for speaking. 

‘Mamma, is not Rochcfoucauld here somewhere P” 

“ Rodhefoucauld P what do you want of him P” 

“TIT want to call this lady to account for some of her 
opinions. Here he is. Now, Eleanor,” said he, tossing the 
book into her lap and sitting down beside her,—* justify 
yourself.” ; 

Eleanor guessed he wanted to draw her out. She was 
not very ready. She turned over slowly tho leaves of the 
book. Meanwhile Lady Rythdale again engaged her son in 
conversation which entirely overlooked her; and Eleanor 
thought her own thoughts; till Mr. Carlisle said with a 
little tone of triumph, “ Well, Elcanor P” 

‘What is it P” said Lady Rythdale. 

“Human nature, ma’am; that is the question.” 

“Only Rochefoucauld’s exposition of it,” said Eleanor. 

Well, goon. Prove him false.” 

* But when I have done it by the sun-dial, you will make 
me wrong by the clock.” 

“Instance! instance!” said Mr. Carlisle, laughing. 

“Take this. ‘La magnanimité est assez bien définie par 
son nom méze; néanmoins on pourroit dire que c’est le bon 
sens de ‘‘orgueil, et la voie la plus noble pour recevoir des 
ace Could anything be further from the truth than 

at P”’ 

“What is your idea of magnanimity? You do not think 
*the good sense of pride’ expresses it P”’ 

“It is not a matter of calculation at all; and I do not 
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think it is beholden to anything so low as pride for its 
origin.” 

“I am afraid we should not agree in our estimation of 
pride,” said Mr. Carlisle, amused; “you had better go on 
to something else. The want of ambition may indicate 
a deficiency in that quality—or an excess of it. Which, 
Eleanor P” 

* Rochefoucauld says, ‘La modération est comme la so- 
briété: on voudroit bien manger davantage, mais on craint 
de se faire mal.’”’ 

“ What have you to say against that P” 

“Nothing. It speaks for itself. And these two ) sayings 
alone prove that he had no knowledge of what {s really 
noble in men.” 

“Very few have,” said Mr. Carlisle dryly. 

“ But you do not agree with him P” 

“ Not in these two instances. I havea living confutation 
at my side.” 

‘Her accent is not perfect by any means,” said Lady 
Rythdale. 

“You are right, madam,” said Eleanor, with a moment’s 
hesitation and a little colour. “TI had good advantages at 
school, but I did not avail mysclf of them fully.” 

“TI know whose temper is perfect,” said Mr. Carlisle, 
drawing the book from her hand, and whispering, “ Do you 
want to see the flowers P” 

He was not pleased, Eleanor saw; he carried her off to 
the conservatory, and walked about with her there, watching 
her pleasure. She wished she could have been alone. The 
flowers were quite a different society from Lady Rythdale’s, 
and drew cif her thoughts into a different channel. The 
roses looked sweetness at her; the Dendrobium shone in 
purity; myrtles and ferns and some exquisite foreign plants 
that she knew not by name, were the very prime of elegant 
refinement and refreshing suggestion. Eleanor plucked a 
geranium leaf, and bruised it and thorghts together under 
her finger. Mr. Carlisle was called in, and for a moment 
she was left to herself. When he came back, his first 
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action was to gather a very superb rose and fasten it in her 
hair. Eleanor tried to arrest his hand, but he prevented 
her. 

“T do not like it, Macintosh. Lady Rythdale does not 
know me. Do not adorn me here!” 

“Your appearance here is my affair,” said he, coolly. 
“Bleanor, I have a request to make. My mother would 
like to hear you sing.” 

“Sing! Iam afraid I should not please Lady Rythdale.” 

Will you please me P” 

Eleanor quitted his hand and went to the door of com- 
munication with the red parlour, which was by two or three 
steps, dh which she sat down. Her eyes wero on the floor, 
where the object they encountered was Mr. Carlisle’s spurs. 
That would not do; she buried them in the depths of a 
wonderful white lily, and so sang the old ballad of Sir 
Patrick Spence. And so sweet and pure, so natural and 
wild, was her giving of the wild old song, as if it could 
have come out of the throat of the flower. Tho thrill of 
her voice was as a leaf trembling on its stem. No art 
there; it was unadulterated nature. A very delicious voice 
had been spoiled by no mastcr; the soul of the singer ren- 
dered the soul of the song. The listeners did both of them, 
to do them justice, hold their breath till she had done, 
Then Mr. Carlisle brought her in to lunchcon in triumph, 
rose and all, 

You have a very remarkable voice, my dear!” said Lady 
Rythdale. “Do you always sing such melancholy things ?” 

“You must take my mother’s compliments, Nellie, as you 
would olives—it takes a little while to get accustomed to 
them.” 

Eleanor thought so. 

“Do not you spoil her with sweet things,” said the 
baroness. “Come here, child—let me look at you. You 
have certainly as pretty a head of hair as ever I saw. Did 
you put in that rose P” 

“No, ma'am,” said Eleanor, blushing with somewhat bee 
sides pleasure. 
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Much to her amazement, the next thing was Lady Ryth- 
dale’s taking her in her arms and kissing her. Nor was 
Eleanor immediately released ; not until she had been held 
and looked over and caressed to the content of the old 
baroness, and Eleanor’s checks wero in a state of furious 
protestation. She was dismissed at last, with the assurance 
to Mr. Carlisle that she was “ an innocent little thing.” 

“ But she is not one of those people who are good because 
they have not force to be anything clse, Macintosh.” 

“T hope not.” 

After this, however, Eleanor was spared further dis- 
cussion, Luncheon came in; and during the whole dis- 
cussion of that she was well petted, both by the moPher and 
son. She felt that she could never break the nets that 
enclosed her; this day thoroughly achioved that conclusion 
to Eleanor’s mind, Yet, with a proud sort of mental reser- 
vation, she shunned the delicacies that belonged to Rythdale 
House, and would have made her luncheon with the sim- 
plicity of an anchorite on honey and bread, as she might at 
home. She was very gently overruled, and made to do as 
she would not at home. Eleanor was not inscusible to this 
sort of petting and care; the charm of it stolo ovcr her, 
even while it made her hopeless. And hopelessness said, 
sho had better make the most of all the good that fell to 
hor lot. To be seated in the heart of Rythdale House, and 
in the heart of its master, involved a worldly lot as fair at 
least as imagination could picture. Eleanor was made to 
taste it to-day, all lunchcon time, and when after luncheon 
Afr. Carlisle pleascd himself with making his mother and 
her quarrel over Rochcfoucauld, in a leisurely sort of enjoy- 
ment that spoke him in no haste to put an end to the day. 
At last, and not till the afternoon was waning, he ordered 
the horses. Eleanor was put on Black Maggio, and taken 
home at a gentle pace. 

“TI do not understand,” said Eleanor as they passed 
through the ruins, “why the House is called ‘the Priory.’ 
The priory buildings are here.” 

“There too,” said Mr. Carlisle. “The oldest foundations 
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are really up there; and part of the superstructure is still 
hidden within the modern walls. After they had established 
themselves up there, the monks became possessed of the 
richer sheltered lands of the valley, and moved themselves 
and their headquarters accordingly.” . 

The gloom of the afternoon was already gathering over 
the old tower of the priory church. The influence of the 
place and time went to swell the under-current of Elcanor’s 
thoughts and bring it nearcr to the surface. It would have 
driven her into silence, but that she did not choose that it 
should. She met Mr. Carlisle’s conversation, all the way, 
with the sort of subdued gentleness that had been upon 
her, and@vhich the day’s work had deepened. Nevertheless, 
when Eleanor went in at home, and the day’s work lay 
behind her, and Rythdale’s master was gone, and all the 
fascinations the day had presented to her presented them- 
selves anew to her imagination, Eleanor thought with sinke 
ing of heart—that what Jane Lewis had was better than all, 
So she went to bed that night. 


190 THE OLD DELMET, 


“ What shall I do to please you, before I leave home? What 
would you choose I should give you P” 

“Give me? Are you going to give me anything P” 

“TI would like to please you before I go away—if I knew 
how. Do you know how I canP” 

“O, Eleanor! Mr. Rhys wants something very much— 
if I could give it to him!” 

“What is it P” 

“He has nothing to write on—nothing but an old port- 
folio, and that don’t keep his pens and ink; and for travel- 
ling, you know, when he goes away, if he had a writing-case 
like yours—wouldn’t it be niceP O, Hleanor, I thought of 
that the other day, but I had no money. What-do you 
think P” 

“ Excellent!” said Eleanor. ‘Keep your own counsel, 
Julia; and you and I will go some day soon, and see what 
we can find.” 

“ Where will you goP to Brompton?” 

“Ofcourse. There is no other place to goto. But keep 
your own counsel, Julia.” 

If Juha kept her own counsel, she did not so well know 
how to keep her sister’s; for the very next day, when she 
was at Mrs. Williams’s cottage, the sight of the old portfolio 
brought up her talk with Hleanor and all that had led to it E 
and Julia out and spoke. 

“Mr. Rhys, I don’t believe that Hleanor wants to be 
married and go to Rythdale Priory.” 

Mr. Rhys’s first movement was to rise and see that the 
door of communication with the next room was securely 
shut; then, as he sat down to his writing again, he said 
gravely— 

“You ought to be very careful how you make such re- 
marks, Julia. You might, without knowing it, do great 
harm. You are probably very much mistaken.” 

“Tam careful, Mr. Rhys. I only said it to you.” 

“You had better not say it tome, And I hope you will 
say it to nobody else,” 

“But I want to speak to somebody,” said Julia; “and 
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she was crying in her room yesterday as hard as she could, 
I do not believo, she wants to go to Rythdale !” 

Julia spoke the last words with slow enunciation, like an 
oracle. Mr. Rhys looked up from his writing and smiled at 
her a little, though he answered very seriously. | 

“You ought to remember, Julia, that there might be 
many things to trouble your sister on leaving home for 
the last time, without going to any such extravagant sup- 
position as that she doos not want to leave it. Miss Eleanor 
may have other cause for sorrow, quite unconnected with 
that.” 

“TI know she has, too,” said Julia. “I think Eleanor 
wants to be a Christian.” 

He looked up again with one of his grave kcen glances, 

‘What makes you think it, JuliaP” 

“She said she wanted to be good, and that she was not 
ready for anything till she felt better; and I know that was 
what she meant. Do you think Mr. Carlisle is good, Mr. 
Rhys ?” 

“T have hardly an acquaintance with Mr. Carlisle. Pray 
for your sister, Julia, but do not talk about her. And now 
let me write.” 

The days rolled on quietly at Ivy Lodge, until Monday 
came. Hleanor had kept herself in order and given general 
satisfaction. When Monday came, she announced boldly 
that she was going to give the afternoon of that day to her 
little sister. It should be spent for Julia’s pleasure, and so 
they two would take the carriage and go to Brompton and 
be alone. It was a purpose that could not very well be 
interfered with. Mr. Carlisle grumbled a little, not ill- 
humouredly, but withdrew opposition; and Mrs. Powle made 
none, However, the day turned very disagreeable by after- 
hoon, and she proposed a postponement. 7 

“Tt is my last chance,” said Eleanor. “Julia shall have © 
this afternoon, if I never do it again.” So they went. 

The little one full of joy and anticipation; the elder grave, 
abstracted, unhappy. .The day was gloomy and cloudy and 
windy. Eleanor looked out upon the driying grey clouds, 
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and wondered if she was driving to her fate, at Brompton. 
She could not help wishing the sun would shine on her fate, 
whatever it was; but the chill gloom that enveloped the 
fields and the roads was all in keeping with the piece of her 
life she was traversing then. Too much, too much! She 
could not rouse hersclf from extreme depression; and Julia, 
feeling it, could only remark over and over that it was “a 
nasty day.” 

It was better when they got to the town. Brompton was 
h quaint old town, where comparatively little modernizing 
hsd come, excep! in the contents of the shops, and the 
exteriors of a few buildings. The tower of a very beautiful 
old church lifted its head above the mass of housc-roofs as 
they drew near the place; in the town the streets were 
irregular and narrow and of ancient fashion in great part. 
Here, however, the gloom of tho day was much lost. What 
light there was, was broken and shadowed by many a jutting 
out stone in the old mason-work, many a recess and pro- 
jecting house-front or roof or doorway; the broad grey 
uniformity of dulness that brooded over the open landscape, 
was not here to be felt. Quaint interest, quaint beauty, the 
savour of things old and quict and stable, had a stimulating 
and a soothing effect too. Elcanor roused up to business, 
and business gave its usual mecd of refreshment and 
strength. Sheand Julia had a good shopping time. It was 
a burden of love with the little one to see that everything 
about the proposed purchase was precisely and entirely 
what it should be; and Eleanor seconded her and gave her 
her heart’s content of pleasure; going from shop to shop, 
patiently looking for all they wanted, till it was found. 
Julia’s joy was complete, and shone ip her face. The face 
of the other grew dark and anxious. They had got into 
the carriage to go to another shop for some trifle Eleanor 
wanted. - 

“ Julia, would you like to stay and hear Mr. Rhys daa 
to-night P” 

“QO, wouldn’t I! But we can’t, you know.” 

“Iam going to stay.” 
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“And going to hear him ?” 
“Yes.” 

. 0, Eleanor! Does mamma know ?” 
“No.” 


“ But she will be frightened, if we are not come home.” 

“‘Then you can take the carriage home and tcll her; and 
send the little waggon or my pony fur me.” 

“ Couldn’t you send one of the men P” 

“ Yos, and then I should have Mr. Carlisle come after me. 
No, if I send, you must go.” 

“* Wouldn’t he like it P” 

“Tt is no matter whether he would like it or no. Iam 
going to stay. You can do as you please.” - 

“TJ would like to stay,” said Julia eagerly. “O, Eleanor, I 
want to stay! But mamma would bo so frightened. Elcanor, 
do you think it is right ?” 

“‘It is right for me,” said Eleanor. “It is the only thing 
Ican do. If it displeased all the world, I should stay. You 
may choose what you will do. If the horses go home, they 
cannot come back again; the waggon and old Roger, or my 
pony, would have to come for me—with Thomas.” 

.' Julia debated, sighed, showed great anxiety for Eleanor, 
great difficulty of deciding, but finally concluded even with 
tears that it would not be right for her to stay. The car- 
riage went home with her and her purchases; Thomas, the 
old coachman, having answered with surprised alacrity to 
the question, whether he knew where the Wesleyan chapel 
in Brompton was. He was to come back for Hleanor and be 
with the waggon there. LHleanor herself went to spend the 
intermediate time before the hour of service, and take tea, at 
the house of a little lawyer in the town, whom her father 
employed, and whose wife she knew would be overjoyed at 
the honour thus done her. It was not perhaps the best 
choice of a resting-place that Eleanor could have made, for 
it was a sure and certain fountain-head of gossip; but she 
was in no mood to care for that just now, and desired above 
all things not to take shelter in any house where a message 
or an emissary from the Lodge or the Priory would be likely 
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to find Ler; nor in one where her proceedings wouid be 
gravely looked into, At Mrs. Pinchbeck’s hospitable tea- 
table she was very secure from both. There was nothing 
but swectmeats there! 

Mrs. Pinchbeck was a lively lady, in a profusion of little 
fair curls all over her head, and a piece of flannel round her 
throat. She was very volublo, though her voico was very 
hoarse. Indeed, she left nothing untold that thero was time 
to tell. Sho gavo Eleanor an account of all Brompton’s 
doings; of her own; of Mr. Pinchbeck’s; and of the doings 
of young Master Pinchbeck, who was happily in bed, and 
who, she declared, when not in bed was too much for her. 
Meanwhile Mr. Pinchbeck, who was a black-haired, ordi- 
narily somewhat grim-looking man, now with his primness 
all gilded in smiles, pressed the sweetmeats, and looked his 
beaming delight at tho occasion. Eleanor felt miserably 
out of place; even Mrs. Pinchbeck’s flannel round hor throat 
helped her to question whether she were not altogether 
wrong and mistaken in her present undertaking. But 
though she felt miserable, and even trembled with a sort of 
speculative doubt that camo over her, she did not in the 
least hesitate in her course. Eleanor was not made of that 
stuff. Certainly she was where she had no business to be, 
ot Mrs. Pinchbeck’s tea-table, and Mr. Pinchbeck had no 
business to be offering her sweetmeats; but it was a mise- 
rable necessity of the straits to which she found herself 
driven. She must go to the Wesleyan chapel that evening; 
she would, coufe gue coute. There, she darcd public opinion; 
the opinion of the Priory and the Lodge. Here, she con- 
fessed said opinion was right. 

One good effect of the vocal entertainment to which she 
was subjected, was that Eleanor herself was not called upon 
for many words. She listenod, and tasted sweetments; that 
was enough, and the Pinchbecks were satisfied. "When the 
time of durance was over—for she was nervously impatient, 
and the hour of the chapel service was come—Eleanor had 
not a little difficulty to escape from the offers of attendance 
and of service which both her host and hostess pressed u' 
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her. If her carriage was to meet her at a little distance, leb 
Mr. Pinchbeck by all means see her into it; and if it was not 
yet come, at least let her wait where she was while Mr. P, 
went to make inquiries. Or stay all night! Mrs. Pinch- 
beck would be delighted. By steady determination Eleanor 
at last succeeded in getting out of the house and into the 
street alone. Her heart beat then, fast and hard; it had 
been giving premonitory starts all the evening. In a very 
sombre mood of mind, she made her way in the chill wind 
along the streets, fecling herself a wanderer, every way. 
The chapel she sought was not far off; lights were blazing 
there, though the streets were gloomy. Eleanor made a 
quiet entrance into the warm house, and sat down; feeling 
as if the crisis of her fate had come. She did not care now 
about hiding herself; she went straight up the centre aisle 
and took a seat about half way in the building, at the end of 
a pew already filled all but that one place. The house was 
going to be crowded, and a great many people were already 
there, though it was still very early. 

The warmth after the cold streets, and the silence and the 
solitude, after being exposed to Mrs. Pinchbeck’s tongue 
and to her observation, made a lull in Eleanor’s mind for a 
moment. Then, with the waywardness of action which 
thought and feeling often take in unwonted situations, she 
began to wonder whether it could be right to be there~—not 
only for her, but for anybody. That large, light, plain 
apartment, looking not half so stately as the saloon of a 
country house—could that be a proper place for people to 
meet for divine serviceP It was better than a barn, still. 
was that a fit church? The windows blank and staring with 
white glass; the woodwork unadorned and merely painted; 
& little stir of feet coming in and garments rustling, the only 
sound. She missed the full swell of the organ, ‘which itself 
might have seemed to clothe even bare boards. Nothing of 
all that ; nothing of what she esteemed dignified, or noble, 
or sacred; a mere business-looking house, with that simple 
raised platform and little desk—was Eleanor right to be 
there? Was anybody else? Poor child, she felt wrong 
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every way, there or not there; but these thoughts tormented 
her. They tormented her only till Mr. Rhys came in. When 
she saw him, as it had been that evening in the barn, they 
quieted instantly. To her mind he was a guaranty for the 
righteousness of all'in which he was concerned, different as 
it might be from all to which she had been accustomed. 
Such a guaranty, that Eleanor’s mind was almost ready to 
leap to tho other conclusion, and account wrong whatever 
the difference put on anothor side from him. She watched 
him now, as he went with a quick step to the pulpit, or 
platform as sho called it, and mounting it, kneeled down 
beside one of the chairs that stood there. Hleanor was 
accustomed to that action; she had seen clergymen a mil- 
lion of times come into the pulpit, and always kneel; but it 
was not like this. Always an ample cushion lay ready for 
the knees that sank upon it; the step was measured; tho 
movement slow; every line was of grace and propriety; the 
full-robed form bowed reverently, and the face was buried iu 
s white cloud of cambric. Here, w tall figure, attired only in 
his ordinary dress, went with quick, decided step up to the 
place; there dropped upon one knee, hiding his face with 
his hand; without sccming to care where, and certainly 
without remembcring that thero was nothing but an ingrain 
carpet between his knee and the floor. But Eleanor knew 
what this man was about; and an instant sense of sacred- 
ness and awe stole over her, beyond what any organ-peals 
or richness of Gothic work had ever brought. Then she 
rejoiced that she was where she was. ‘To be there could 
not be wrong. 

The house was full and still. The beginning of the ser- 
vice again was the singing; here richer and fuller voiced than 
it had been in the barn. Somebody else made the prayers, 
to her sorrow; but then Mr. Rhys rose, and her eye and 
ear were all for him. She threw back her veil now. She 
was quite willing that he should see her; quite willing that 
if he had any message of help or warning for her in the course. 
of his sermon, he should deliver it. He saw her, she knew, 
immediately. She rather fancied that he saw everybody. 
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It was to be @ missionary sermon, Eleanor had under- 
stood; but she thought it was a very strange one. The text 
was, “ Render to Ceesar the things that are Ceesar’s; and to 
God the things that are God’s.” 

The question was, “ What are the Lord’s things P” 

Mr. Rhys seemed to be only talking to the people, as his 
bright eye went round the house and he went on to answer 
this question. Or rather to suggest answers. 

Jacob’s offering of devotion and gratitude was a tenth 
part of his possessions. “And Jacob vowed a vow, saying, 
If God will be with me, and will keep me in this way that I 
go, and will give me bread to eat and raiment to put on, 80 
that I come again to my father’s house in peace; then shall 
the Lord be my God: and this stone, which I have set for a 
pillar, shall be God’s house; and of all that thou shalt give 
me, 1 will surely give the tenth unto thee.” 

Mr. Rhys announced this. He did not comment upon it 
at all, He went on to say, that the commandment given by 
Moses appointed the sama offering. 

‘‘ And all the tithe of the land, whether of the seed of the 
land, or of the fruit of the tree, is the Lord’s: it is holy unto 
the Lord. And if a man will at all redeem ought of his 
tithes, he shall add thereto the fifth part thereof. And con- 
cerning the tithe of the herd, or of the flock, even of what- 
soever passeth under the rod, the tenth shall be holy unto 
the Lord. He shall not search whether it be good or bad, 
neither shall he change it; and if he change it at all, then 
both it and the change thereof shall be holy; it shall not be 
redeemed.” 

So that it appeared, that the least the Lord-would receive 
as a due offering to him from his people, was a fair and full 
tenth part of all they possessed. This was required, from 
those that were only nominally his people. How about 
those that render to him heart-service P 

David’s declaration, when laying up provision for the 
building of the temple, was that all was the Lord’s. “Who 
am I, and what is my people, that we should be able to offer 
80 willingly after this sort? for all things come of thee, and 
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of thine own have we given thee. . . O Lord our God, all 
this store that we have prepared to build thee an house for 
thy holy name cometh of thine hand, and is all thine own.” 
And God himself, in the fiftieth Psalm, claims to be the 
one sole owner and proprietor, when he says, “ Every 
beast of the forest is mine, and the cattle upon a thousand 
hills.” 

But some people may think, that this is a sort of natural 
and providential right, which the Creator exercises over the 
works of his hands. Come a little closer. 

‘The silver is mine, and the gold is mine, saith the Lord 
of Hosts.’"—So it was declared by his prophet Haggai. 
And by another of his servants, the Lord told the people 
that their own prospering in the various goods of this world, 
would be according to their faithfulness in serving him with 
them. 

“Willa man rob God? Yet ye haverobbed me. But ye 
say, Wherein have we robbed thee? In tithes and offerings. 
Ye are cursed with a curse; for ye have robbed me, even 
this whole nation. 

“Bring ye all the tithes. into the storchouse, that there 
may be meat in mine house, and prove me now herewith, 
saith the Lord of hosts, if I will not open you the windows 
of heaven, and pour you out a blessing, that there shall not 

‘ be room enough to receive it.” 

So that it is not grace nor bounty the Lord receives at our 
hands in such offerings; it is simply his own. 

Then it must be considered that those were the times of 
the old dispensation; of an expensive system of sacrifices 
and temple worship; with a great.body of the priesthood to 
be mkintained and supplied in all their services and private 
household wants. We live in changed times, under a dif- 
ferent rule. What do the Lord’s servants owe him now P 

The speaker had gone on with the utmost quietness of 
manner from one of these instances to another; using hardly 
any gestures; uttering only with slow distinctness and de- 
liberation his sentences one after the other; his face and eye 
meanwhile commanding the whole assembly. He went on 
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now with the same quictness, perhaps with a little moro 
deliberateness of accentuation, and an additional spark of 
fire now and then in his glance. 

There was a widow woman once, who threw into the Lord’s 
treasury two mites, which make a farthing; but it was all 
her living. Again, we read that among the first Christians, 
‘all that believed were together, and had all things common 
and sold their possessions and goods, and parted them to al 
men, as every man had need.” “The multitude of them 
that believed were of one heart, and of one soul; neither 
said any of them that ought of the things which he possessed 
was his own; but they had all things common.” 

Were these people extravagant? Thoy overwent the 
judgment of the present day. By what rule shall we try 
them ? 

Christ’s rule is, “Freely ye have received; freely give.” 
What have we received P 

Friends, “ you know the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, 
that, though he was rich, yet for your sakes he became poor, 
that ye through his poverty might be rich.” And the judg- 
ment of the old Christian church accorded with this; for 
they said— The love of Christ constraineth us; because we 
thus judge, that if one died for all, then were all dead; and 
that he died for all, that they which live should not hence- 
forth live unto themselves, but unto him which died for 
them, and rose again.” Were they extravagant P 

But Christ has given us a closer rule to try the question 
by. He told his disciples, “'This is my commandment, That 
ye love one another, as I have loved you.” Does any one ask 
how that was?. The Lord tells us in the next breath. It 
was no theoretical feeling. “ Greater love hath no man than 
this, that a man lay down his life for his friends.” “A new 
commandment I give unto you, That ye love one another ; 
as I have loved you, that ye also love one another.” 

Pausing there in his course, with fire and tenderness 
breaking out in his face and manner, that gave him a kind 
of seraphic look, the speaker Durst forth into a description 
of the love of Christ, that before long bowed the heads and 
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hearts of his audience as one man. Sobs and whispers and 
smothered crios, murmured from all parts of the church; 
the whole assembly was broken down, while the preacher 
stood like some heavenly messenger and spoke his Master's 
name. When he ccased, the suppressed noise of sobs was 
alone to be heard all over the house. He paused a little, 
and began again very quietly, but with an added tenderness 
in his voice— 

“He that saith he abideth in him, ought himself also so 
to walk, even as he walked.”—‘ Hercby perceive we the love 
of God, because he laid down his life for us; and we ought 
to lay down our lives for the brethren.” 

He paused again; every one there knew that he was ready 
to act on the principle he enounced—that he was speaking 
only of what he had proved; and the heads of the assembly 
bent lower still. 

Does any one ask, What shall we do now? There is no 
temple to bo maintained, nor course of sacrifices to be kept 
up, nor ceremonial worship, nor Levitical body of priests to 
be supported and fed. What shall we give our lives and 
our fortunes to now, if we give them P 

“*Whatsoover ye would that men should do to you, do ye 
even so to them.” Is the gospel dear to you? Is salvation 
worth havingP Think of those who know nothing of it; 
and then think of Christ’s command, “ Feed my sheep.” 
They aro scattered upon all lands, the sheep that he died 
for; who shall gather them inP In China they worship a 
heap of ashes; in India they adore monsters; in Fiji thoy 
live to kill and eat one another; in Africa they sit in the 
darkness of centuries, till almost the spark of humanity is 
quenched out. “ Whosoever shall call upon the name of the 
Lord shall be saved.” But “how shall they call on him in 
whom they have not believed? and how shall they believe 
in him of whom they have not heard? and how shall they 
hear without @ preacher P and how shall they preach, except 
they be sent? as it is written, How beautiful are the feet 
of them that preach the gospel of peace, and bring glad 
tidings of good things!” 
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“© Zion, that bringest good tidings, get thee up into the 
high mountain: O Jerusalem, that bringest good tidings, 
lift up thy voice with strength ; lift it up, be not afraid; say 
unto the cities of Judah, Behold your God!” 

“The Spirit and the bride say, come. And let him that 
heareth say, come. And let him that is athirst come. And 
whosoever will, let him take the water of life freely.” 

It was in the midst of the deepest stillness, and in low, 
kept-under tones, that the last words were spoken. And 
when they ceased, a great hush still remained upon the 
assembly. It was broken by prayer; sweet, solemn, rapt, 
such as some there had never heard before; such as some 
there knew well. When Mr. Rhys had stopped, another 
began. The whole house was still with tears. 

There was one bowed heart there, which had divided sub- 
jects of consideration; there was one hidden face which had 
a double motive for being hid. Eleanor had been absorbed 
in the entrancing interest of the time, listening with move- 
less eyes, and borne away from all her own subjects of care 
and difficulty on the swelling tide of thought and emotion 
which heaved the whole assembly; till her own head was 
bent bencath its power, and her tears sought to be covered 
from view. She did not move from that attitude; until, 
lifting her head near the close of the sermon, as soon as she 
‘could get it up, in fact, that she might see as much as pose 
sible of those wonderful looks she might never see again; 
a slight chance turn of her head brought another idea into 
her mind. A little behind her in the aisle, standing but a 
pace or two off, was a figure that for one instant made all 
Eleanor’s blood stand still. She could not see it distinctly ; 
she did not see the face of the person at all; it was only the 
merest glimpse of some outlines, the least line of a coat and 
vision of an arm and hand resting on a pew door. But if 
that arm and hand did not belong to somebody she knew, in 
Eleanor’s belief it belonged to nobody living. It was not 
the colour of cloth nor the cut of a dress; it was the in- 
definable character of thet arm and man’s glove, seen with 
but half an eye. But'it made her sure that Mr. Carlisle, in 
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living flesh and blood, stood there, in the Wesleyaz chapel 
though it was. Eleanor cared curiously little about it, after 
the first start. She felt set free, in the deep, high engage- 
ment of her thoughts at the time, and tne roused and de- 
termined state of feeling they had produced. She did not 
fear Mr. Carlisle. She was quite willing he should have 
secn her there. It was what sho wished, that he should 
know of her doing. And his neighbourhood in that place 
did not hinder her full attention and enjoyment of every 
word that was spoken. It did not check her tears, nor stifle 
the swelling of her heart under the preaching and under 
the prayers. Noevcrtheless, Eleanor was conscious of it all 
the time; and became conscious too that the service would 
before very long come to a close; and thon, without doubt, 
that quiet glove would havo something to do with her. 
Eleanor did not reason nor stop to think about it. Her 
heart was full, full, under the appeals made and the working 
of conscience with them; conscience and tenderer feelings, 
which strove together and yet found no rest; and this 
action the sight of Mr. Carlisle rather intensified. Were 
her head but covered by that helmet of salvation, under 
which others lived and walked so royally secure,—and she 
could bid defiance to any disturbing force that could meet 
her, she thought, in this world. 

Tt was while Eleanor’s head was yet bowed, and her heart 
busy with these struggling feelings, that she heard an in- 
vitation given to all psople who were not at peace in their 
hearts, and who desired that Christians should pray for 
them,—to come forward and so signify their wish. Eleanor 
did not understand what this could mean; and hearing a 
stir in the church, she looked up, if perhaps her eyes might 
give her information. To her surprise, she saw that num- 
bers of people were leaving their seats, and going forward 
to what she would havo called the chancel rails, where they 
all knelt down. All these persons, then, were in like con- 
ition with her; unhapyy in the consciousness of their 
wants, and not knowing how to supply them. So many! 
And so many willing openly to confess it. Eleanor’s heart 
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moved strangely towards them. And then darted into her 
bead an impulse, quick as lightning and almost as startling, 
that she would join herself to them, and go forward as they 
were doing. Was not her heart mourning for the very sams 
want that they felt? She had reason enough. No one in 
that room sought the forgiveness of God and peace with 
him more earnestly than she, nor with a sorer heart; nor 
feli more ignorant how to gain it. Together with that, 
another thought, both of them acting with the swiftness 
and power of a lightning flash, moved Eleanor. Would it 
not utterly disgust Mr. Carlisle, if she took this step? 
weuld he wish to have any more to do with her, after sho 
should have gone forward publicly to ask for prayers in & 
Wesleyan chapel? It would prove to him at least how far 
apart they were in all their views and feelings; it would 
clear her way for her. And the next moment, doing it 
cunningly that she might not be intercepted, Eleanor Powle 
slipped out of her seat with a quick movement, just before 
some one else who was coming up the aisle, and so put that 
person for that one second of danger between her and the 
waiting figure, whom she knew without looking at. That 
second was gained, and she went trembling with agitation, 
yet exultingly, up the aisle, and knelt on the low bench 
where the others were. 

Mr. Carlisle and escape from him, had been Eleanor’s one 
thought till she got there. But as her knees sank upon the 
cushion, and her head bowed upon the rails, a flood of other 
feeling swept over her, and Mr. Carlisle was forgotten. The 
sense of what she was committing herself to—of the open 
stand she was taking as a sinner, and one who desired to be 
® forgiven sinner—overwhelmed her; and her heart’s great 
cry for peace and purity broke forth to the exclusion of 
everything else. 

In the confusion of Eleanor’s mind, she did not know in 
the least what was going on around her in the church. She 
did not hear if they were praying or singing. She tried to 
pray for herself; she knew not what others were doing; 
til she heard some low whispered words near her. That 
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sound startled her into attention; for she knew the accent 
of one voice that spoke. The other, if one answered, she 
could not discern; but she found, with a start of mingled 
fear and pleasure, that Mr. Rhys was speaking separately 
with the persons kneeling around the rails. She had only 
time to clear her voice from tears, before that same low whis- 
per came beside her. 

‘What is your difficulty ?” 

“ Darknoss—confusion—I do not see what way to go.” 

“Go no way,” said the whisper impressively, “ until you 
seo clearly. Then do what is right. That is the first point. 
You know that Christ is the fountain of light ?” 

‘But I see none.” 

‘Seek him trustingly, and obediently ; and then look for 
the light to come, as you would for the dawning after a 
dark night. It is sure, if you will trust the Lord. ‘His 
going forth is prepared as the morning.’ It is sure to come, 
to all that seek him, trust him, and obey him, Seek him 
in prayer constantly, and in studying your Bible; and 
what you find to be your duty, do; and the Lord be with 
you |” 

He passed away‘from Eleanor; and presently the whole 
assembly struck up a hymn. It sounded like a sweet shout 
of melody at the time; but Eleanor could never recall & 
note of it afterwards. She knew the service was nearly 
ended, and that in a few minutes she must quit her kneel- 
ing, sheltered position, and go out into the world again. 
She bent her heart to catch all the sweetness of the place 
and the time; for strange and confused as she felt, there 
was, nevertheless, an atmosphere fragrant with peace about 
both. The hymn came to an end; the congregation were 
(lismissed, and Hleanor perforce turned her face to go down 
the aisle again. 

Her veil was down and she did not look, but she knew 
without looking just when she reached the spot where Mr. 
Carlisle stood. He stood there yet; he had only stepped a 
little aside to let the stream of people go past him; and 
now as Hleanor came up he assumed his place by her side, 
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and put her hand upon his arm as quietly as if he had been 
waiting there for her by appointment all along. So he led 
her out to the carriage in waiting for her, helped her into it, 
and took his place beside her; in silence, but with the 
utmost gentleness of demeanour. The carriage door was 
closed, they drove off; Eleanor’s evening was over, and she 
was alone with Mr. Carlisle. 


CHAPTER XII. 


Mar. ‘Marry, sir, sometimes he is a kind of Puritan.” 

Sir And. ‘O, if I thought that, I’d beat him like a dog.” 

Sir (ob. ‘‘ What, for boing a Puritan? thy exquisite reason, dear knight P”* 
Sir And. “TI have no exquisite reason for’t, but I’ve reason good enough.” 


Wuat was to come now; as in darkness and silence the 
carriage rolled over the road towards WiglandsP MHleanor 
did not greatly care. She felt set free; outwardly, by her 
own daring act of separation; inwardly and more effectually, 
perhaps, by the influence of the evoning upon her own 
mind. In her own settled and matured conclusions, she felt 
that Mr. Carlisle’s power over her was gone. It was a little 
of an annoyance to have him sitting there; nevertheless, 
Eleanor’s mind did not trouble itself much with him. 
Leaning back in the carriage, she gave herself up to the 
impressions of the scene she had been through. Her com- 
panion was quiet, and made no demands upon her attention. 
She recalled over and over the words, and looks, of the 
sermon; the swell of the music—it had been like angels’ 
melody; and the soft words which had been so energetic 
in their whispered strength as she knelt at the railing. 
She remembered with fresh wonder and admiration, with 
what cffect the Bible words in the first part of the sermon 
had come upon the audience through that extreme quietness 
of voice and delivery ; and then with what sudden fire and 
life, as if he had become another man, the speaker had burst 
out to speak of his Master; and how it had swayed and 
bent the assembly. It wag an entirely new view of Mr, 
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Rhys, and Eleanor could not forget it. In general, as she 
had always seen him, though perfectly at ease in his man- 
ners, he was very simple and undcomonstrative. She had 
not guessed there was such might in him. It awed her; it 
delighted her. To live such a life, and to do such work as 
that man lived for,—that was living indeed! That was 
noble, high, pure; unlike, and oh, how far above all the 
manner of lives Eleanor had ever scen before! And such, 
in so far as the little may resemble the great—such at least 
so far as in her sphero and abilities and sadly inferior moral 
qualities it might lie—such in aim and direction at least, 
her own life should be. What had she to do with Mr. 
Carlisle P 

Eleanor never spoke to him during the long drive, for- 
getting as far as she could, though a little uneasiness grew 
upon her by degrees, that he was even present. And ho 
did not speak to her, nor remind her of his presence other- 
wise than by pulling up the glass on her side when the 
wind blew in too chill, It was his carriage they were in, 
Eleanor then perceived; and she wanted to ask a question; 
but on the whole concluded it safo to be still; according 
to the proverb, Let sleeping dogs lie. One other time ho 
drew her shawl round her, which she had Iet slip off. 

Mr. Carlisle was possessed of large self-control, and Lad 
great perfection of tact; and he never showed either mora 
consummately than this night. What he underwent while 
standing in the aisle of the chapel, was known to himself; 
he made it known to nobody else. He was certainly silent 
during the drive—that showed him displeascd; but every 
movement was calm as ordinary; his care of Eleanor was 
the same, in its mixture of gentle observance aud authority. 
He had laid down neither. Eleanor could have wished ho 
had been unable to keep one or the other. Would he keep 
her too, and everything else that he choseP Nothing is 
more subduing in its effect upon others, than evident power 
of self-command. Eleanor could not help feeling it, as she 
stepped out of the carriage at home, and was led into the 
house. 
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“ Will you give me a few minutes when you have changed 
your dress P” her conductor asked. 

kt must come, thought Eleanor, and as well now as ever; 
and she assented. Mr. Carlisle led ncr in. Nobody was in 
waiting but Mrs. Powle; and she waited with devouring 
anxiety. The Squiro and Julia sho had carcfully disposed 
of in good time. 

* Eleanor is tired, Mrs. Powle, and so am J,” said Mr. 
Carlisle. “ Will you lect us have some supper here, by this 
fire P—and I think Eleanor had better have a cup of tea, as 
I cannot find out the wine that she likes.” And as Eleanor 
moved away, he added,—“ And let me beg you not to kecp 
yourself from your rest any longer—TI will take care of my 
charge; at least I will try.” 

Devoutly hoping that he might succeed to his wishes, and 
not daring to show the anxicty he did not move to gratify, 
Mrs. Powle took the hint of his gentle dismission; ordcred 
the suppor and withdrew. Mcanwhile Eleanor went to her 
room, relieved at the quict entrance that had been secured 
her, whero sho had looked for a storm; and a little puzzled 
what to make of Mr. Carlisle. A little afraid, too, if the 
truth must be known; but she fell back upon Mr. Rhys’s 
words of counsel—‘ Go no way, till you seo clearly; and 
then do what is right.” She took off her bonnet and 
smoothed her hair; and was about to go down, when she 
was checked by the remembrance of Mr. Carlisle’s words, 
“when you have changed your dress.” She told herself it 
was absurd; why should she change her dress for that half- 
hour that she would be up? why should she mind that word 
of intimation? She called herself a fool for it; nevertheless, 
while saying these things Eleanor did the very thing she 
scouted at. She put off her riding-dress, which the streets 
of Brompton and the chapel aisles had seen that day, and 
changed it for a light grey drapery that fell about her in 
very graceful folds. She looked very lovely when she re- 
entered the drawing-room; the medium tint set off her 
own rich colours, and the laces at throat and wrist were just 
simple enough to aid the whole effect. Mr. Carlisle was a 
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judge of dress; he was standing before the fire, and sur- 
veyed her as sho came in; and as Elcanor’s foot faltered 
half-way in the room, he came forward, took both her hands 
and Jed her to the fire, where he set her in a great chair by 
the supper-table; and then before ho let her go, did what he 
had not meant to do, gave a very frank kiss to the lips that 
were so rich and pure and so near him. Eleanor’s heart 
had swik a little at perceiving that her mother was not in 
the room; and this action was far from reassuring. She 
would rather Mr. Carlisle had been angry. He was far 
more difficult to mect in this mood. 

Meanwhile Mr. Carlisle brought her chair into more con- 
venient neighbourhood to the table, and set a plate before 
her, on which he went on to place whatever he thought. fit. 
“I know what you are wanting,” he said; “ but you shall 
not have a cup of tea unless I see you eat.” And Eleanor 
eat, fecling the need of it, and the necessity of doing some- 
thing likewise. 

Mr. Carlisle poured himself out a glass of wine and slowly 
drank it, watching her. Midway sct it down; and himself 
made and poured out and sugared and creamed a cup of tea 
which he set beside Eleanor. It was done in the nicest way 
possible, with a manner that any woman would like to have 
wait on her. Elcanor tasted, and could not hold her tongue 
any more. 

“I did not know this was one of your accomplishments,” 
she said, without raising her cyes. 

“For you,” said Mr. Carlisle. “I believe it will never be 
exercised for anybody clse.” 

He slowly finished his wine while he watched her. He 
eat nothing himself, though Hleanor asked him, till she 
turned from her plate, and did what she had not done till 
then, but could no longer withhold—let her eyes meet his. 

“ Now,” said he, throwing himself into an opposite chair, 
“Twill take a cup of tea, if you will make it for me.” 

Eleanor blushed—what made her P—as she set about pere 
forming this office. The tea was cold; she had to make 

fresh, and wait till it was ready; and she stood by the table 
, : 
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watching and preparing it, while Mr. Carlisle sat in his 
chair observing her. Elcanor’s checks flushed more and 
more, There was somcthing about this little piece of do- 
mesticity, and her becoming the servitor in her turn, that 
brought up things she did not wish to think of. But her 
neighbour liked what she did not like, for he sat as quiet as 
@® mouse until Eleanor’s trembling hand offered him the 
cup. She had to take a step or two for it, but ho never 
stirred to abridge thom. LElcanor sat down again, and 
Mr. Carlisle sipped his tea with an appearance of grati- 
fication. 

“That. is a young man of uncommon abilities,” he re- 
marked composedly, “whom we heard this evening. Do 
you know who he is, Hleanor P”’ 

Eleanor felt as if the sky was falling. “It is Mr. Rhys— 
Alfred’s old tutor,” she answered, in a voice which she felt 
was dry and embarrassed to the quick ears that heard her. 
*'You have seen him.” 

“T thought I had, somewhere. But that man has power. 
It is a pity he could not be induced to come into the Church 
—he would draw better houses than Dr. Cairnes. Do you 
think we could win him over, Eleanor?” 

“TI believe—I have heard,” said Eleanor, “that he is 
going away from England. He is going a missionary to 
some very far away region.” She was quite willing Mr. 
Carlisle should understand this. 

“Just as well,’ he answered. “If he would not come 
into his right place, such a man would only work to draw 
other persons out of theirs. There is a sort of popular 
power of speech, which wins with the common and une 
educated’ mind. I saw it won upon you, Nellie; how was 
that P” 

The light tone, in which a smile seemed but half con- 
cealed, disconcerted Eleanor. She was not ashamed, she 
thought she was not, but she did not know how to answer, 

‘You are a little téte-montée,” he said. “If I had beon a 
little nearer to you to-night, I would have saved you from 
taking one step; but I did not fancy that you could be so 
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suddenly wrought upon. Pray how happened you to be in 
that place to-night P” 

“T told you,” said Eleanor, after some hesitation, “that I 
had an unsatisfied wish of heart which made me uneasy— 
and you would not believe me.” 

“If you knew how this man could speak, I do not wonder 
at your wanting to hear him. Did you ever hear him 
before P” : . 

“Yes,” said Eleanor, feeling that she was getting in a 
wrong position before her questioner. “I have heard him 
once—I wanted to hear him again.” __ 

“ Why. did you not tell me your wish, that you might 
gratify it safely, Eleanor P”’ 

“TI supposed—if I did—I should lose my chance of gra- 
tifying it at all.” : 

. “You are a real téte-montée,” he said, standing now before 

her, and taking hold lightly and caressingly of Eleanor’s 
chin as he spoke. “It is well nobody saw you to-night but 
me. Does my little wife think she can safely gratify many 
of her wishes without her husband’s knowledge P” 

Eleanor coloured brightly and drew herself back. “That 
is the very thing,” she said; “now you are coming to the 
point. I told you I had wishes with which yours would not 
agree, and it was better for you to know it before it was too 
late.” 

“Too late for what P” 

* To remedy a great evil.” 

“There is generally a remedy for everything,” said Mr. 
Carlisle, coolly; ‘‘and this sort of imaginative fervour 
which is upon you is sure to find a cold bath of its own in 
good time. My purpose is simply in future, whenever you 
wish to hear another specimen of the kind of oratory we 
have listened to this evening, to be with you, that I may 
protect you.” 

* Protect me from what P” 

“From going too far, further than you know, in your 
present evaliée state. The Lady of Rythdale must not do 
anything unworthy of herself, or of me.” 
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“What do you mean, Mr. Carlisle? Eleanor exclaimed, 
with burning checks. But he stood before her quite cool, 
nis arms folded, looking down at her. 

“Do you wish mo to speak P” 

“Certainly! Ido.” 

“T will tell you, then. It would not accord with my 
wishes to have my wife grant whispered consultations in 
public to any man; especially a young man, and one of 
insinuating talents, which this one well may be. I could 
have shot that man, as he was talking to you to-night, 
Eleanor.” ‘ 

Eleanor put up her hands to her face to hido its colour for 
a moment. Shame and anger and confusion struggled 
together. Ziad she done anything unworthy of her? 
Others did the same, but they belonged to a different class 
of persons; had she been where Jtleanor Powle, or even 
Eleanor Carlisle, would be out of pluceP And then there 
was the contrasted consciousness, how very pleasant and 
precious that whispered “consultation ’’ had been to her. 
Mr. Carlisle stooped and took away her hands from her face, 
holding them in his own. 

“ Hleanor—had that young man anything to do with 
those unmanageable wishes you expressed to me P” 

“ So far as his words and examplo sect me upon thinking,” 
said Eleanor. “ But there was nothing in what was said 
to-night that all the world might not hear.” She rose, for 
it was an uncomfortable position in which her hands were 
held. 

“ All the world did not hear it, you will remember. Elea 
nor, you are honest, and I am jealous—will you tell me that 
you have no regard for this young man more than my wife 
ought to have ?” 

“Mr. Carlisle, I have never asked myself the question |” 
exclaimed Eleanor, with indignant eyes. “If you doubt 
me, you cannot wish to have anything more to do with 
me.” 

“Call me Macintosh,” said he, drawing her within his 
arn, 
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PBleanor would not. She would have freed herself, but she 
could not without exerting too much force. She stood silent. 

“ Will you tell me,” he said in a gentle changed tone, 
“what words did pass between you and that young man— 
that you said all the world might hear P” 

Eleanor hesitated. Her head was almost on Mr. Car- 
lisle’s shoulder; his lips were almost at her downcast brow; 
the brilliant hazel eyes were looking with their powerful 
light into her face. And she was his affianced wife. Was 
Eleanor free? Had this man, who loved her, no rights? 
Along with all other feelings, a keen sense of self-reproach 
stole in again. 

“ Macintosh,” she said droopingly, “it was entirely about 
religious matters—that you would laugh at, but would not 
understand.” 

“Indulge me—and try me,” he said, pressing his lips first 
on Eleanor’s cheek and then on her mouth. She answered 
in the same tono as before, drooping in his arms as a weary 
child. 

“He asked me—as I suppose he asked others—what the 
difficulties in my mind were—religious difficulties; and I 
told him my mind was in confusion, and I did not see 
clearly before me. He advised me to do nothing in tha 
dark, but when I saw duty clear, then todo it. That was 
what passed.” 

“ What did all these difficulties and rules of action refer 
to p” 

“Everything, I suppose,” said Eleanor, drooping more 
and more inwardly. 

“ And you do not see, my love, what all this tended to FP” 

“T do not see what you mean.” 

“This is artful proselytism, Eleanor. In your brave 
honesty, in your beautiful enthusiasm, you did not know 
that the purpose of all this has been, to make a Methodist of 
Eleanor Powle, and as a necessary preliminary or condition, 
to break off her promised marriage with me. If that fellow 
had succeeded, he should have been made to feel my indig- 
nation—aé it is, I shall let him go.” 
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“You are entirely mistaken,” began Eleanor. 

“Am IP Have you not been led to doubt whether you 
could live a right life, and live tii with me?” 

“ But would you bo willing in everything to let me do as 
I think right?” 

“Would I let youP You shall do what you will, my 
darling, except go to whispering conventicles. A.ssuredly I 
‘will not let you do that. But when you tell me seriously 
that you think a thing is wrong, I will never put my will in 
the way of your conscience. Did you think me a Mahome- 
tanP Eh?” 

“‘ No—but——” 

“ But what P” 

Eleanor only sighed. 

“T think I have something to forgive to-night, Mleanor, 
—but it is easy to forgive you.” And wrapping both arms 
round her now, he pressed on brow and lip and cheek kisses 
that were abundantly reconciled. 

“My presence just saved you to-night. Hleanor—will 
you promise not to be naughty any more P—Eleanor P” 

“T will try,” burst out Eleanor,—* O, I will try to do 
what is right! I will try to do what is right!” 

And in bitter uncertainty what that might be, she gave 
way under the strain of so many feelings, and the sense of 
being conquered which oppressed her, and burst into tears. 
Still held fast, the only hiding-place for her eyes was Mr. 
Carlisle’s breast, and they flowed there bitterly, though 
restrained as much as possible. He hardly wished to re- 
strain them; he would have been willing to stand all night 
with that soft brown head resting like a child’s on him. 
Nevertheless he called her to order with words and kisses. 

**Do you know, it is late P’’ he said,—“ and you are tired. 
I must send you off. Eleanor! look up. Look up and kiss 
me.” 

Eleanor overcame the passion of tears as soon as possible, 
yet not till a few minutes had passed, and looked up; at 
least raised her head from its resting-place. Mr. Carlisle 
whispered, “ Kiss me |” 
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How could Eleanor refuse? what ciuld she do? though 
it was sealing allegiance over again. She was utterly hum- 
bled and conquered. But there waz a touch of pride to be 
satisficd first. Laying one hand on Mr. Carlisle’s shoulder, 
go as to push herself a little back where she could look him 
in the face, with eyes glittering yet, she confronted him; 
and asked, “ Do you doubt me now P” 

Holding her in both arms, at just that distance, he looked 
down at her, a smile as calm as brilliant playing all over his 
face, which spoke perfect content as well as secure possese 
sion. But the trust in his eyes was as cloar. 

“No more than I doubt mysclf,” he answered. 

Pride was laid asleep; and yielding to what seemed her 
fate, Eleanor gave the required token of fealty—or subjus 
gation—for so it seemed to her. Standing quite still, with 
bent head and moveless attitude, the slightest smile in the 
world upon the lips, Mr. Carlisle’s whole air said silently 
that it was not enough. Eleanor yielded again, and once 
more touched her lips to those of her master. He let her go 
then; lit her candle and attended her to the foot of the 
staircase, and dismissed her with all care. 

“JT wonder if he is going to stay here himself to-night, 
and mect me in the morning,” thought Eleanor as she went 
up the stairs. “It does not matter—I will go to sleep and 
forget everything, for a while.” 

Would sheP ‘There was no sleep for Eleanor that night, 
and she knew it as soon as she reached her room. She set 
down her candle and then herself, in blank despair. 

What had she done? Nothing at all. The stand she had 
meant to take at the beginning of the evening, she had been 
unable even to set foot upon. The bold step by which she 
had thought to set herself free from Mr. Carlisle, had only 
laid her more completely at his feet. Eleanor got up and 
walked the room in agony. 

What had she done? She was this man’s promised wife; 
she had made her own bonds; it was her own doing; he 
had a right to her, he had claims upon her, he had given his 
affection to her. Had she any rights now, inconsistent with 
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hisP Must she not fulfil this marriage P And yet, could 
she do so, feeling as she did? would that be right? For no 
sooner was Eleanor alone than the subducd cry of her heart 
broke out again, that it could not be. And that cry grew 
desperate. Yct this evening’s opportunity had all come to 
nothing. Worse than nothing, for it had laid an additional 
difficulty in her way. By her window, looking out into the 
dark night, Eleanor stopped and looked at this difficulty. 
She drew from its lurking-place in the darkness of her heart 
the question Mr. Carlisle had suggested, and confronted it 
steadily. 

Had “that young man,” the preacher of this evening, 
Eleanor’s really best friend, had he anything to do with her 
“unmanageable wishesP lad she any regard for him that 
influenced her mind in this struggle—or that raised the 
struggle? With fiercely throbbing heart Eleanor looked 
this question for the first time in the face. “No!” she said 
to herself,—“ no! I have not. I have no such regard for 
him. How debasing to have such a doubt raiscd! But—I 
might have—I think that is true—if circumstances put me 
in the way of it. And I think, seeing him and knowing his 
superior beauty of charactcr—how superior !—has wakened 
me up to the consciousness of what I do like, and what I 
like best; and made me conscious too that I do not love Mr. 
Carlisle as well as I ought, to be his wife—not as he loves 
me. That I see now—too late. O, mother, mother! why 
were you in such a hurry to seal this marriage—when 1 
told you, I told you, I was not ready? But then I did not 
know any moro than that. And now I cannot marry him— 
and yet 1 shall—and I'do not know but I ought. And yet I 
cannot.” 

Eleanor walked her floor or stood by her window that 
live-long night. It was a night of great agony and dis- 
tracted searching for relief. Where should relief come 
fromP To tell. Mr. Carlisle frankly that she did not bear 
the right kind of love towards him, she knew would be the 
vainest of expedients. ‘“ He can make me do anything—he 
would say he can make me love him; and s0, perhaps, he 
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éould—I believe he would—if I had not seen this other 
man.” And then Eleanor drew the contrast between one 
person and the other; the high, pure, spiritual nobleness of 
the one, and the social and personal graces and intcllectual 
power of the other, all used for selfish ends. It was a very 
unprofitable speculation for Eleanor; it left her further than 
ever from the conclusion, and distressed her bitterly. From 
her mother she knew sadly there was no help to be had. 
No consideration, of duty or pleasure, would outweigh with 
her the loss of a splendid alliance and the scandal of break- 
ing off the preparations for it. The Sphynx would not look 
out more calmly over the descrt waste of all things, than 
Mrs. Powle’s fair face would overview a moral desolation 
more hopeless and more cheerless, if but the pyramid of her 
ambition were firmly planted there. And Elcanor’s worst 
trouble after all was her doubt about duty. If Mr. Carlisle 
had not loved her—but he did love her truly and tenderly, 
and she, however misled, had given him permission. Could 
she now withdraw it? Could she do anything but, at whate 
ever risk, go on and meet the obligations she had brought 
upon herself? Nature cried out strongly that it must not 
be; but conscience and remorse, aided by circumstances, 
withstood nature, and said it must be no other way. Elea- 
nor must marry Mr. Carlisle, and be as good to him as she 
could. And Eleanor’s whole soul began to rise up stronger 
and stronger in protest against it, and cry that she never 
would marry him. 

The weary long night seemed but as one thought of pain; 
and when the morning broke, Eleanor felt that she had 
grown old. 


CHAPTER XIII. 


“ We will have rings, and things, and fine arrays 
And kiss me, Kate, we will be married o’ Sunday.” 


ELEANOR was too sick to go down even to a late breakfast; 
and a raging headache kept off any inquiries or remon- 
strances that Mrs. Powle might have made to her if she had 
been well. Later in the day her little sister Julia came 
dancing in. 

“Aren’t you going to get up, Eleanor? What’s the 
matter? I am going to open your window. You are all 
shut up here.” 

Back went the curtain and up went the window; a breath 
of fresh mild air came sweoetly in, and Julia danced back to 
the bedside. There suddenly sobered herself. 

“Eleanor, arcn’t you better? Can’t you get upP It is 
80 nice to-day.” 

Julia's fresh, innocent, gay manner, the very light play of 
her waving hair, not lighter than the childlike heart, were 
almost tou much for her sister. They made Eleanor’s heart 
ache, 

“‘ Where is everybody ?” 

“Nowhere,” said Julia. “Iam all the house. Mr. Car. 
lisle went home after breakfast; and mamma and Alfred are 
gone in the carriage to Brompton; and papa is out some- 
where. Are you better, Nellie P” 


“T shall never bo better!” said Eleanor. She turned and 
hid her face. 
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“O, why, Eleanor? ‘What makes you say that? What 
is the matter? I knew yesterday you were not happy.” 

“T am never going to be happy. I hope you will.” 

“I am happy,” said Julia. “And youwill be. I told Mr. 
Rhys you were not happy,—and he said you would be by 
and by.” ; 

“ Julia!” said Hleanor, raising herself on her elbow and 
with a colour spreading all over her face, “don’t talk to Mr. 
Rhys about me or my concerns! What makes you do such 
a thing Pp” 

“Why, I haven’t anybody else to talk to,” said Julia, 
“Give me your foot, and I'l). put on your stocking. Come! 
you are going to get up. And besides, he thinks a great 
deal of you, and we pray for you every day.” 

'WhoP” 

“He does, and I. Come !—give me your foot.” 

“ He, and you!” said Hleanor. 

“Yes,” said Julia, looking up. “ We pray for you every 
day. What's the matter, Eleanor ?” 

Her hand was laid sorrowfully and tenderly on the shoul- 
der of the sister, whose face was again hid from her. But 
at the touch Eleanor raised her head. 

“You seem a different child, Julia, from what you used 
to be.” 

“What's the matter, Nellie P”’—very tenderly. 

“‘T wish I was different too,” said Eleanor, springing out 
of bed; “and I want time to go away by myself and think 
it out and battle it out, until I know just what is right and 
am ready to do it; and instead of that, mamma and Mr, 
Carlisle have arranged——” 

“Stop and sit down,” said Julia, taking hold of her; 
“you look white and black and all colours. Wait and rest, 
Eleanor.” 

But Eleanor would not till she had tried the refreshment 
of cold water, and had put her beautiful hair in order; then 
she sat down in her dressing-gown. Julia had watched, and 
now stood anxiously beside her. 

“Q, what ts the matter, Eleanor ?” 
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“J don’t know, Julia. I do not know what is right.” 

“ Have you asked God to make you know ?” 

“No,” said Eleanor, drooping. 7 

“That’s what Mr. Rhys always does, so he is never 
troubled. I will tell you what he says—he says, ‘ What 
time I ani afraid, I will trust in thee.’ Then he feels safe, 
you know.” 

“It is a pity you cannot go to the South Seas with Mr. 
Rhys. You talk of nothing but him.” 

“T would like to go with him,” said Julia, simply. ‘“ But 
I have learned how to feel safe too, for I trust in Jesus too; 
and I know he will teach me right. So he will teach you, 
Eleanor.” 

Eleanor bowed her head on her hands, and wept and 
wept; but while she wept, resolutions were taking form in 
her mind. Mr. Rhys’s words came back to her— Go no 
way, till you see clear.” Tho renewed thought of that 
helmet of salvation, and of that heavenly guidance, that she 
needed and longed for—so supremely, so much ubove every- 
thing else—gradually gained her strength to resolve that 
she would have them at all hazards. She must have time 
to seck them and be sure of her duty; and then, she would 
do it. She determined she would not sce Mr. Carlisle; he 
would conquer her; she would manage the matter with her 
mother. Hleanor thought it all over, the opposition and the 
difficulties, and resolved with the strength of desperation. 
She had grown old during this night. She had a long 
interval of quict before her mothcr came. 

“Well, Eleanor! in your drossing-gown yet, and only 
your hair done! When do you expect to be down stairs ? 
Somebody will be hero presently, and expect te see 
you.” 

“Somebody will be disappointed. My head is splitting, 
mamma,” 

“I should think it would! after yesterday's gambade. 
What did Mr. Carlisle say to you, I should like to know? I 
thought you would have offended him past forgiveness. I 
was relieved beyond all expression this morning, at breake 
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fast, when I saw all was right again. But he told me not to 
scold you, and I will not talk about it.” 

« Mamma, if you will take off your bonnet and sit down— 
I will talk to you about something else.” 

Mrs. Powle sat down, took her bonnet in her lap, and 
pushed her fair curls into place. They were rarely out of 
place; it was more a form than anything else. Yet Mrs. 
Powle looked anxious; and her anxicty found natural ex- 
pression as she said— 

‘“‘T wish the twenty-first was to-morrow !” 

“That is the thing I wish to speak about. Mamma, that 
day, the day for my marriage, has been appointed too early 
—I fecl hurried, and not ready. I want to study my own 
mind and know exactly what I am doing. I am going to 
ask you to have it put off.” 

“ Put it off!” cricd Mrs. Powle. Language contained no 
othcr words of equal importance to be spoken in the same 
breath with those three. 

“Yes. I want it put off.” 

“Till when, if you pleaseP It might as well be doomsday 
at once.” . 

“Till doomsday, if necessary; but I want it put off. Ido 
not stipulate for so long a time as that,” said Hleanor, 
putting her hand to her head. 

“What day would you name, in lieu of the twenty-first § 
I should like to know how far your arrangements extend.” 

“T want time to collect my thoughts and be ready for so 
great a change. 1 want time to study, and think—and 
pray. I shall ask for at least three months.” 

“Three months! Till April! And pray, what has ailed 
your ladyship, not to study and think and pray, if you like, 
all these months that have passed P” 

“T have no chance. My time is all taken up. I can do 
nothing, but go round in a whirl—till my head is spin- 
ning.” 

“ And what will you do in these three months to come? 
{ should like to know all you propose.” 

*-{ propose to go away from home—somewhere that I can 
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be quiet and alone. Then, if there is no reason against it, 
I promise to come back and fulfil my engagement with Mr. 
Carlisle.” 

“Eleanor, you are a fool!” burst out her mother. “You 
are a fool, or worse. How dare you talk such stuff to me? 
I can hardly believe you serious, only for your face. Do 
you suppose I will think for one moment of such a thing as 
putting off the day P—and if I would, have you any idea that 
Mr. Carlisle would give his assent to it?” 

“Tf you do not, both you and he, I shall break off tho 
marriage altogether.” 

“T daro you to do it!” said Mrs. Powlo. “With the 
wedding-dresses made, and almost the wedding-cake—every 
preparation—the whole world to be scandalized and talking 
at any dclay—your family disgraced, and yourself ruined for 
ever ;—and Mr. Carlislo—Eleanor, I think you are crazy! 
only you sit there with such a wicked face !”’ 

“Tt is in danger of being wicked,” said Eleanor, drawing 
both her hands over it ;—‘ for I warn you, mother, I am 
determined. I have been hurried on. I will be hurried no 
further. I will take poison, before I will be married onthe 
twenty-first! As well lose my soul one way as another. 
You and Mr, Carlisle must give me time—or I will break 
the match altogether. I will bear the consequences.” 

“Have you spoken to him of this precious arrango- 
ment P” 

“No,” said Eleanor, her manner failing a little. “You 
must do it.’”’ 

“T thought so!” said Mrs. Powle. “He knows how to 
manage you, my young lady! which I never did yet. I will 
just bring him up here to you—and yon will be like a 
whipped child in three minutes. O, you know it; I seo it 
in your face. Eleanor, I am ashamed of you!” 

“T will not see him up here, mamma.” 

You will, if you cannot help it, Eleanor, I wouldn't 
try him too far. He is very fond ef you—but he will be 
your husband in a few days; and he is not the sort of man 
I should like to have displeased with me, if I were you.” 
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*He never will, mamma, unless he waits three months 
for it.” 

‘Now I will tell you one thing,” said Mrs. Powle, rising © 
in great anger, “I can put down my foot, too. I am tired 
of this sort of thing, and I cannot manage you, and I will 
give you over to one who can. To-day is Tucosday—the 
twenty-first is exactly qne fortnight off. Well, my young 
lady, I will change the day. Next Monday I will give you 
to Mr. Carlisle, and he will be yaur master; and I fancy he 
is not at all afraid to assume the responsibility. He may 
take you to as quict a place as he likes; and you may think 
at your leisure, and more properly than in the way you pro- 
pose. So, Eleanor, you shall be married 0’ Monday.” 

Mrs. Powle flourished out with her bonnet in her hand. 
Hleanor’s first movement was to go after her and turn tho 
key in the door securely; then she threw up the window, 
and flung herself on her face on the bed. Her mother was 
quite capable of doing as she had said, for her fair featurcs 
covered a not very tender heart. Mr. Carlisle would second 
her, no doubt, all the more eagerly for the last night’s ad- 
ventures. Could Eleanor make head against those twoP 
And between Tuesday and Monday was very little time to 
mature plans or organize resistance. Her head felt like 
splitting now, indeed, for very confusion. 

“ Eleanor,” said Julia’s voice gravely and anxiously, “ you 
will take cold—mayn’t I shut the window P” 

*'There’s no danger. I am in a fever.” 

“Ts your head no better?” 

“T hardly think I have a head. There is nothing there 
but pain and snapping.” 

“Poor Eleanor!” said her little sister, standing by the 
bedside like a powerless guardian angel. “Mr. Carlisle 
isn’t good, if he wouldn’t do what you want him.” 

* Do not open the door, Julia, if anybody knocks !” 
“No. But wouldn’t he, Eleanor, if you were to ask him ?” 

Eleanor made no answer. She knew it needed but a 
‘glance at last night’s experience to remind her that she 
could not maké head against Mr. Carlisle. If he came to 
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bik to her about her proposed scheme, all was lost. Sud- 
ienly Eleanor threw herself off the bed, and began to dress 
with precipitation. 

. © Why, are you botter, Eleanor?” Julia asked in surprise. 

“'No—but I must go down stairs. Bring me my blue 
dress, Julia; and go and get me some geranium leaves— 
some strong-scented ones. Here--go down the back way.” 

No matter for head-splitting. Eleanor dressed in haste, 
but with delicate care, in.a dress that Mr. Carlisle liked, 
Its colour suited her, and its simple make showed her 
beauty, better than a more furbclowed one. The aromatic ge- 
ranium leaves were for her head—but with them Julia had 
brought some of the brilliant red flowers; and fastened on 
her breast, where Eleanor could feel their sweetness, they at 
the same time made a bright touch of adornment to her 
figure. She was obliged to sit down then and rest; but as 
soon as she could she went to the drawing-room. 

There were as usual several people there besides the 
family; Dr. Cairnes and Miss Broadus and her sister 
making part. Entering with a slow, quict movement, most 
unlike the real hurry of her spirits, Eleanor had time to 
observe how different persons were placed, and to choose her 
own plan of action. It was to slip silently into a large chair 
which stood empty at Mr. Carlisle’s side, and which favoured 
her by presenting itself as the nearest attackable point of 
the circle. It was done with such graceful noiselessness | 
that many did not at the moment notice her; but two per- 
sons were quick of vision where she was concerned. Mr. 
Carlisle bent over her with delight, and though Mrs. Powle’s 
fair curls were not disturbed by any sudden motion of her 
head, her grey eyes dilated with wonder and curiosity as she 
listened to a story of Miss Broadus which was fitted to 
excite neither. Eleanor was beyond her, but she concluded 
that Mr. Carlisle held the key of this extraordinary docility. 

Eleanor sat very quiet in her chair, looking lovely, and by 
degrees using up her geranium leaves, with which she went 
through a variety of manipulations. They were picked to 
pieces, and rubbed to vieces, and their aromatic essence 
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crushed out of them with every kind of formality. Mr. 
Carlisle, finding that she had a headache, did not trouble her 
to talk, and relieved her from attention; any further than 
his arm or hand mounting guard on her chair constantly 
gave. For it gathercd the broken gcranium leaves out of 
her way, and picked them up from her fect.. At last his 
hand came after hers and made it a prisoner. 

* You have a mood of destructiveness upon you,” said he. 
“ See there—you have done to death all the green of your 
bouquet.” 

“The geranium leaves are good to my head,” said Eleanor. 
“T wantsome more, Will you go with me to get them P” 

It gave her heart a shiver, the hold in which her hand 
lay. Though taken in play, the hold was so very cool and 
firm. Her hand lay there still, for Mr. Carlisle sat a 
moment after she spoke, looking at her. 

“T will go with you—wherever you please,” he said; and 
putting Eleanor’s hand on his arm, they walked off towards 
the conservatory. This was at some distance, and opened 
out of the breakfast-room. It was no great matter of a 
conservatory, only pretty and sweet. Hlcanor began slowly 
to pull geranium leaves. 

* You are suffcring, Eleanor,” said Mr. Carlisle. 

“TI do not think of it—you need not. Macintosh, I want 
to ask a favour of you.” 

She turned to him, without raising her eyes, but made 
the appeal of her whole pretty presence. He drew his arm 
round her, and suspended the business of geranium leaves, 

“What is it, my darling P” 

“You know,” said Eleanor, “that when the twenty-first 
2£ December was fixed upon—for what you wished—it was 
® more hurried day than I would have chosen; if the choice 
had been left to me. I wanted more time—but you and my 
mother said that day, and I agreed to it. Now, my mother 
has taken a notion to make it still earlier—she wants to cut 
off a whole week from me—she wants to make it next Mone 
day. Don’t join with her! Let me have all the time that 
‘was promised me!” 


Q 
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Hleanor could nos raise her eyes; she enforecd her appeal 
by laying her hand on Mr. Carlisle’s arm. He drew her 
close up to him, held her fast, stooped his head to hers. 

‘What for, Eleanor? lLaccs and plums can be ready as 
well Monday as Monday s’ennight.” 

“For mysclf, Macintosh.” 

“Don’t you think of mo?” 

“No!” said Eleanor, “I do not. It is quite enough that 
you should have your wish aftcr Monday s’ennight—I ought 
to have it before.” 

Ho laughed and kissed her. He always liked any show 
of spirit in Eleanor. 

“ My darling, what difference does a week make P” 

“Just the difference of a week; and more than that in 
my mind. I want it. Grant me this favour, Macintosh! 
I ask it of you.” 

Mr. Carlisle scemed to find it amazingly pleasant to 
have Eleanor sueing to him for favours; for he answered 
her as much with caresses as with words—both very satis- 
fied. 

“You try me beyond my strength, Eleanor. Your 
mother offers to give you to me on Monday—do you tnink I 
care so little about this possession that I will not take ita 
weck earlier than I had hoped to have itP” 

“ But the weck is mine—it is due to mo, Macintosh. No 
one has a right to take it from me. You may have the 
power; and I ask you not to use it.” 

* Eleanor, you break my heart. My love, do you know 
that I have business calling for me in London ?—it is 
calling for me now, urgently. J must carry you up to 
London at once; and this week that you plead for, I do not 
know how to give. If I can go the fifteenth instead of the 
twenty-second, I must. Do you see, Nellie?” he asked 
very tenderly. 

Eleanor hardly saw anything ; the world and all in it 
seemed tobe ina swimming state before her eyes. Only Mr. 
Carlisle’s “can’s”’ and “ must’s”’ obeyed him, she felt sure, 
as well as everything else. She felt stunned. Holding her 
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on one arm, Mr. Carlisle began to pluck flowers and myrtle 
sprays, and to adorn her hair with them. It was a labour 
of love; he liked the business and played with it. The 
beautiful brown masses of hair invited and rewarded at- 
tention. 

“Then my mother has spoken to you?” she said at 
length. 

“Yes, ” he said, arranging a spray of heath with white 
blossoms. “Do you blame me?” Eleanor sought to with- 
draw herself from his arm, but he detained her. 

“ Where are you going P” 

“Up stairs—to my room.” 

“Do you forgive me, Eleanor?” he said, looking down at 
her. 

* No,—I think I do not.” 

He laughed a little, kissing her downcast face. 

“Twill make you my wife on Monday, Eleanor; and after 
that I will make you forgive me; and then—my wife shall 
ask me nothing that she shall not have.” 

Keeping her on his arm, he led her slowly from the con- 
servatory, through the rooms, and up the staircase, to the 
door of her own apartment. 

Eleanor tore out the flowers as soon as she was alone, 
locked the door, meaning at least not to see her mother 
that night; took off her dress, and lay down. Refuge failed 
her. She was in despair. What could she arrange between 
Tuesday night and Monday, short of taking poison, or 
absconding privately from the house, and so disgracing 
both herself and her family? Yet Eleanor was in such des- 
peration of feeling, that both these expedients occurred to 
her in the course of the night, although only to be rejected. 
Worn-out nature must have some rest, however; and to- 
wards morning she slept. 

It was late when she opened her eyes, They fell first 
upon Julia, standing at her bedside, 

* Are you awake, Hleun or P” 

“Yes, I wish I could sleep on.” 

“There's news.” 
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“News! What sort of news ?” said Eleanor, feeling that 
none concerned her. 

“It’s bad news—and yet—for you—it is good nows.” 

“What is it, childP Speak!” 

“Lady Rythdale—she is dead.” 

Eleanor raised herself on her elbow and stared at Julia. 
“How do you know? how do you know?” she said. 

“A messenger came to tcll us—she died last night. The 
man came a good while ago, but——” 

She never finished her sentence; for Eleanor threw her- 
self out of bed, exclaiming. “I am saved! JI am saved!” 
and went down on her knees by the bedside. It was hardly 
to pray, for Eleanor scarce knew how to pray; yet that 
position seemed an embodiment of thanks she could not 
speak, She kept it a good while, still as death, Julia 
stood motionless, looking on. 

“Don’t think me wicked,” said Eleanor, getting up at 
last. “Iam not glad of anything but my own deliverance. 
O, Julia !——” . , 

‘Poor Eleanor!” said her little sister, wonderingly. 
“Then you don’t want to be married and go to Rythdale P” 

*‘ Not on Monday!” said Eleanor. ‘ And now I shall not. 
It is not possible that a wedding and a funeral should be in 
one house on the same day. I know which they would put 
off if they could, but they have got to put off the other. QO, 
Julia, it is the saving of me!” 

She caught the little one in her arms and sat with her so, 
their two heads nestling together, Eleanor’s bowed upon 

er sister’s neck, 

“ But, Eleanor, will you not marry Mr. Carlisle after all?” 

*TI cannot, for a good while, child.” 

“ But then ?” 

“TI shall never be married in a hurry. I have got breaths 
ing time—time to think. And I’ll use it.” 

“ And O, Eleanor! won’t you do something else?” 

* ‘What ?” 

“'Won’t you be a servant of the Lord?” 

“I will—ifI can find out ow,” Eleanor answered low, 
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It poured with rain. Eleanor liked it that day, though 
generally she was no lover of weather that kept her within. 
A spell of soothing had descended upon her. Life was no 
longer the rough thing it had seemed to her yesterday. A 
constant drop of thankfulness at her heart kept all her 
words and manner sweet with its secret perfume, Eleanor’s 
temper was always as sound as a nut; but there was now 
a peculiar grace of gentleness and softness in all she did, 
She was able to go faultlessly through all the scenes of that 
day and the following days; through her mother’s open 
discomfiture and half expressed disappointment, and Mr. 
Carlisle’s suppressed impatience. His manner was perfect 
too; his impatience was by no word or look made known; 
grave, quiet, self-contained, he only allowed his affection- 
ateness towards Eleanor to have full play, and the exprese 
sion of that was changed. Ho did not appeal to her for 
sympathy, which perhaps he had ao secret knowledge she 
could not give; but with lofty good breeding and his in- 
variable tact he took it for granted. Eleanor’s part was an 
easy one through those days which passed before Mr, 
Carlisle’s going up to London. He went immediately after 
the funeral. 

It was understood, however, between him and Mrs. Powle, 
that the marriage should be delayed no longer than till 
some time in the spring. Then, Mr. Carlisle declared, he 
should carry into effect his original plan of going abroad, 
and take Hleanor with him. Eleanor heard them talk, and 
kept silence, letting them arrange it their own way. 

“For a little while, Eleanor!” were the parting words 
which Mr. Carlisle’s lips left upon hers. And Eleanor 
turned then to look at what was before her, 


CHAPTER XIV. 


® The carth has lost its power to drag me downwards 
Its spell is gone; 
My course is now right upward, and right onward, 
To yonder throne,” 


Suz had throo months of quiet time. Not more; and they 
would quickly speed away. What she had to do, she could 
not do ton soon. Eleanor knew it. The soothed feeling of 
the first few days gave place to a restless mood almost as 
soon as Mr. Carlisle was gone. Threc years seemed more 
like what she wanted than three months. She felt ignorant, 
dark, and unhappy; how was she to clear up this moral 
mist and see how the plan of life lay, without any hand to 
lead her or help herP There was only one she knew in the 
world that could; and from any application to him, or even 
any chance contact with him, Eleanor consciously shrank. 
That would never do; that must never be heard of her. 
With all this, she began to dread the disturbing and con- 
fusing effects of Mr. Carlisle’s visits to the country. He 
would come; he had said so; and Mrs, Powle kept remind- 
ing her of i6 upon every occasion. 

Eleanor had been forbidden to ride alone. She did not 
dare; she took to long, lonely walks. It was only out of 
doors that she felt quite free; in her own room at home, 
though never so private, her mother would at any time 
come with distracting subjects of conversation. Eleanor 
fled to the moor and to the wilds—walked, and rested on 
the stones, and thought, till she found thinking degenerate 
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into musing; then she started up and went on. She tired 
herself. She did not find rest. 

One day she took her course purposely to the ruined 
priory. It was a long walk; but Eleanor courted long 
walks. And when she got there, musing, it must be con- 
fessed, had a good time. She stepped slowly down the 
grass-grown nave of the old church, recalling with much 
bitterness the day of her betrothal there; blaming herself 
aud blaming her mother more. Yet, at any rate, that da, 
she had set seal to her own fate; would she be able, and had 
she a right—that was the worst question—to break it now P 
She wandcred on, out of tho church, away from the beau- 
tiful old ivied tower, which seemcd to look down on her with 
grave reproach trom the staidness of years and wisdom; 
wound about over aud among the piles of shapeless ruin, 
and the bits of lichened and moss-grown walls yet standing 
here and there; not saying to herself exactly where she was 
going, but trying if she could find out the way; till she saw 
a thicket of thorn and holly bushes that she remembered. 
Yes, the larches, too, and the young growth of beech trees. 
Eleanor plunged through this thicket as well as she could— 
it was not easy—and there before her was the clear spot of 
grass, the angle of the thick old wall, and the deep window 
that she wanted to seo again. All still and lonely and wild. 
Eleanor went across, and took a scat in the window, as she 
had done once before, to rest and think. 

And then what she thought of, was not the old monks, 
nor the exquisite fair view out of the window that had be- 
longed to them; though it was a soft December day, and the 
light was as winning fair on house and hill and tree-top as 
if it had been a different scason of the year. No cloud in 
the sky, and no dark shadows upon the earth. But Eleanor’s 
thoughts went back to the thunderstorm, and her need then 
first felt of an inward sunshine that would last in cloudy 
times. She recalled the talk about the Christian’s helmet, 
with a weary, sorrowful, keen renewal of regret at her own 
want of it. The words Mr. Rhys had spoken about it at 
that time she could not very well remember; but well she 
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remembered the impression of them, and the noble, clear 
calmness of his face and manner. Very unlike all other 
calmness and nobleness that she had seen. The nobleness 
of one whose head was covered by that royal basnet; the 
fearlessness of one whose brows were consciously shaded 
by it. The simplicity that had nothing to feign or conceal; 
the poise of manncr that came from an established heart 
and conscience. Eleanor presently caught herself up. What 
was she thinking about Mr. Rhys for? True, the thought 
of him was very near the thought of his teaching; nover- 
theless, the one thing concerned her, the other did not. Did 
it not? Eleanor sighed, and wished she could have a little 
of his wise guidance; for notwithstanding all she had 
heard him say, she felt in the dark. 

In the midst of all this, Eleanor heard somebody hum- 
ming a scrap of a tune on the other side of the holly bushes. 
Another instant told her it was a tune she had heard never 
but once before, and that once in Mr. Brooks’s barn. There 
was, besides, a little rustling of the thorn bushes. Eleanor 
could think of but one person coming to that spot of the 
ruins; and in sudden terror she sprang from the window, 
and rushed round the other corner of the wall. The tune 
ecased; Eleanor heard no more; but she dared not falter or 
look back. She was in a thicket on this side, too, and ina 
mass of decayed ruins and rubbish which almost stopped 
her way. By determination and perseverance, with some 
knocks and scratches, she at last got free, and stopped to 
breathe and think. Why was she so frightened? Mr. Car- 
lisle. But what should she do now? Suppose she set off 
to walk home; she might be joined by the person she wished 
to shun; it was impossible to forcsee that he would sit an 
hour meditating in the old window. Over against Eleanor, 
a little distance off, only plantations of shrubbery and soft 
turf between, was the Rector’s house. Best go there and 
take refuge, and then be guided by circumstances. She 
went accordingly, feeling sorrowful that she should have to 
run away from the very person whose counsel of all others 
ehe most needed, : 
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The door was opened to Eleanor by the Rector himself. 

‘Ha! my dear Miss Powle,” said the good doctor—* this 
isan honour to me. I don’t know what you will do now, 
for my sister is away at Brompton. ‘Will you come in and 
see an old bachelor like myself?” 

“If you will let me, sir.” 

“T shall be delighted, my dear Miss Eleanor. You were 
always welcome, ever since you were so high; and now that 
you are going to occupy so important a position here, I do 
not know a lady in the neighbourhood that deserves so 
much consideration as yourself. Come in—come in. How 
did you get here?” 

“Taking a long walk, sir. Perhaps you will give me some 
refreshments ?” 

“T shall be delighted. Come in here, and we will have 
luncheon together in my study, which was never so honoured 
before; but J think it is the pleasantcst place in the house. 
The other rooms my sister fills with gimcracks, till I cannot 
turn round there without fear of breaking something. Now, 
my old folios and octavos havo tried a fall many a time, and 
many a one has tricd a fall with them—ha! ha!l—and no 
harm to anybody. Sit down there now, Miss Eleanor, and 
rest. That’s what I call a pretty window. You see 1 am 
in no danger of forgetting my friend Mr. Carlisle here.” 

Eleanor looked out of the window very stcadily; yet she 
was not refreshing her remembrance of Mr. Carlisle neither, 
There were glimpses of a tall, alert figure, passing leisurely 
in and out among the trees and the ruins, finally coming out 
into full view, and walking with brisk step over the green- 
sward till he was out of sight. Eleanor knew it very well, 
the figure and the quick step, the energy and life in every 
movement. She heard no more of Dr. Cairnes for some 
time, though doubtless he was talking; for he had ordcred 
luncheon, and now it was served, and he was pressing her 
to partake of it. Dr. Cairnes’ cheese was excellent, his hung 
beef was of prime quality, and the ale was of a superior 
brand ; and the wine which he poured out for Eleanor was, 
he assured her, as its sparkling drops fell into the glass, of 
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a purity aad flavour “that even his friend Mr. Carlisle would 
not refuse to close his lips upon.” Eleanor felt faint and . 
weary, and she knew Mr. Carlisle’s critical accuracy; but 
she recollected at the same time Mr. Rhys’s cool abstinence, 
and she put the glass of wine away, 

“ Not?” said the doctor. ‘“ You would prefer a cup of 
chocolate. Bad taste, Miss ElJcanor; wine is better for you, 
too. Ladics will sup chocolute, L believe; I wonder what 
they find in it. The thing Is, my sister being away to-day, 
1 don’t know ——~” 

Eleanor begged he would not mind that, nor her; how- 
ever, the chocolate was ordered, and in due time brought. 

“ Now, that will make you dull,” said the doctor—*“sleepy. 
It dose aot have, even on you, the reviving, brilliant effect 
of this beverage.” And he put the bright glass of wine to 
his lips. It was not the first filled. 

“ Before I get dull, dear doctor, I want to talk to you.” 

“Aye?” said the doctor, looking at her over the wine. 
“You do? What about? Say on, Miss Eleanor. I am 
yours doubly now, by the past and the future. You may 
command me.” 

“Tt is about the present I wish to talk,” said Eleanor. 

‘What is it P” 

“My mind is not at rest,” said Eleanor, laying her hands 
in her lap, and looking off again towards the ruins, with 
their green and grey silent reminders,—“ about religious 
subjects.” 

“Ah!” said Dr. Cairnes. “ How is that, Miss Eleanor? 
Be a little more explicit with me, will you not?” . 

“TI will, Dr. Cairnes, I am young now, but by and by 
decay must come to me, as it has come to that old pile yon- 
der—as it comes to everything. I want security for my 
head and heart when earthly security fails.” 

ao spoke slowly, looking out as she spoke all the 
while. 
“Security!” said the doctor. “But, my dear Miss Elcae 
nor, you know the articles of our holy religion ?” 

“ Yes,” she said, without stirring her position, 
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“ Security is given by them, most amply and abundantly, 
to every sincere applicant. Your life has been a sheltered 
one, Miss Eleanor, and a kind one; you can have no very 
grievous sins to charge yourself with.” 

“T would like to get rid of such as I have,” answered 
Eleanor, without moving. 

' “You were baptized in infancy ?” 

* Yes, sir.” 

“You have never been confirmed P” 

* No, sir.” 

“ Every baptized child of the Church, Miss Eleanor, owes 
it to God, to herself, and the Church, upon arriving at a 
proper age, to come forward and openly take upon herself, 
or himself—but I am talking of you—the vows made for 
her in her infancy, at her baptism, by her sponsors. Upon 
doing this, she is received into full membership with the 
Church, and entitled to all its privileges; and undoubtedly 
security is one of them. That is what you want to do, Miss 
Eleanor; and I am truly rejoiced that your mind is setting 
itself to the contemplatiozi of its duties and responsibilities. 
In the station you are preparing to occupy, the head of all 
this neighbourhood— Wiglands and Rythdale both—it is 
most important, most important, that your example should 
be altogether blameless, and your influence thrown altoge- 
ther on the right side. That influence, my dear Miss Elea- 
nor, is very great.” 

“Dr. Cairnes, my one single present desire is, to do right 
and feel safe, myself.” 

“Precisely; and to do right is the way to feel safe. I will 
give you a little work, preparatory to the ordinance of con- 
firmation, Miss Eleanor, which I entreat you to study and 
prayerfully follow. That will relieve all your difficulties, I 
have no fear. There it is, Miss Eleanor.” . 

“ Will this rite—will this ordinance,” said Eleanor, closing 
her fingers on the book, and for the first time looking the 
doctor straight in the face—“ will it give me that helmet of 
salvation of which I have heard ?” 

“Hey? what is that?” said the doctor. 
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“T have heard—and read—of the Christian ‘helmet. of sal- 
vation.’ I have seen that a person whose brows are covered 
by it, goes along fearless, hopeful, and happy, dreading no- 
thing in this life or the next. Will being confirmed put 
‘this helmet upon my head—make me fearless and happy, 
too P” ; 

“My dear Miss Eleanor, I cannot express how you asto- 
nish mo. I always have thought you were one of the 
strongest-hearted persons I knew; and in your circum: 
stances I am sure it was natural But to your question. 
Tho bencfit of confirmation, my dear young lady, as well 
as of every other ordinance of the Church, depends of 
course on the manner and spirit with which we engage in 
it. There is confirming and strengthening grace in it un- 
doubtedly for all who come to the ordinance in humble obe- 
dience, with prayer and faith, and who truly take upon them 
their vows.” 

“But, Dr. Cairnes, I might die before I could be cone 
firmed; and I want rest and security now. Ido not have 
it, day nor night. I have not, ever since the time when I 
was so ill last summer. I want it now.” 

‘“‘My dear Miss Eleanor, the only way to obtain security 
and rest, is in doing one’s duty. Do your duty now, and it 
will come. Your conscience has taken up the matter, and 
will have satisfaction. Give it satisfaction, and rest will 
come.” : 

How can I give it satisfaction P” said Eleanor, sitting up 
and looking at the doctor. “I feel myself guilty—I know 
myself exposed to ruin, to death that means death, What 
can I give to my conscience, to make it be still P” 

“The Church offers absolution for their sins to all that 
are truly sorry for them,” said the doctor. “ Are you peni- 
tent on account of your sins, Miss Eleanor P” 

“ PenitentP—I don’t know,” said Eleanor, drooping a 
little from her upright position. “I feel them, and know 
them, and wish them away; but if I were penitent, they 
would be gone, wouldn’t they? and they are not gone.” 

“T see how it is,” said the doctor. “You have too much 
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leisure to think, and your thoughts are turning in upon 

themselves and becoming morbid, I think this is undue 

sensitiveness, my dear Miss Eleanor. The sins we wish 

away will never be made a subject of Judgment against us. 

I shall tell my friend Mr. Carlisle that his presence is wanted, 
here, for something more important than the interests of 

the county. I shall tell him he must not let you think too 

much, I think he and I together can put you right. In 

the mean while, you read my little book.” 

“Dr. Cairnes, what I have said to you is said in strict 
confidence, I do not wish it spoken of, even to my mother.” 

“Of course, of course!” said the doctor. “ That is all 
understood. The Church never reveals her children’s ses 
crets. But I shall only give him a little gentle hint, which 
will be quite sufficient, I have no doubt; and I shall have 
just the co-operation that I desire.” 

“ How excellent your cheese is, Dr. Cairnes.” 

“Ah! you like it?” said the doctor. “ZI am proud. I 
always purchase my cheese myself—that is one thing I do 
not leave to my sister. But this one, I think, is particularly 
fine. You won’t take a half glass of ale with itP?—no; I 
know Mr. Carlisle does not like ale. But it would be a good 
sequent of your ride, nevertheless.” 

“T did not ride, sir. I walked.” 

“Walked from Ivy Lodge! All this way to see me, Miss 
Eleanor P” | 

“No, sir—only for a walk, and to see the@ins, Then I 
was driven to take shelter here.” 

“IT am very glad of it—I am very glad of it,” said the 
‘doctor. “I have not enjoyed my luncheon so much in a 

. year’s time; and you delight me too, my dear Miss Eleanor, 
by your present dispositions. But walk all the way here! 
I shall certainly write to Mr. Carlisle.” 

Eleanor’s cheeks flushed, and she rose. “Not only all the 
way. hero, but all the way back again,” said she; “so it is 
time I bade you good-bye.” 

_ The doctor was very anxious to carry her home in the 
chaise; Eleanor was more determined that he should not; 
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and determination, as usual, carricd the day. The doctor 
shook his head as he watched her off. 

“Are you going to show this spirit to Mr. Carlisle P” he 

said. 
e Which remark gave Elcanor an impetus that carried her 
a third of her way home. During the remaining two-thirds 
she did a good deal of thinking ; “and arrived at the Lodge 
with her mind made up. There was no chance of peace and 
a good time for her, without going away from home. Dr. 
Cairnes’ officiousness would be sure to do something to 
arouse Mr. Carlisle’s watchfulness; and then—‘the game 
will be up,” said Eleanor to herself. ‘“ Between his being 
here and the incessant expectation of him, there will be no 
rest forme. I must get away.” She laid her plans. 

After dinner she slipped away, and sought her father in 
his study. It was called his study, though very little of that 
character truly belonged to it. More truly it balanced be- 
tween the two purposes of a smoking-room and an office; 
for county business was undoubtedly done there, and it was 
the nook of retirement where the Squire indulged himself in 
his favoured luxury—the sweet weed. The Squire took it 
pure, in a pipe—no cigars for him; and filling his pipe 
Elcanor found him. She lit the pipe for him, and, contrary 
to custom, sat down. The Squire puffed away. 

“I thought you didn’t care for this sort of thing, Elca- 
nor,” he remarked. “Are you learning not to mind it 
alrcadyP It ast os well. Perhaps your husband will 
want you to sit with him when he smokes.” 

“TI would not do that for any man in the world, papa, 
exeept you!” 

“Hol hol” said the Squire. “Good wives, my dear, do 
not mind trifles. They had better not, at any rate.” 

“Papa,” said Eleanor, whose cheeks wero flaming, “ do 
you not think, sinco a girl must give up her liberty so com- 
pletely in marrying, that she ought to be allowed a good 
little taste of it beforehand P” 

“St. George and the Dragon! I do,” said the Squire. 
“Your mother says it tends to. lawlessness—and I say, I 
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don’t-care. That is not my concern. If a man cannot rule 
his wife, he had better not have one—that is my opinion; 
and in your case, my dear, there is no fear. Mr. Carlislo is 
quite equal to his dutics, or I am mistaken in him.” 

Eleanor felt nearly wild under her father’ s speeches ; 
nevertheless sho sat perfectly quiet, only fiery about her 
cheeks. 

“Then, papa, come to the point. Don’t you think, in the 
little time that remains to me for my own, I might be 
allowed to do what I please with myself?” 

“T should say it was a plain case,” said the Squire. 

‘Take your pleasure, Nellie; I won’t tether you. What do 
you want to do, child? I take it, you belong to me till you 
belong to somebody elsc.” 
a “Papa, I want to run away, and make a visit to my aunt 
Caxton. I shall never have another chance in the world; 
and I want to go off and be by myself, and feel free once 
more, and havo a good time.” 

“Poor little duck!” said her father. ‘ You are a sensible 
girl, Nellie. Go off; nobody shall hinder you.” 

“Papa, unless you back me, mamma and Mr. Carlisle will 
not hear of it.” 

“I'd go before he comes down, then,” said the Squire, 
knocking the ashes out of his pipe energetically. “ St. 
George! I belicve that man half thinks, sometimes, that I 
am one of his tenantry! The lords of Rythgale always did 
lord it over everything that came in their way, Now is your 
only chance, Eleanor; run away, if you’re a mind to, Mr. 
Carlisle is master in his own house, no doubt, but he is 
uot master in mine; and I say you may go. It will do him 
no harm to be kept on short commons for a little while.” 

With a joyful heart Eleanor went bagk to the drawing- 
room, and sat patiently still at some fancy work till Mrs. 
‘Powle waked up from a nap. 

* Mamma, Dr. Cairnes wants me re be confirmed.” 

“ Confirmed !”—Mrs. Powle echoed the word, sitting bolt 
upright in her chair, and opening her sleepy eyes wide at 
her daughter. 
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“Yes. He says I ought to be confirmed. He has given 
me a book upon confirmation to study.” 

“J wonder what you will do next!’’ said Mrs. Powle, sinks 
ing back. “ Well, go on, if you like. Certainly, if you are 
to be confirmed, it ought to be done before your marriage. 
I wish anything would confirm you in sobcr ways.” 

‘Mamma, I want to givo this subject scrious study, if I 
enter into it; and I cannot do it properly at home. I want 
to go away for a visit.” 

“Well?” said Mrs. Fowle, thinking of some cousins in 
London. 

“‘T want to be alone and quict and have absolute peace for 
awhile; and this death of Lady Rythdale makes it possible. 
I want to go and make a visit to my aunt Caxton.” 

“ Caxton!”—Mrs. Powle almost screamed. Caxton! 
There! Inthe mountains of Wales! Eleanor, you are per- 
fectly absurd. It is no use to talk to you.” 

“Mamma, papa sees no objection.” 

“‘JIe does not! So you have been speaking to him! 
Make your own fortunes, Eleanor. I sce you ruined already. 
With what favour do you suppose Mr. Carlisle will look 
upon such a projectP Pray have you asked yourself?” 

“Yes, ma’am; and I am not going to consult him in the 
matter.” 

The tea-equipage and the Squire came in together, and 
stopped the conversation. Eleanor, took care not to renew 
it, knowing that her point was gained. She took her father’s 
hint, however, and made her preparations short and sudden. 
She sont that night a word, telling of her wish, to Mrs, 
Caxton; and waited but till the answer arrived—waited on 
thorns—to set off. The Squire looked rather moody the 
next day after his promise to Eleanor; but he would not 
withdraw it; and no other hindrance came. Eleanor de 
parted safely, under the protection of old Thomas, the coach- 
man, long a faithful servitor in the family. The journey 
was only part of the distance by railway; the rest was by 
posting; and a night had to be spent on the road. 

Towards evening of the second day, Eleanor began to find 
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herself in what seemed an enchanted region. High mouns 
tains, with picturesque bold outlines, rose against the sky; 
and every step was bringing her deeper and deeper among 
them, in a rich green meadow valley. The scenery grew 
only wilder, richer, and lovelier, until the sun sank behind 
the-high western line; and still its loveliness was not lost, 
while grey shades and duskiness gathered over the moun- 
tain sides, and gradually melted the meadows and their 
scattered wood-growth into one hue. Then only the wild 
. Mountain outline cut against the sky, and sometimes the 
‘ushing of a little river, told Eleanor of the varied beauty 
the evening hid. 

Little else she could see when the chaise stopped and she 
got out. Dimly a long, low building stretched before her at 
the side of the road; the rippling of water sounded softly at 
a little distance, the fresh mountain air blew in her face ; 
then the house-door opened, 
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"Face to face with the true mountains 
, I stood silently and still, 
Drawing strength from fancy’s dauntings, 
From the air about the hill, 
Aad from Nature’s open mercies, and most debonair good will.” 


Tre house-door opened first to show a girl in short pete 
ticoats and blue jacket holding up a light. Eleanor made 
towards it, across a narrow strip of courtyard. She only 
saw the girl, and did not feel certain whether she had come 
to the right house. For neither Mrs. Caxton nor her home 
had ever been seen by any of Mr. Powle’s children, though 
she was his own sister. But Mrs. Caxton had married quite 
out of Mrs. Powle’s world; and though now a widow, she 
Yved still the mistress of a great cheese-farm; quite out of 
Mrs. Powle’s world still, The latter had therefore never 
encouraged intercourse. Mrs. Caxton was an excellent 
woman, no duubt, and extremely respectable; still, Ivy 
Lodge and the cheese-farm were further apart in feeling 
than in geographical miles; and though Mrs. Caxton often 
invited her brother's children to come and pick buttercups 
in her meadows, Mrs. Powle always proved that to gather 
primroses in Rythdale was a higher employment, and much 
better for the children’s manners, if not for their health, 
The Squire at this late day had been unaffectedly glad of 
Eleanor’s proposal; avowing himself not ashamed of his 
sister, or his children either. For Eleanor hersclf, she had 
ao great expectation, except of rural retirement in a place 
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where M .’ Carlisle would not follow her. That was enough. 
Sho had heard besides that the country was beautiful, and 
her aunt well off. | 

As she stepped up now doubtfully to the girl with the 
light, looking to see whether she wero rignt or wrong, the 
girl moved a little aside, so as to light the entrance, and 
Elcanor passed on, discerning another figure behind. A. 
good, wholesome voice exclaimed, “ You are welcomo, my 
dear! It is Eleanor ?’—and the next instant Mr. Powle’s 
daughter found herself taken into one of those warm, gentle, 
genial embraces, that tell unmistakeably what sort of a 
heart moves the enfolding arms. It was rest and strength 
at once; and the lips that kissed her—there is a great deal: 
of character in a kiss—were at once sweet and firm. 

* You have been all day travelling, my dear. You must 
be in want of rest.” 

There was that sort of clear strength in the voice, 
to which one gives, even in the dark, one’s confidence. 
Eleanor’s foot fell more firmly on the tiled floor, as she 
followed her aunt along a passage or two; a little uncer- 

‘tainty in her heart was quieted; she was ready prepared to 
expect anything pleasant; and as they turned in at a low 
door, the expectation was met. 

The door admitted them to a low-cciled room, also with a 
tiled floor, large and light. A good wood fire burned in the 
quaint chimney-piece; before it a table stood prepared for 
supper. <A bit of carpet was laid down under the table, and 
made a spot of extra comfort in the middle of the floor. 
Dark plain wainscoting, heavy furniture of simplest fashion, 
little windows well curtained—all nothing to speak of—all 
joined inexplicably to produce the impression of order, sta- 
bility, and repose, which seized upen Eleanor almost before 
she had time to observe details. But the mute things ina 
house have an odd way of telegraphing to a stranger what 
sort of a spirit dwells in the midst of them. It is always 
s0; and Mrs. Caxton’s room assured Eleanor that her first 
notions of its mistress were not ill-founded. She had op- 
portunity to test.and strengthen them now, in tbe fall blaze 
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of lamp and firelight; as her aunt stood before her taking 
off her bonnet and wrappers, and handing them over to 
another attendant with a candle and a blue jacket. 

In the low room Mrs. Caxton looked even taller than 
belonged to her; and she was tall, and of noble full pro- 
portions, that set off her height. Eleanor thought she had 
never seen a woman of more dignified presence; the head 
was well set back on the shoulders, the carriage straight, 
and the whole moral and physical bearing placid and quiet. 
Of course the actual movement was easy and fine; for that 
is with every one a compound of the physical and moral. 
Scarcely [lizabeth Fry bad finer port or figure. The face 
was good, and strong; the eyes full of intelligence under 
the thick dark brows; all the lines of the face kind and 
commanding. A cap of very plain construction covered the 
abundant hair, which was only a little grey. Nothing else 
about Mrs. Caxton showed age. Her dress was simple to 
quaintness; but relieved by her magnificent figure, that 
effect was forgotten, or only remembered as enhancing the 
other. Eleanor sat down in a great leather chair, where she 
had been put, and looked on in a sort of charmed state; 
while her aunt moved about the table, gave quiet orders, 
made quiet arrangements, and finally took Eleanor’s hand 
and seated her at the tea-table. 

“Not poppies, nor mandragora,” could have had such a 
power of soothing over Eleanor’s spirits. She sat at the 
table like a fairy princess under a friendly incantation; and 
the spell was not broken by any word or look on the part 
of her hostess. No questions of curiosity; no endeavours 
to find out more of Eleanor than she chose to show; no 
surprise expressed at her mid-winter coming; nor so much 

pleasure as would have the effect of surprise. As naturally 
and cordially, and with as much simplicity, her visit was 
taken, as if it had been a yearly accustomed thing, and one 
of Mr. Powle’s children had not now seen her aunt for the 
first time. Indeed, so rare was the good sense and kindness 
of this reception, that Eleanor caught herself wondering 
whether her aunt could already know more of her than she 
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seemed to know; and not caring if she did! Yet it was 
impossible, for ber mother would not tell her story, and her 
father could not; and Elcanor came round to admiring with 
frosh admiration this noble-looking, new-found relation, 
whose manner towards herself inspired her with such con- 
fidence, and exercised already such a powerful attraction. 
And this was the mistress of a cheese-farm! Eleanor could 
not help being moved with a little curiosity on her part. 
This lady had no children; no near relations; for she was 
ignored by her brothor’s family. She lived alone; was she 
not lonely? Would she not wear misanthropical or weary 
traces of such alifeP None; none were to be seen. Clear 
placidness dwelt on the brow, that looked as if nothing ever 
ruffled it; the eye was full of business and command; and 
the mouth— its corncrs told of a fountain of swectness some- 
where in the rogion of the heart. Eleanor looked, and went 
back to her cup of tea and her supper with a renewed sense 
of comfort. 

The supper was exccllent too. It would have belied Mrs. 
Caxton’s look of exccutive capacity if it had not been. No 
fault was to be discerned anywhere. The tea-service was 
extremely plain and inexpensive; such as Mrs. Powle could 
not have used—that was certain. But then the bread, and 
the mutton chops, and the butter, and even the tea, were 
such as Mrs. Powle’s china was never privileged to bear. 
And though Mrs, Caxton left in the background every topic 
of doubtful agreeableness, the talk flowed steadily with abun- 

dance of material and animation, during the whole supper 

time. Mrs. Caxton was the chief talker. She had plenty 
to tell Eleanor of the country and people in the neighbour- 
hood; of things to be scen and things to be done; so that 
supper moved slowly, and was a refreshment of mind as 
well as of body. 

“You are very weary, my dear,” said Mrs. Caxton, after 
the table was cleared away, and the talk had continued 
through all that time. And Eleanor confessed it. In the 
calm which was settling down upon her, the strain of hours 
and days gone by began to be felt, 
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“You shall go to your room presently,” said Mrs. Caxton; 
‘and you shall not get up to vreakfast with me. That 
would be too early for you.” 

Eleanor was going to entcr a protest, when her aunt 
turned and gave an order in Welsh to the blue jacket then 
in the room. And then Eleanor had a surprise. Mrs. 
Caxton took a scat ata little distance, before a stand with a 
book; and the door opening again, in poured a stream of 
blue jackets, three or four, followed by three men and a boy. 
All ranged themselves on seats round the room; and Mrs. 
Caxton opened her book, and read a chapter in the Bible. 
Elcanor listened in mute wonder where this would end. It 
ended in all kneeling down, and Mrs. Caxton offering a 
prayer; an extempore prayer, which for simplicity, strength, 
and feeling, answered all Elcanor’s sense of what a prayer 
ought to be; though how a woman could speak it before 
others and before men, filled her with astonishment. But it 
filled her with humility too, before it was done; and Eleanor 
rose to her fcet with an intense fecling of the difforence 
between her aunt’s character and her own; only equalled by 
her deep gladness at finding herself under the roof where 
sho was. 

Her aunt then took a candle and lighted her through the 
tiled passages, up some low wooden stairs, uncarpeted ; 
along more passages; finally into a large low matted cham- 
ber, with a row of little lattice windows. Comfort and sim- 
plicity were in all its arrangements; a little fire burning for 
her; Eleanor’s trunks in a closet. When Mrs. Caxton had 
showed her all that was necessary, she set down her candle 
on the low mantelshelf, and took Eleanor in her arms. 
Again those peculiar; gentle, firm kisses fell upon her lips. 
But instead of “ good night,” Mrs. Caxton’s words were— 

“Do you pray for yourself, Eleanor ?” 

Eleanor dropped her head like a child on the breast be- 
fore her. “ Aunt Caxton, I do not know how!” 

“Then the Lord Jesus has not a servant in Hleanor 
Powle ?” 

Eleanor waa silent, thoughts struggling. 
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“You have not learned to love him, Eleanor ?” 

“TI have only learned to wish to do it, aunt Caxton! I 
do wish that. It was partly that I might seek it, that I 
wanted to come here.” 

Then Eleanor heard a deep-spoken “ Praise the Lord !” 
that seemed to come out from the very heart on which she 
was leaning. “If you havea mind to seek him, my dear, 
he is willing that you should find. ‘The Lord is good to 
the soul that seeketh him.’” 

She kissed Eleanor on the two temples, released her, and 
went down stairs. And Eleanor sat down before her fire, 
feeling as if she were in a paradise. 

It was all the more so, from the unlikeness of everything 
that met her eye to all she had known before. The chimnoy- 
picce at which she was looking as she sat there—it was odd 
and quaint as possible, to a person accustomed only to the 
modern fashions of the elegant world; the fire-tongs and 
shovel would have been surely consigned to the kitchen 
department at Ivy Lodge. Yet thelittle blazing fire, framed 
in by its rows of coloured tiles, looked as cheerfully into 
Eleanor’s face as any blaze that had ever greeted it. “All 
was of a picce with the fire-place. Simple to quaintness, 
utterly plain and costless, yet with none of the essentials of 
comfort forgotten or neglected; from the odd little lattice 
windows to the tiled floor, everything said she was at a 
great distance from her former life and Mr. Carlisle. The 
room looked as if it had been made for Eleanor to settle her 
two life-questions in it. Accordingly she took them up 
without delay; but Hleanor’s mind that night was ltke a 
kaleidoscope. Images of different people and things started 
up, with wearying perversity of change and combination ; 
and the question, whether she would be a servant of God, 
like her aunt Caxton, was inextricably twisted up with the 
other question, whether she would escape being the baro- 
ness of Rythdale, and the wife of Mr. Carlisle. And Eleanor 
did nothing but tire herself with thinking that night ; until 
the fire was burnt out, and she went to bed. Nevertheless, 
she fell asleep with a sense of relief more blissful than sho 
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‘had known for months. She had put a little distance at 
least between her and her enemies. 

Eleanor had meant to be early next day, but rest had 
taken too good hold of her; it was long past early when she 
opened her eyes, The rays of the morning sun were peep- 
ing in through the lattices. Eleanor sprang up and threw 
open, or rather threw back, one of the windows, for the 
lattice slid in grooves instead of hanging on hinges. She 
would never have found out how to open them, but that 
one lattice stood slightly pushed back already. When it 
was quite out of her way, Eleanor’s breath almost stopped. 
A view so wild, so picturesque, so rare in its outlines of 
beauty, she thought she had never seen. Before hor, at 
some distance, beyond a piece of broken ground, rose @ 
bare-looking height of considerable elevation, crowned by 
an old tower massive:y constructed, broken, and ivy-grown. 
The little track of a footpath was visible that wound round 
the hill; probably going up to the tower. Further beyond, 
with evidently a deep valley or gorge between, a line of 
much higher hills swept off to the left; bare also, and 
moulded to suit a painter of weird scenes, yet most lovely, 
end all seen now in the fair morning beams which coloured 
and lighted them and the old tower together. Nothing 
else. The road indeed by which she had come passed close 
before Eleanor’s window; but trees embowered it, though 
they had been kept down so as not to hinder this distant 
view. Hleanor sat a long while spell-bound- before the 
window. 

A. noise disturbed her. It was one of the blue jackets 
. bringing a tray with breakfast. Hleanor eagerly asked if 
Mrs. Caxton had taken breakfast; but all she got in return: 
was @ series of unintelligible sounds; however, as the girl 
pointed to the sun, she concluded that the family breakfast 
hour was past. Everything strange again! At Ivy Lodge 
the breakfast hour lasted till the lagging members of the 
family had all come down; and here there was no family ! 
How could happiness belong to anybody in such circum 
stances? The prospect within doors, Eleanor suddenly 
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remembered, was yet more interesting than tho view with- 
out. She eat her breakfast, and dressed and went down. 

But to find the room where she had been the evening 
before, was more than her powers were equal to. Going 
from one passage to another, turning and turning back, 
afraid to open doors to ask somebody; Eleanor was quite 
bewildered, when she happily was met by her aunt. The 
morning kiss and greeting renewed in her heart all the 
peace of last night. 

“J cannot find my way about in your house, aunt Caxton. 
It seems a labyrinth.” 

“Tt will not seem solong. Let me show you the way out 
of it.” 

Through one or two more turnings Mrs. Caxton led her 
niece, and opening a door took her out at the other side, the 
back of the house, where Eleanor’s eyes had not been. 
Here there was a sort of covered gallery, extending to 
some length undcr what was either an upper piazza or the 
projection of the second story floor. The ground was paved 
with tiles as usual, and wooden settles stood along the wall, 
and plain stone pillars supported the roof. But as Eleanor’s 
eyes went out further, she caught her aunt’s hand in ecstasy. 

From almost the edge of the covered gallery, a little 
terraced garden sloped down to the edge of a small river, 
The house stood on a bank above the river, at a commands 
ing height; and on the river’s further shore a rich sweep of 
meadow and pasture land stretched to the right and left and 
filled the whole breadth of the valley; on the other side of 
which, right up from the green fields, rose another line of 
hills. These were soft, swelling, round-topped hills, very 
different in their outlines from those in another quarter 
which Eleanor had been enjoying from her window. It was 
winter now, and the garden had lost its glory; yet Eleanor 
could see, for her eye was trained in such matters, that good 
and excellent care was at home in it; and some delicate 
things were there, for which a slight protection had been 
thought needful. The river was lost to view immediately 
at the right; it wound down from the other hand through 
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the rich meadows under a thick embowering bosky growth 
of trees; and just below the house it was spanned by a rude 
atone bridge, from which a hedged lane led off on the other 
side. All along the fences or hedges which enclosed the 
fields grew also beautiful old trees; the whole landscape was 
decked with wood growth, though the hills had little or 
none. All the more the sweet contrast; the rare harmony; 
the beautiful mingling of soft cultivation with what was 
wild and picturesque and barren. And the river gurgled 
on, with a fresh sound that told of its activity; and a very 
large herd of cows spotted the green turf in some of the 
meadows on the other side of the stream. 

“T never saw any place so lovely,” exclaimed Elcanor; 
“ never |” 

“This is my favourite walking placo in wintcr,” said Mrs. 
Caxton ; “when I want to walk under shelter, or not to go 
far from home.” 

“ How charming that garden must be when the spring 
comes |” 

“ Are you fond of gardening P” said Mrs. Caxton. 

A talk upon the subject followed, in which Eleanor pcre 
ceived with some increase of respect that her aunt was no 
ignoramus; nay, that she was familiar with delicacies both 
in the practice and the subjects of horticulture that were not 
well known to Eleanor, in spite of her advantages of the 
Lodge and Rythdale conservatories and gardens both to- 
gether. In the course of this talk, Eleanor noticed anew all 
the indications that had pleased her last night; the calm 
good sense and self-possession; the quiet dignity; the 
decision; the kindness. And perhaps Mrs. Caxton too 
made her observations. But this was the mistress of the 
cheese-farm ! 

A pause fell in their talk at length; probably both had 
matter for reflection. 

“‘ Have you settled that question, Eleanor P” said her aunt, 
meaningly. 

“That question?—O no, aunt Caxton! It is all cone 
fusion; and it is all confused with another question.” 
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- Thore was more than talk in this evidently, for Elca- 
nor’s face had all darkened. Mrs. Caxton answered 
calmly—_ 

“ My dear, the first thing I would do, would be to separate 
them.” 

“ Aunty, they are like two wrestlers; I cannot scem to 
separate them. If I think of the one, I get hold of tho 
other; ‘and if I take up the other, I am obliged to think of 
the one; and my mind is the fighting ground.” 

_ ©Then the two questions are in reality onc?” 

“No, aunt Caxton—they are not. Only thoy both press 
for attcntion at once.” 

“ Which is the most important P” 

‘“This one—about which you asked me,” Eleanor said, 
drooping her head a little. 

“Thon decide that to-day, Eleanor.” 

“ Aunty, I have decided it—in one way. Iam determined 
what I will be—if I can. Only I do not sec how. And 
before I do sec how—perhaps—the other question may have 
decided itself; and then—aunty, I cannot tell you about it 
to-day. Let me wait a few days, till I know you better and 
you have time to know me.” 

“Then, as it is desirable you should lose no time, I shall 
keep you with me, Eleanor. Would you like to-morrow to 
go through the dairies and see the opcration of cheese= 
making? Did you ever see it P” 

“ Aunt Caxton, I know no more about cheese than that I 
have eaten it sometimes. I would like to go to-morrow, or 
to-day; whenever you please.” 

“The work is nearly over for to-day.” 

“Do they make cheese im your dairy every day, aunt 
Caxton P” 

“Two every day.” 

“ But you must have a great number of cows, ma’am P” 

“There they are,” said her aunt, looking towards the 
opposite meadows. “We milk between forty and fifty at 
present; there are about thirty dry.” 

“Seventy or eighty cows!” exclaimed Eleanor, “Why, 
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aunt Caxton, you must want the whole valley for their 
pasturing.” 

“T want no more than I have,” said Mrs. Caxton, quietly. 
“You see, those meadows on the other side of the river 
look rich, It is a very good cheese-farm.” 

“ How far does it extend, aunty ?” 

* All along the meadow land, as far as you see.” 

*T do not believe there is a pleasanter or prettier home in 
all the kingdom!” Eleanor exclaimed. “ How charming, 
_aunt Caxton, all this must be in summer, when your garden 
1s in bloom.” 

“There is a way cf carrying summer along with us 
through all the year, Eleanor; do you know that?” 

“Do you wear tho ‘helmet’ too?” thought Eleanor, “I 
have no doubt but you do, over that calm brow!” But she 
only looked wistfully at her aunt, and Mrs. Caxton changed 
the conversation. She sat down with Eleanor on a settle, 
for the day was mild and the place sheltcred; and talked 
with her of home and her family. She showed an affeo- 
tionate intercst in all the details concerning her brother's 
houschold and life, but Eleanor admired with still increasing 
and profound respect, the delicacy which stopped every 
inquiry at the point where delicacy might wish to withhold 
the answer. The uprightest self-respect went hand in hand 
with the gentlest regard and respect for others. To this re- 
serve Eleanor was more communicative than she could have 
been to another manner; and on some points her hesitancy 
told as much, perhaps, as her disclosures on other points ; so 
that Mrs, Caxton was left with some general idea, if not 
more, of the home Eleanor had lived her life in, and the 
various people who had made it what it was. On all things 
that touched Rythdale, Eleanor was silent; and so was Mrs. 
Caxton. 

The conversation flowed on to other topics; and the whole 
day was a gentle entertainment to Eleanor. The perpetual 
good sense, information, and shrewdness of her hostess was 
matter of constant surprise and interest. Eleanor had 
nover talked with anybody who talked so well; and she felt 
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obliged unconsciously all tho time to produce the best of 
herself. That is not a disagrceable excrcise; and on the 
whole the day reeled off on silver wheels. It concluded as 
the former day had done; and in the warm prayer uttered 
by her aunt, Eleanor could not help feclirg there was a 
pulse of the heart for her—for her darkness and necessitics, 
It sent her to her room touched, and humbled, and ree 
minded; but Eleanor’s musings this night were no more 
fruitful of results than those of last night had been, They 
resolved themselves into a long waking dream. Mr. Car- 
lisle exercised too much mastery over her imagination, 
for any other concern to have fair chance till his question 
was disposed of. Would he come to look for her there? It 
was just like him; but she had a little hope that her 
mother’s pride would prevent his being furnished with the 
necessary information. That Eleanor should be sought and 
found by him on a cheese-farm, the mistress of the farm her 
own near relation, would not probably meet Mrs. Powle’s 
notions of what it was expedient to do or suffer. A slender 
thread of a hope; but that was all. Supposing he came? 
Eleanor felt she had no time to lose. She could only deal 
with Mr. Cariisle at a distance. In his presence, she knew 
now, she was helnless. Buta vague sense of wrong com- 
bated all her thougnts of what she wished to do; with a 
confused and conflicting question of what was right, She 
wearied herself to tears with her dreaming, and went to bed 
to aggravate her troubles in actual dreams; in which the 
impossible came in to help the disagreeable. 


CHAPTER XVI. 


* What if she be fastened to this fool lord, 
Dare I bid her abide by her word?” 


Tire next morning, nevertheless, was bright, and Eleanor 
was early down stairs. And now she found that the day 
was begun at the farmhouse in the same way in which it 
was ended. <A reverent, sweet, happy committing of all her 
affairs and her friends to God, in the presence and the com- 
pany of her household, was Mrs. Caxton’s entrance, for her 
and them, upon the work of the day. Breakfast was short 
and very early, which it had to be if Eleanor wanted to see 
the operations of the dairy; and then Mrs. Caxton and she 
went thither; and then first Eleanor began to have a proper 
conception of the magnitude and complication of the busi- 
ness her aunt presided over. 

The dairics were of great extent, stretching along the 
ground floor of the house, behind and beyond the covered 
gallery where she and her aunt had held their first long 
conversation the day before. Tiled floors, as neat as wax; 
oaken shelves, tubs, vats, baskets, cheese-hoops, presses— 
all as neat and sweet as it was possible for anything to be— 
looked like a confusion of affairs to Eleanor’s eye. How- 
ever, the real business doné that morning was sufficiently 
simple; and she found it interesting enough to follow pa- 
tiently every part of the process through to the end. Seve- 
ral blue jackets were in attendance—some Welsh, some 
English—each as diligent at her work as if she only had the 
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whole todo. And among them Eleanor noticed how admi- 
rably her aunt played the mistress and acted the executive 
head. Quietly, simply as her words were spoken, they were 
nevertheless words that never failed to be instantly obeyed ; 
and the service that was rendered her was given with what 
seemed the alacrity of affection, as well as the zeal of duty. 
Eleanor stood by—watching, amused, intent; yet taking in 
a silent lesson of character all the while, that touched her 
heart, and made her draw a deep breath now and then. The 
last thing visited was the cheese-house, the room where 
the cheeses were stored for ripening, quite away from all 
the dairies. Here there was a forest of cheeses, standing 
on end and lying on shelves, in various stages of ma- 
turity. 

“Two a day!” said Eleanor, looking at them. “That | 
makes a wonderful many in the course of the year.” . 

“ Except Sundays,” said Mrs. Caxton. ‘No cheese is 
made on Sunday in my dairy, nor any dairy-work done, 
except milking the cows and setting the milk.” 

“T meant except Sundays, of course.” 

“Tt is not ‘of course’ here,” said Mrs. Caxton. “The 
comman practice in large dairy-farms is to do the same 
work on the seventh day that is done all the six.” 

‘“‘ But that is wrong, aunty, it seems to me.” 

“Wrong? Of course it is wrong; but the defence is, 
that it is necessary. If Sunday’s milk is not made at 
once into cheese, it must wait till Monday; and not only 
double work must be done then—for Monday will have its 
own milk—but double sets of everything will be needed— 
tubs and presses and all. So people think they cannot 
afford it.” | 

“Well, bcw can they, aunt Caxton? There seems reason 
in that.” 

“ Reason for what?” 

“Why, I mean, it seems they have some reason for work- 
ing on the Sabbath—not to lose all that milk. It is one 
seventh of all they have.” - ° 


_. Mrs. Caxton replied, in a very quiet manner—“‘ Thou 
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shalt remember the Lord thy God; for it is he that giveth 
thee power to get wealth.’” 

“But, aunt Caxton,” said Hleanor, a little doubtfally, “he 
gives it in the use of means.” 

“Do you think he blesses the use of means he has fore 
bidden P” 

Eleanor was silent a moment, 

* Aunt Caxton, people do get rich so—do they not P” 

“The blessing of the Lord, it maketh rich,’” said Mrs. 
Maxton, contentcdly; “‘and he addeth no sorrow with it.’ 
That is the sort of riches I like best.” 

Eleanor did not answer; a kind of moisture came up in 
her eyes, for she felt poor in those riches. 

“Tt is mere want of faith, Eleanor, that pleads such a 
reason,” Mrs. Caxton went on. “It is taking the power to 
get wealth into our own hands.: If it is in God’s hands, it is 
just as easy certainly for him to give it to us in the obedient 
use of means as in the disobedient use of them; and much 
more likely that he will. Many a man has become poor by 
his disobedience, for one that has been allowed to prosper 
awhile in spite of it. If the statistics were made up, men 
would see, Meanwhile, never anybody trusted the Lord 
and was confounded.” 

“Then what do you do with the seventh day’s milk, aunt 
Caxton P” 

“TI make butter of it. But I would pour it away down the 
river, Eleanor, before I would make it an excuse for disobey- 
ing God.” 

This was said without any heat, but as the quietest of 
conclusions. Eleanor stood silent, wondering at her aunt’s 
cheeses and notions together. She was in a new world, 
surely. Yet a secret feeling of respect was every moment 
mounting higher. 

“The principle is universally true, Eleanor, that the safo 
way in everything i is the way of obedience. Consequences 
are not in our hands. It is only unbelief that would make 
consequences a reason for going out of the way. ‘Trust in 
the Lord, and ke p his way; se shall he exalt thee to inherit 
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the juand.’ I have had nothing but prosperity, Elcanor, ever 
since I began the course which iny neighbours and servants 
thought would destroy me.” 

“JT wanted to ask you that, aunt Caxton—how it had 
been.” 

“ But, my dear,” said Mrs. Caxtos, the smile with which 
she had turned to Eleanor fading into placid gravity again, 
“if it had been otherwise it would have made no difference, 
I would rather be poor, with my Lord’s blessing, than have 
all the principality without it.” 

Eleanor went away thinking. All this applied to the 
decision of her own affairs; and perhaps Mrs. Caxton had 
Intended it should. But yet, how should she decide? To 
do the thing that was right—Eleanor wished that, and did 
not know what it was. Her wishes said one thing, and 
prayed for freedom. A vague, trammelling sense of engage- 
ments entered into and expectations formed and pledges 
given, at times confused all her ideas, and made her think 
it might be her duty to go home and finish wittingly what 
she had begun in ignorance of what she was doing. It 
would be now to sacrifice herself. Was she called upon to 
do thatP What was right? 

Mrs. Caxton never alluded any further to Eleanor’s pri- 
vate affairs; and Eleanor, never forgetting them, kept them 
in the darkness of her own thoughts, and did not bring them 
up to the light and her aunt’s eye. Only for this drawback, 
the days would have passed delightfully. The next day was 
Sunday. 

“We have a long drive to church, Eleanor,” said her aunt. 
“ How will you go?” 

“With you, aunty.” 

“T don’t know about that; my car has no place for you, 
Are you a horsewoman P” 

“O aunty! nothing would be so delightful, if you have 
anything I can ride. Nothing would be so delightful. I 
half live in the saddle at home.” 

“You doP Then you shall go errands for me, J will fur- 
nish you with a Welsh pony.” 
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And this very day Eleanor mounted him to ride to church. 
Her aunt was in a light car that held but herself and the 
driver. Another vehicle, a sort of dogcart, followed with 
some of the servants. The day was mild and pleasant, 
though not brilliant with sunbeams. It made no matter. 
Eleanor could not comprehend how more lovelincss could 
have been crowded into the enjoymont of two hours, On 
her pony she had full freedom for the use of her eyes; the 
road was excellent, and winding in and out through all the 
crookedness of the valley they threaded, she took it at all 
points of view. Nothing could be more varied. The valley 
itself, rich and wooded, with the little river running its 
course, marked by a thick embowering of trees; the hills 
that enclosed the valley taking every form of beauty, some- 
times wild and sometimes tame, heathery and barren, rough 
and rocky, and again rounded and soft. Along these hills 
came into view numberless dwellings, of various styles and 
sizes, with once in a while a bold castle breaking forth in 
proud beauty, or a dismantled ruin, tolling of pride and 
beauty that had been. Eleanor had no one to talk to, and 
she did not want to talk. On horseback, and on a Welsh 
pony, no Black Maggie or Tippoo, aid in these wonderful 
new strange scenes, she felt free—free from Mr. Carlisle and 
his image for the moment; and though knowing that her 
bondage would return, she enjoyed her freedom all the more. 
The little pony was satisfactory; and as there was no need 
of taking a gallop to-day, Eleanor had nothing to desire. 

The ride ended at the loveliest of all picturesque villages 
—s0 Eleanor thought—nestled in what seemed the termina- 
tion of the valley. A little village, with the square tower of 
the church rising up above the trees—all the houses stood 
among trees—and the river was crossed by a bridge just 
above, and tere down a precipice just below, so near, that its 
roar was the constant lullaby of the inhabitants. It was the 
only sound to-day, rising in Sabbath stillness over the hills, 
After all this ride, the service in the little church did not 
disappoint expectation; it was sound, warm, and good; and 
Eleanor mounted her pony and rode home again, almcat 
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wishing she could take service with her aunt as a dairymaid 
for ever. All the day was sweet to Eleanor. But at the end 
of it, a thought darted into her mind with the keenness of 
an arrow. Mr. Carlisle in a few days more might have 
learned of her runaway freak and of her hiding-place, and 
kave time to come after her. There was a barb to the 
thought, for Eleanor could not get rid of it, 

She begged the pony the next day, and tho next, and 
went very long, rambling rides, in the luxury of being along 
They would have been most delightful but for the idea that 
haunted her, and which made her actually afraid to enter 
the house on her return home. This state of things was not 
to be borne much longer. 

“You have let the pony tire you, Eleanor,” Mrs. Caxton 
remarked. It was the evening of the second day, and the 
two ladies were sitting in the light of the wood fire. 

‘‘Ma’am, be could not do that. I live half my lifo on 
horseback at home.” 

“Then how am I to understand the long-drawn breaths 
which I hear from you every now and then?” 

Mrs. Caxton was twisting up paper lighters. She was 
rarely without something in her fingers, Eleanor was doing 
nothing. At her aunt’s question she half laughed, and seized 
one of the strips of paper to work upon. Her Jaugh changed 
into a sigh. 

“ Aunt Caxton, do you always find it easy to know what 

-is the right thing to do—in all circumstances P” 

“T have always infallible counsel that I can take.” 

“You mean the Bible? But the Bible does not tell one 
everything. 

*T mean prayer.” 

“Prayer! But, my dear aunt Caxton —" 

“ What is it, my dear P” 

“TI mean, that one wants an answer to. one’s perplexing 
questions.” 

‘Mine never fail of an answer,’’ said Mrs. Caxton. “If it 
is to be found in the Bible, I find it; if not, I go to the Lord, 
and get it from him,” 


260 PIR OLD HELMET. 


“ Tlow, my dear aunt Caxton? How can you have an ar 
swer—in that way P” 

“T ask to be directed, and I always am, Eleanor—always 
right. What do you think prayer is good for?” 

“ But, aunt Caxton !—I never heard of such a thing in my 
life! Please forgive me.” 

“ «Tf any man lack wisdom, let him ask of God, that giveth 
to ail men liberally, and upbraideth not; and i shall be given 
him. Did you never hear that, Eleanor P” 

“Aznty—excuse me—it is something I know nothing 
‘ bout.” 

“ You never had an answer to your own prayers f°” 

“No, ma'am,” said Eleanor, drooping. 

“ My dear, there may be two reasons for that. Whoever 
wishes direction from the Tord, must be absolutely willing 
to follow it, whatever it be. We may not ask counsel of him 
as we do of our fellow-creatures, bent upon following our 
own all the while. The Lord knows our hearts, and withk- 
holds his answer when we ask so.” 

“ How do you know what the answer is, aunty P” 

“It may be given in various ways. Sometimes circum. 
stances point it out; sometimes attention is directed to a 
word in the Bible; sometimes ‘thine cars shall hear a voice 
behind thee, saying, This is the way, walk ye in it, when ye 
turn to the right hand, and when ye turn to the left.’ ” 

Eleanor did not answer; she thought her aunt was slightly 
fanatical. 

“ There is another reason for not getting an answer, [lea- 
nor. It is, not believing that an answer will bo given.” 

“ Aunty, how can one help that ?” 

“ By simply looking at what God has promised, and truste 
ing it. ‘But lct a man ask in faith, nothing wavering. For 
he that wavereth is like a wave of the sea, driven with the 
wind and tossed. For let not that man think that he shall 
receive anything of the Lord.’ ” 

“ Aunt Caxton, I am exactly like such a wave of the sea. 
Ar.d in danger of being broken to piccos like one.” 

~" “Many o one has been,” said Mrs. Caxton. But it was 
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tenderly said, aot coldly; and the impulse to go on was irre- 
sistible. Eloanor changed her seat for one nearer. 

“ Aunt Caxton, £ want somebody’s help dreadfully.” 

“TI sce you do.” 

“ Do you see it, ma’am ?” 

“T think I have seen it ever since you have bec2 hero.” 

“ But at the same time, aunty, I do not know how to ask 
it.” 

“Those are sometimes the neediest cascs. But I hopo you 
will find a way, my dear.” 

Eleanor sati silent, nevertheless, for some minutes, and 
then she spoke in a lowered and changed tone. 

« Aunt Caxton, you know the engagements I am under?” 

“Yes; I have heard.” 

“What should a woman do—what is it her duty to do— 
who finds herself in every way bound to fulfil such engage- 
ments, except——” 

“ Except what P” 

“Except her own heart, ma’am,” Eleanor said, low and 
ashamed. 

“My dear, you do not mean that your heart was not in 
these engagements when you made them?” 

“I did not know where it was, aunty. It had nothing to 
do with them.” 

“Where is it now P” 

“It is not in them, ma’am.” 

“Eleanor, let us speak plainly. Do you mean that you do 
not, Jovo this gentleman whom you have promised to marry P” 

Elcanor hesitated, covered her face, and hesitated; at last 
spoke. 

“Aunt Caxton, I thought I did—but I know now I do 
not; not as I think I ought;—I do not as he loves me.” 
Eleanor spoke with burning cheeks, which ‘her aunt could 
sec even in the firelight, and though Eleanor’s hand endea- 
voured to shield them. 

“ What made you enter into these engagements, my dear P* 

“ The will and power of two other pcople, aunt Caxton— 
ani, t am afraid, now, @ little ambition of my own was at 
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work in it. And I liked him, too. It was not a person that 
I did not like. But I did not know what I was doing. I 
liked him, aunt Caxton.” 

“ And now it is a question with you whether you will fulfil 
these engagements P” 

“Yes, ma’am—because I do not wish to fulfil them, Ido 
not know whether I ought, or ought not.” 

Mrs, Oaxton was silent in her turn. 

“ Eleanor, do you like some one else better P” 

** Nobody else likes me better, aunt Oaxton—there is no- 
thing of that kind——” 

“ Still my question is not answered, Eleanor. Have you 
more liking for any other person P” 

“ Aunt Caxton—I do not know—I have seen—I do not 
know how to answer you!” Eleanor said, in bitter confusion ; 
then hiding her face, she went on— Just so much as this is 
true, aunt Caxton,—I have seen what makes me know that 
I do not love Mr. Carlisle; not as he loves me.” 

Mrs. Caxton stooped forward, took Eleanor’s hands down 
from her face, and kissed her. It was a sad, drooping, pained 
face, hot with shame. 

“My child,” she said, “your honesty has saved you. I 
could not have advised you, Eleanor, if you had not been 
frank with me. Poor child!” 

Eleanor came down on the floor, and hid her face in Mrs. 
Caxton’s lap. Her aunt kept one hand softly resting on her 
hair while she spoke. She was silent first, and then she 
spoke very tenderly. 

“You did not know, at the time you engaged yourself to 
this gentleman, that you were doing him wrong?” 

“No, ma'am—lI thought rather of wrong to myself.” 

6 Why Pp” 

“They vere in such a hurry, ma’am.” 

.“ Sinoe then, you have seen what you like better,” 

“Yea, ma'am,” said Eleanor, doubtfully—* or what I know 
J could like better, if there was occasion. That is all.” 

“Now the question is, in these circumstances, what is 
your duty to Mr. Carlisle?” 
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Eleanor lifted her head to look into her aunt’s face for the 
decision to come. 
|“ The rule of judgment is not far off, Eleanor; it is the 
golden rule. ‘ Whatsoever ye would that men should do to 
you, do ye even so to them.’ My dear, take the case of the 
person you corid like best in the world ;—would you have 
such a person marry you if his heart belonged to somebody 
else P” 

“ Not for the whole world!” said Eleanor, raising her head, 
which had fallen again. “ But, aunt Caxton, that is not my 
case. My heart is not anybody’s.” 

“ Put it differently, then. Would you marry such a man, 
if you knew that his mere liking for another was stronger 
than his love for you P” 
| “Tthink—I would rather die!” said Eleanor, slowly. 
| “Then I think your question is answered.” 
| But,aunt Caxton, it is not answered. Mr. Carlisle would 
not feel so. ¥ know he would have me marry him, if he knew 
that my heart was a thousand times another person’s—which 
it is not.” 

‘Don’t alter the case,” said Mrs. Caxton, “ except to make 
it stronger. If he were the right sort of man, he would not 

have you do so. There is no rule that we should make other 
people’s wishes our standard of right.” 

“But, aunt Caxton, I have done Mr, Carlisle grievous 
wrong. O, I feel that!” 

_ “Yes. What then?” 

“Am I not bound to make him all the amends in my 
power P?” 

“Short of doing further wrong. Keep right and wrong 
always clear, Eleanor. They never mean the same thing.” 

* Aunty, what you must think of me!” 

“T taink of you just now as saved from shipwreck. Many 
& girl has drifted on in the course you were going, without 
courage to get out of the current, until she. has destroyed 
horself; and perhaps somebody else.” 

“T do not think I had much courage, aunt Caxton,” said 
Eleanor, blushing. 
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“What had you, then P” 

“It was mainly my horror of marrying that man, after I 
found I did not love him. And yet, aunt Caxton, I do like 
him; and I am very, very, very sorry! It has almost 
seomed to mo sometimes that I ought to marry him, and 
give him what I can; and yet, if I were ready, I would 
rather die.” 

“Ts your doubt settled P” 

**Ycs, ma'am,” said Eleanor, sadly. 

“My dcar, you have dono wrong—I judge, somewhat 
ignorantly—but mischief can never be mended by mischief. 
To marry one man, preferring another, is the height of dis- 
loyalty to both him and yourself; unless you can lay the 
whole truth before him; and then, as I think, in most casos 
it would be the height of folly.” 

“T will write to Mr. Carlisle to-morrow.” 

“And then, Eleanor, what was the other question you 
camo here to settle?” 

“It is quite a difforent question, aunty, and yet it was all 
twisted up with the other.” 

“You can tell it me; it will hardly involve greater confi- 
dence,” said Mrs. Caxton, bending over and kissing Elea- 
nor’s brow, which restcd upon her knee, “ Eleanor, 1 am 
very thankful you came to Plassy.” 

The girl rose up, and kneeling beside her, hid her face in 
Mrs. Caxton’s bosom. “ Aunt Caxton, I am so glad! I 
have wanted just this help so long! and this refuge. Put 
your arms both round me, and hold me tight.” 

Mrs. Caxton said nothing for a little while. She waited 
for Eleanor to take her own time and speak. Very still the 
two were. There were some straining sobs that came from 
the one and went to the heart of the othcr; heavy and hard; 
but with no sound till they were quieted. 

“ Aunt Caxton,” said Eleanor, at last, “the othor question 
was that one of a refuge.” 

** A heavenly one P” 

“Yos. I had heard ofa ‘helmet of salvation’—I wanted 
it; but I do not know how to gct it.” 
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“Do you know what it is?” 

“Not very clearly. But I have secn it, aunt Caxton ;—I 
know it makes peovle safe and happy. I wart it for my- 
self.” 

“Safe from what P” 

“ From—all that I feared when I was dangerously ill last 
gummer.” 

“ What did you fear, Eleanor P” | 

“ All the future, aunt Caxton. I was not ready, I knew, 
to go out of this world. I am no better now.” 

They had not changed their relative positions. Hiteunor’s 
face still lay on her aunt’s bosom; Mrs. Caxton’s arms still 
enfolded her. . 

* ‘Bless the Lord! there is such a helmet,” she said; “ but 
we cannot manufacture it, Eleanor, nor even buyit. If you 
have it at all, you must take it as a free gift.” 

“ How do you mean P” 

“Tf you are willing to be a soldier of Christ, he will give 
you his armour.” : 

“ Aunt Caxton, I do not understand.” 

“It is only to take the promiscs of God, my dear, if you 
will take them obediently. Jesus has declared that ‘who- 
soever believeth on him, hath everlasting life.’” 

** But I cannot exactly understand what believing in him 
means. Iam very stupid.” Eleanor raised her head, and 
looked now in her aunt’s face. 

“Do you understand his work for us P” 

“1 do not know, ma'am.” 

“My dear, it is the work of love that was not willing to 
Ict_ us be miserable. While we were yet sinners, Christ dicd 
for us. He gave himself a ransom for all. He sufferod fot 
sins, the just for the unjust, that he might bring us to 
God.” 

“Yes, I believe I understand that,” said Eleanor, weurily. 

“The only question is, whether we will let him bring us. 
The question is, whether we are willing to accept this sub- 
stitution of the innocent One for our guilty seives, and be 
his obedient children. If we arc—if we rely on hiw and his 
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blood only, and are willing to give up ourselves to him, then 
the blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth us from all sin. No 
matter though they be red like crimson, they shall be as 
wool, There is no condemnation to them which are in 
Christ Jesus, who walk not after the flesh, but after the 
Spiri fale 

“ But I do not walk so,” said Eleanor. 

* Do you want to walk so?” 

“© yes, ma’am! yes!” said Eleanor, clasping her hands. 
‘*T desire it above all possible things. I want to be sucha 
one.” 

“Tf you truly desire it, my dear, it is certain that you 
may have what you want; for the Lord’s will is not dif- 
ferent. He died for this very thing, that he might be just, 
and the justifier of him that believeth in Jesus. There is 
an open door before you; all things are ready; you have 
only to plead the promises and enter in. The Lord himself 
says, Come.” 

* Aunt Caxton, I understand, I think; but I do not feel; 
not anything but fear—and desire.” , 

“This is the mere statement of truth, my dear; it is like 
the altar with the wood laid in readiness and the sacrifice— 
all cold; and till fire falls down from heaven, no incense will 
arise from earth. But if any man lack wisdom, let him ask 
of God, that giveth to all men liberally and upbraideth not; 
and it shall be given him.” ! 
— “Tama poor creature, aunt Caxton !” said Eleanor, hiding 
her face again. And again Mrs. Caxton’s arm came ten- 
derly round her, And again EHleanor’s tears flowed, this 
time in a flood. 

“ Certainly you are a poor creature, Eleanor. Iam glad 
you are finding it out. But will you flee to the stronghold, 
you poor little prisoner of hope PY 

“TI think I am rather the prisoner of fear, aunty.” 

“ Hope is a better gaoler, my dear.” 

“ But that is the very thing that I want.” 

“The Lord give it you!” 

They sat a good while in stillness after that, each thinking 
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her own thoughts; or perhaps those of the elder lady took 
the form of prayers. At last Eleanor raised her head, and 
kissed her aunt’s lips earnestly. 

‘How good of you to let me come to Plassy!” she said. 

‘“‘T shall keep you here now. You will not wish to be at 
home again for some time.” 

“No, ma’am. No, indeed I shall not.” 

“ What are you going to do about Mr. Carlisle P” 

“T shall write to-morrow. Or to-night.” 

* And tell him P——” 

“The plain truth, aunt Caxton. I mean, the truth of the 
fact, of course. It is very hard!” said Eleanor, sorrowfully. 

“It is doubtless hard; but it is the least of all the choice 
of evils you have left yourself. Write to-night,—and here, 
if you will. If you can without being disturbed by me.” 

“The sight of you wil only help me, aunt Caxton. But 
I did not know the harm I was doing when I entered into 
all this.” 

“T believe it. Go and write your letter.” 

Eleanor brought her paper-case and sat down at the table. 
Mrs. Caxton ordered other lights, and was mutely busy at 
her own table. Not a word was spoken for a good while. It 
was with a strange mixture of pain and bursting gladness 
that Eleanor wrote the letter which she hoped would set her 
free. But the gladness was enough to make her sure it 
ought to be written; and the pain enough to make it a 
bitter piece of work, The letter was finished, folded, sealed ; 
axa with a sigh Eleanor closed her paper-case. 

“What sort of a clergyman have you at home?” Mrs. 

axton asked. She had not spoken till then. 

“ He is a kind old man—he is a good man,” Eleanor said, 
icking for words; “I like him. He is not a very interest- 
1g preacher.” 

“Did you ever hold any talk with him on your thoughts 

of hope, and fear?” 

“TI could not, ma’am. I have tried; but I could not bring 
him to the point. He referred me to confirmation and to 
doing my duty; he did not help me.” 


| 
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“It is not a happy circumstance, that his public teaching 
should raise questions which his private teaching cannot 
answer.” 

“O, it did not!” said Eleanor. “Dr. Cairnes never raised 
® question in anybody’s mind, I am sure; never in mine.” 

“The light that sprung up in your mind, then, came you 
do not know whence?” 

“Yes, ma’am, I do,” said Eleanor with a little difficulty, 
“It came from the words and teaching of a living examyle, 
But in me it seems to be only darkness.” 

Mrs. Caxton said no more, and Elcance added no more, 
The servants came in to family prayer; aud then they took 
their candles and bade each other an affectionate good-nighs 
And Eleanor slept that night without dreaming, 


CHAPTER XVII. 


** For something that abode endued 
With temple-like repose, an air 
Of life’s kind purposes pursued 
With order’d freedom sweet and fair, 
A tent pitched in a world not right 
It seem’d, whose inmates, every one, 
On tranquil faces, bore the light 
Of duties beautifully done.’ 


Tiow did the days pass after thatP In restless anxicty, 
with Hleanorg in miserable uncertainty and remorse and 
sorrow. She counted the hours till her despatch could be 
in Mr. Carlisle’s hands; then she figured to herself the pain 
it would cause him; then she doubted fearfully what the 
immediate effect would be. It might be, to bring him down 
to Plassy with the utmost speed of post-horses; and again 
Eleanor reckoned the stages and estimated the spced at 
which Mr. Carlisle’s postillions could be made to travel, and 
the time when it would be possible for this storm to burst 
upon Plassy. That day Eleanor begged the pony and went 
out. She wandered for hours among unnumbered, and 
almost unheeded, beauties of mountain and vale; came 
home at a late hour, and crept in by a back entrance. No 
stranger had come; the storm had not burst yet; and Mrs. 
Caxton was moved to pity all the supper-time and hours of 
the evening, at the state of fear and constraint in which 
Bleanor evidently dwelt. 

“My dear, did you like this man?” she said when they 

were bidding each other good-night. 
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“ Mr. Carlisle P—=yes, very well; if only he had not Wanted 
me to him.” 

* But you fear him, Eleanor.” 

“Because, aunt Caxton, he always had a way of making 
me do just what he wished.” 

“ Are you so easily governed, Eleanor, by one whom you 
do not loveP I should not have thought it.” 

“TI do not know how it was, aunty. I had begun wrong, 
in the first place; I was in a false position ;—and lately Mr. 
Carlisle has taken it into his head, very unnecessarily, to he 
jealous; and I could not move a step without subjecting 
myself to a false imputation.” 

“ Good-night, my dear,” said her aunt. “If he comes, I 
will take all imputations on myself.” 

But Mr. Carlisle did not come. Day passed after day 
and the intense fear Eleanor had at first felt changed to a 
somewhat quieter anticipation; though she never came 
home from a@ ride without a good deal of circumspection 
about getting into the house. At last, one day when she 
was sitting with her aunt, the messenger came from the 
post, and one of those letters was handed to Eleanor that 
she knew so well; with the proud seal and its crest. Par- 
ticularly full and well mace she thought this seal was; 
though that was not so very uncommon, and perhaps she 
was fanciful; but it was a magnificent seal, and the lines of 
the outer handwriting were very bold and firm. Hleanor’s_ 
cheeks lost some colour as she opened the envelope, which 
she did without breaking the bright black wax. Her own 
letter was all the enclosure. 

The root of wrong even unconsciously planted, will bear its 
own proper and bitter fruits; and Eleanor tasted them that 
day, and the next, and thenext. She was free; she was secure ~ 
from even an attempt to draw her back into the bonds she had 
broken; when Mr. Carlisle’s pride had taken up the ques- 
tion, there was no danger of his ever relenting or faltering; . 
and pride had thrown back her letter of withdrawal in her face, 
She was free; but she knew she had given pain, and that 
more fecling was stung in Mr. Carlisle’s heart than his pride, 
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“Hoe will get over it, my dear,” said her aunt coolly 
But Eleanor shed many tears for a day or two, over the 
wrong she had done, Letters from Ivy Lodge did not help 
her. 
- Home is very disagreeable now,” wrote her little sister 
Julia; “ mamma is crying half the day, and the other half 
she does not feel comfortable,’—(a gentle statement of the 
case.) “And papa is very much vexed, and keeps out of 
doors the whole time, and Alfred with him; and Mr. Rhys 
is gone away, and I have got nobody. I shouldn’t know 
what to do, if Mr. Rhys had not taught me; but now I can 
pray. Dear Eleanor, do you pray? I wish you were 
coming home again, but mamma says you are not coming 
for a great while; and Mr. Rhys is never coming back. He 
said so.” 

Mrs. Powle’s letter was in strict accordance with Julia’s 
description of matters; desperately angry and mortified. 
The only comfort was, that in her mortification she desired 
Eleanor to keep away from home and out of her sight; so 
Eleanor, with a certain rest of heart in spite of all, prepared 
oerself fora long quiet sojourn with her aunt at the cheesee 
farm of Plassy. Mrs. Caxton composedly assured her that 
all this vexation would blow over; and Eleanor’s own mind 
was soon fain to lay off its care and content itself in a nest 
of peace. Mrs. Caxton’s house was that, to anybody worthy 
of enjoying it; and to Eleanor it had all the joy not only of 
fitness but of novelty. But for a lingering care on the 
subject of the other question that had occupied her, Eleanor 
would in a little while have been happier than at any former 
time in her life. How was it with that question, which had 
pressed so painfully hard during weeks and moniths past P 
now that leisure and opportunity were full and broad to 
take it up and attend to it. So they were; but with the 
removal of difficulty came in some degree the relaxing of 
effort; opportunity bred ease. It was so simple a thing to, 
be good at Plassy, that Hleanor’s cry for it became less 
bitter. Mrs. Caxton’s presence, words, and prayers, kept 
the thought constantly alive; yet with more of soothing and 
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hopeful than of exciting influence; and while Eleanor con- 
stantly wished she were happy like her, she nevertheless 
did not fail to be happy in her own way. 

The aunt and niece were excellently suited to each other, 
and took abundant delight in each other’s company. LElea- 
nor found that what had been defective in her own education 
was in the way to be supplicd and made up to her singularly; 
here, of all places, on a cheese-farm! So it was. To her 
accomplishments and materials of knowledge, she now 
found suddonly superadded the neccssity and the practice 
of thinking. In Mrs. Caxton’s house it was impossible to 
help it. Judgment, conscience, rcason, and good sense, 
were constantly brought into play; upon things already 
known, and things until then not familiar. In the reading 
of books, of which they did a good deal; in the daily discus- 
sion of the newspaper; in the business of every hour, in the 
intercourse with every neighbour, Eleanor found herself 
always stimulated and obliged to look at things from a new 
point of view; to consider them with new lights; to try 
them by a new standard. As a living creature, made and 
put here to live for something, she felt herself now; as ina 
world where everybody had like trusts to fulfil and was 
living mindful or forgetful of his trust. How mindful Mrs, 
Caxton was of hers, Ileanor began every day with in- 
crvasing admiration to see more and more. To her servants, 
to her neighbours, with her money and her time and her 
sympathies, for little present interosts and for world-wide 
and everlasting ones, Mrs. Caxton was ever ready, active, 
watchful; hands full and head full and heart full. That 
motive power of her one mind and will, Eleanor gradually 
found, was the centre and spring of a vast machinery of 
good, working so quietly and so beneficently as proved it 
had been in cperation a long, long time. It was a daily 
deep lesson to Eloanor, going deeper and deeper every day. 
The roots were striking down that would shoot up and bear 
fruit by and by. 

Eleanor was a sweet companion to her aunt all those 
months. In her fresh, young, rich nature, Mrs, Caxton had 
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presently scen the signs of strength, without which no 
character would have suited her; while Elcanor's temper 
was of the finest, and her mind went to work vigorously 
upon whatever was presented for ita action. Mrs. Caxton 
wisely took care to give it an abundance of work; and fur- 
thermore employed Eleanor in busy offices of kindness and 
help to others; as an assistant in some of her own plans and 
habits of good. Many a rido Eleanor took on the Welsh 
pony, to see how some sick person was getting on, or to 
carry supplics to another, or to give instruction to another, 
or to oversce and direct the progress of matters on which 
yet another was engaged. This was not new work to her; 
yet now it was done in the presence at least, if not under 
the pressure, of a higher motive than she had been accuse 
tomed to bring to it. It took, in some degree, another cha- 
racter. Eleanor was never able to forgct now, that these 
people to whom she was ministering had more of the im- 
mortal in them than of even the earthly; she was never able 
to forget it of herself. And busy and happy as the winter 
was, there often came over her those weary longings for 
something which she had not yet—the something which 
-made her aunt’s course daily so clear and calm and bright. 
What sort of happiness would be EHleanor’s when she got 
back to Ivy LodgeP She asked herself that question some- 
times. Her present happiness was superficial. 

The spring meanwhile drew near, and signs of it began to 
be seen, and felt, and heard. And one evening Mrs. Caxton 
got out the plan of her garden, and began to consider in 
detail its arrangements, with a view to coming operations, 
It was pleasant to see Mrs. Caxton at this work, and to hear 
her; she was in her element. Eleanor was much surprised 
to find not only that her aunt was her own head gardener, 
but that she had an exquisite knowledge of the business. 

“This sulphwrea I think is dead,” remarked Mrs. Caxton, 
“IT must have another. Hleanor—what is the matter?” - 

* Ma'am P” 

“You arc drawing a very Jong breath, my dear. Whore 
did :t come from?” 
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The reservo which Eleanor had all her life practised be- 
fore other people, had almost from the first given way before 
her aunt. 

“From a thought of home, aunt Caxton. I shall not ve 
so happy when I get back there.” 

“The happiness that will not bear transportation, lean, 
is a very poor article. But they will not want you at hom 

“JT am afraid of it.” : 

‘Without reason. You will not go home this spring, my 
dear; trust me, You are mine for a good long time yet.” 

Mrs. Caxton was wiser than Eleanor; as was soon proved. 
Mrs. Powle wrote, desiring her daughter, whatever she did, 
not to come home then; nor soon. People would think she 
was come home for her wedding; and questions innumerable 
would be asked, the mortification of which would be une- 
bearable, Whereas, if Eleanor kept away, the dismal cer- 
tainty would by degrees become public, that there was to be 
no match at all between Rythdale and the Lodge. “ Stay 
away till it is all blown over, Eleanor,” wrote her mother; 
“it is the least you can do for your family.” And the squire 
even sent a word of a letter, more kind, but to the same 
effect. He wanted his bright daughter at home, he said; 
he missed her; but in the circumstances, perhaps it would 
be best, if her aunt would be so good as to keep her, 

Eleanor carried these letters to Mrs. Caxton, with a tear 
in her eye, and an humbled, pained face. 

“I told you so,” said her aunt. “How could people ex- 
pect that Mr. Carlisle’s marriage would take place three 
months after the death ‘of his mother? that is what I do not 
understand.” 

“They arranged it so, and it was given out, I suppose, 
Averything gets known. He was going abroad in the 
spring, or immediately after; and meant not to go without 
me,” 

“Now you are my child, my dear, and shall help me with 
my roses,” said her aunt, kissing Eleanor, and taking her in 
her arms. “Eleanor, is that second question settled yet a 

“No, aunt Caxton,” 
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“You have not chosen yet which mastcr you will serve, 
the world or the Lord P” 

“O yes, ma’am—IZ have decided that. I know which I 
want to be.” 

“ But not which you will be.” 

* T mean that, ma’am.” 

You are not a servant of the Lord now, Eleanor ?” 

* No, aunt Caxton—I don’t see how. J am dark.” 

“Christ says, ‘ He that is not with me is againet me.” A 
question that is undecided, decides itself. Eleanor, decide 
this question to-night.” 

*To-night, ma’am P” 

“Yes. Iam going to send you to church.” 

“To church! There is no service to-night, aunt Caxton.” 

“Not at the church where you have been—in the village. 
There is a little church in the valley beyond Mrs. Pynce’s 
cottage. You are going there.” 

“TI do not remember any. Why, aunt Caxton, the valley 
is too narrow there for anything but the road and the 
brook; the mountains leave no room—hardly room for her 
house.” 

“You have never been any further. Do you not re- 
siember a sharp turn just beyond that place P” 

“ Yes, I do.” 

‘You will see the chapel when you get round the turn.” 

The place Mrs. Caxton alluded to, was a wild, secluded, 
most beautiful valley, the bottom of which, as Eleanor said, 
was almost filled up with the road, and the brook which 
rushed along its course to meet the river; itself almost as 
large ag another river. Where the people could be found to 
go to a church in such a region, she could not imagine. 

‘Heather clothed the hills; fairy cascades leaped down the 
rocks at every turning, lovely as a dream; the whole scene 
was wild and lonely. Hardly any human habitations or 
signs of human action broke the wild reign of nature all the 
valley through. Eleanor was sure of a charming ride at 
least, whether there was to be a congregation in the church 
at the end of it orno; and she prepared herself accordingly, 
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Mrs. Caxton was detained at home; the car did not gos 
three or four of the household, men and women, went on 
ponies as Eleanor did. 

They set off very carly, while the light was fair and 
beautiful yet, for the ride was of some length. It was not 
on the way to the village; it turned off from the fine high 
road to a less practised and more uneven track. It was good 
for horses; and riding in front, a little ahcad of her com- 
panions, Eleanor had the luxury of being alone. Why had 
Mrs. Caxton bade her “settle that question” to-night? 
How could sho, when her mind was in so much darkness 
and confusion on the subject? Yet Hleanor hardly knew 
specifically what the hindrance was; only it was certain 
that wl.‘ie she wished and intcndcd to be a Christian, she 
Was no nearer the point, as far as sho could see, than she 
had been months ago. Nay, Eleanor confessed to hersclf, 
that in the swect quict and pence of her aunt’s house, and in 
her own relcase from pressing trouble, she had rather let all 
troublesome thoughts slip away from her; so that, though 
not forgotten, the subject had been less painfully on her 
mind than through the weeks that went before her coming 
to Plassy. She had wished for lIcisure and quiet to attend 
to it, and put that pain to rest for cver; and in leisure and 
quict she had suffered pain to go to slcep in a natural way, 
and left all the business of dealing with it to be deferred till 
the time of its waking. How was all this? Eleanor walked 
her pony slowly along, and thought. Then she had been 
freshly under the influence of Mr. Rhys and his preaching; 
the very remembrance of which, now and here, stirred her 
like an alarum bell, Ay, and morethan that; it wakened the 
keen longing for that beauty and strength of life which had 
so shown her her own poverty, Humbled and sad, Eleanor 
walked her pony on and on, while each little crystal torrent 
that came with its sweet clear rush and sparkle down the 
rocks, tinkled its own little silver bell note in her ears; a 
note of purity and action. Hleanor had never heard it from 
them vefore; now, somehow, each rushing strcamlet, with 
ils bright leap over obstacles, and its joyous dash one 
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ward in its course, sounded the same note. Nothing could 
be more lovely than these cascades; every one different 
from the othors, as if to show how many forms of beauty 
water could take. Eleanor noticed and heard them every 
one, and the call of every one, and rode on in a pensive 
mood till Mrs. Pynce’s cottage was passed, and the turn in 
the valley just beyond opened up a new scene for her. 

How lovely! how various! ‘The straitened dcll spread 
out gradually from this point into a comparatively broad 
valley, bordered with higher hills as it widened in the 
distance. The light still showed its entrancing beauty; 
wooded, and spotted with houses and habitations of all 
kinds; from the very humble to the very lordly, and from 
the business factories of to-day, back to the ruined strong- 
holds of the time when war was business. Wide and de- 
licious the view was, as much as it was unexpected; and 
spring’s softened colouring was all over it. Hleanor made a 
pause of a few seconds as soon as all this burst upon her; 
her next thought was to look for the church. And it was 
plain to see; a small dark edifice, in excellent keeping with 
its situation, because of its colour and its simple structuro, 
which half merged it among the rocks and the hills. 

“That is the church, John?” Eleanor said to Mrs. Cax« 
ton’s factotum. 

“That is it, ma’am. There’s been no minister there for a 
good piece of the year back.” 

“ And what place is this?” 

“There’s no place, to call it, mu’am. It’s the vallvy of 
Glanog.” 

Hleanor jumped off her pony and went into the church. 
She had walked her pony too much; it was late; the ser- 
vice had begun; and Eleanor was taken with a sudden 
tremor at hearing the voice that was reading the hymn. 
She had no need to look to see whose it was. She walked up 
the aisle, secking a vacant place to sit.down, and exceedingly 
desirous to find it, for she was conscious that she was right 
under the preacher’s eye and observation; but as one never 
does well what ono docs in confusion, she otcrlogked one or 
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two chances that offered, and did not get a seat till she was 
far forward, in the place of fullest view for both seeing and 
being seen. And there she sat down, asking herself what 
should make her tremble so. Why had her aunt Caxton 
sent her that evening, alone, to hear Mr. Rhys preach} 
And why not? what was there about it? She was very 
glad, she knew, to hear him; but there would be no more 
apathy or languor in her mind now on the subject of that 
question her aunt had desired her to settle. No more, 
The very sound of that speaker’s voice woke her conscience to 
a sharp sense of what she had been about all these months, 
since she had heard it last. She bent her head in her 
hand for alittle while, in a rushing of thoughts—or ideas—~ 
that prevented her senses from acting; then the words the 
people were singing around her made their entrance into 
her ear; an entrance opened by the sweet melody. Tho 
words were given very plain. 


**No room for mirth or trifling here, 
For worldly hope, or worldly fear, 
If life so soon is gone ; 
If now the Judge is at the door, 
And all mankind must stand before 
Th’ inexorable throne! 


**No matter which my thoughts employ, 
. A moment’s misery or joy; 
me But O! when both shall end, 
Where shall I find my destined place P 
Shall I my everlasting days 
With fiends or angels spend ?” : 
Eleanor sat cowering before that thought. “Now are 
we going to have a ¢errible sermon?” was her inward quess 
tion. She would not look up. -The preliminary services 
were all over, she found, and the preacher rose and gave 
out his text, 
“A glorious high throne from the beginning, is the place 
of our sanctuary.” 


Eleanor could not keep her eyes lowered another socond, 
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Tho well-known deliberate utterance, and a little unconscious 
indefinable ring of the tones in which the words were spo- 
ken, brought her eyes to the speaker’s face; and they were 
never turned away again. “Do we need a sanctuary P” was 
the first question the preacher started; and very quietly 
he went on to discuss that. Very quietly; his manner and 
his voice were neither in the slightest degree excited; how 
it was, Eleanor did not know, but as he went on a tide of 
feeling swept over the assembly. She could see it in the 
evidences of tears, and she heard it in a deep sough of the 
breath that went all over the house. The preacher was 
reaching each one’s secret consciousness, and stirring into 
life that deep hidden want of every heart, which every heart 
knew differently. Some from sorrow; some from sin; some 
from weariness; some from loneliness ; some from the bat- 
tle of life; some from the struggie with their own hearts; 
all, from the wrath to come. Nay, Eleanor’s own heart was 
throbbing with the sense that he had reached it and touched 
it, and knew its condition. How was it, that with those 
quiet words he had bowed every spirit before him, her own 
among the number? It is true, that in the very contained- 
ness of his tones and words there was an evidence of sup- 
pressed power; it flashed out once in a while; and wrought 
possibly with the more effect, from the feeling that it was 
contained and kept down. However it were, the minds of 
the assembly were already at a high state of tension, when 
he passed to the other part of his subject—the consideration 
of the sanctuary. It was no discourse of regular heads and 
divisions; it is impossible to report, except as to its effects. 
The preacher’s head and heart were both full, and words 
had no atint. But in this latter part of his subject, the 
power which had been so contained was let loose, though 
still kept within bounds. The eye fired now, and the voice 
quivered with its charge, as he endeavoured to set before 
the minds of the people the glorious vision which filled his 
own; to make known to others the “riches of glory” in 
which his own soul rested and rejoiced. So evidently, that 
his hearers half caught at what he would show them, by the 
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catching of sympathy; and from different parts of the house 
now there went up a suppressed cry, of want, or of exulta- 
tion, as the case might be, which it was very thrilling to 
hear. It was the sense of want and pain in Elcanor’s mind; 
not spoken indecd except by her countenance; but that 
toned strongly with the notes of fecling that were uttered 
around her. As from the bottom of a dark abyss into which 
he had fallen, a person might look up to the bright sky, of 
which he could see but a little, which yet would give him 
token of all the firmamental light and beauty up there which 
he had not. From her darkness Elcanor saw it—saw it in 
the preacher's face and words; yes, and heard it in many a 
deep-breathed utterance of gladness or thanksgiving at her 
side. She had never felt so dark in her life as when she left 
the church, She rushed away as soon as the service was 
over, lest any one should speak to hor; however, she had to 
walt some time outside the door before John came out. The 
people all tarried strangely. 7 

“ Beg pardon, ma'am,” said Jobn, “but we was waiting a 
bit to see the minister.” 

Eleanor rode home fast, through fair moonlight withont, 
and great obscurity within her own spirit. She avoided hor 
aunt; she did not want to speak of the meeting; she suo 
ceedod is: having no talk about it that night, 


OHAPTER XVIII, 


“T glanced within a rook’s cleft breast, 
A lonely, safely-sheltered nest. 
There, as successive seasons £0, 
And tides alternate ebb and flow, 
Full many a wing is trained for flight 
In heaven’s blue field~in heaven's broad light.” 


THE next morning at breakfast, Eleanor and her aunt 
were alone as usual. There was no avoiding anything. 

“Did you have a pleasant evening?” Mrs. Caxton asked. 

“T had a very pleasant ride, aunt Caxton.” 

‘How was the sermon P” 

“Tt was—I suppose it was very good; but it was vory 
peculiar.” 

“In what way P” 

“T don’t know, ma’ am ; it excited the people very much, 
They could not keep still.” © 

“Do you like deere better that does not excite 
people ?” 

Eleanor hesitated. “No, ma'am; but I do not like them 
to make a noise.” 

‘What sort of a noise P” 

Eleanor paused again, and to her astonishment found her 
own lip quivering and her eyes watering as she answered, 
“Tt was @ noise of weeping and of shouting—not loud 
shouting; but that is what it was.” 

“T have often known such effects undor faithful present- 
ing of the truth,” said Mrs, Caxton, composedly. “When 


| 


2892- THE OLD HELMET. 


people's feelings are much moved, it is very natural to give 
them expression.” : 

“ For uncultivated people, particularly.” 

‘T don’t know about the cultivation,” said Mrs. Caxton. 
“ Robert Hall’s sermons used to leave two-thirds of his 
hearers on their feet. I have seen a man in middle life, a 
judge in the courts, one of the heads of the community in 
which he lived, so excitcd that he could not undo the fast- 
enings of his pew door; and he put his foot on the seat and 
sprang over into the aisle.” 

“Do you like such things, aunt Caxton P” 

“I prefer another mode of getting out of church, my 
dear.” 

“But shouting, or crying out, is what people of refine- 
ment would not do, even if they could not open their pew 
doors.” 

Eleanor was a little sorry the moment she had uttered 
this speech; her spirits were in a whirl of disorder and 
uncomfortableness, and she had spoken hastily. Mrs, Caxton 
answered with great composure. 

“What do you call those words that you are accustomed 
to hear, the ‘Gloria in Excelsis P—‘ Glory be to God on 
high, and on earth peace, good will towards men. We 
praise thee, we bless thee, we worship thee, we glorify 
thee, we give thanks to thee for thy great glory, OQ Lord 
God, heavenly King.’” 

“What do you call it, annt Caxton P” 

“Tf it is not a shout of joy, I can make nothing of it; or 
the one hundred and fiftieth Psalm—‘O praise God in his 
holiness; praise him in the firmament of his power. Praise 
him in his noble acts; praise him according to his excellent 
greatness. Praise him in the sound of the trumpet; praise 
him upon theluteand harp. Praise him in the cymbals and 
dances; praise him upon the strings and pipe. Praise him 
upon the well-tuned cymbals; praise him upon the loud 
cymbals, Let everything that hath breath praise the Lord.’ 
— What is that but a shout of praise P” 

“It never sounded like a shout,” said Eleanor, 
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Tt did once, I think,” said Mrs. Caxton. 

‘When was that, ma'am P” 

** When Ezra sang it, with the priests and the people to 
help him, after they were returned from captivity. Then 
the people shouted with a loud shout, and the noise was 
heard afar off. All the people shouted with a great shout, 
when they praised the Lord.” 

*“ But, aunt Caxton,” said Eleanor, who felt herself taken 
down a little, as a secure talker is apt to be by a manner 
very composed in his opponent—“ it is surely the habit of 
refined persons in these times not to get excited, or not to 
express their feelings very publicly P” 

“A very good habit,” said Mrs. Caxton. “ Nevertheless, 
T have seen a man—a gentleman, and a man in very high 
standing—in a public assembly, go white with anger and 
become absolutely speechless with the strength of passion 
at some offence he had taken. 

“QO, such passions, of course, will display themselves 
sometimes,” said Eleanor. ‘ Bad passions often will. They 
escape control.” 

“T have scen a lady—a lovely and refined lady—faint 
away at the sudden tidings that a child’s life was secure, 
whom she had almost given up for lost.” 

“But, dear aunt Caxton, you do not call that a parallel 
case P” 

“A parallel case with what P” 

“ Anybody might be excited at such a tie You would 
wonder if they were not.” 

“I do not sec the justness of your reasoning, Eleanor. A 
man may turn white with passion, and it is natural; a 
woman may faint with joy at receiving back her child from 
death, and you are not surprised. But the joy of suddenly 
secing efernal life one’s own—the joy of knowing that God 
has forgiven our sins—you think may be borne calmly. I 
have known people faint under that j joy as well,” 

“ Aunt Caxton,” said Eleanor, her voice growing hoarse,’ 
“TI do not see how anybody can have it. How can they know 
their sins arc forgiven P” 
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“You may find. it in your Bible, Eleanor; did you never 
sec it there? ‘The Spirit witnesseth with our spirit that 
we are the children of God.’” 


“ But Paul was inspired P” 
“Yes, thank God!—to declare that dividend of present 


joy to all shareholders in the stock of eternal life. But, 
doubtless, only faith can take it out.” 

Eleanor sat silent, chewing bitter thoughts. “O, this is 
what these peoplo havo!” she said to herself; “this is the 
helmet of salvation! And I am as far from it as ever!” 
The conversation ended there. Eleanor was miserable all 
day. She did not explain herself; Mrs. Caxton only saw 
her preoccupied, moody, and silent. 

“There is preaching again at Glanog to-night,” she said, 
a few days afterwards; “Iam not yet quite well enough to 
go. Do you choose to go, Eleanor P” 

Eleanor looked down, and answered “ Yes.” - 

She went; and again, and again, and again. Sundays or 
week-duys, Eleanor missed no chance of riding her pony to 
the little valley church. Mrs. Caxton generally went with 
her after the first weck; but going in her car she was no 
hindrance to the thoughtfulness and solitude of the rides on 
horseback ; and Eleanor sometimes wept all the way home, 
and oftener came with a confused pain in her heart, dull or 
acute, as the case might be. She saw truth that seemed 
beautiful and glorious to her; she saw it in the faces and 
lives, as well as in the words of others; she longed to share 
their immunity, and the peace she perceived them possessed 
of; but how to lay hold of it she could not find. She seemed 
to herself too evil ever to become good; she tried, but her 
heart seemed as hard as a stone. She prayed, but no relief 
came. She did not see how she could be saved while evil 
had such a hold of her; and to dislodge it she was power- 
less. Eleanor was in @ constant state of uneasiness and 

distress now. Her usually fine temper was more easily 
roughened than she had ever known it; the services she 
had long been accustomed to render to others who neccdcd 
her, she felt it now very hard to give. She was dissatisfied 
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with herself and very unhappy, and she said to herself that 
she was unfit to properly minister to anybody elso. She 
\ecame a comparatively silent and ungenial companion to 
her aunt. Mrs. Caxton, perhaps, understood her, for she 
made no remark on this change, sccmed to take no notice, 
was as evenly and tendorly affectionate to her nieco as ever 
before, with perhaps a little added expression of sympathy 
now and then. She did not even ask an explanation of 
Eleanor’s manner of getting out of church. 

Eleanor and her aunt, as it happencd, always occupicd « 
seat very near the front and almost under the pulpit. It 
had been Eleanor’s custom cycr since the first time she came 
there, to slip out of her scat and make her way down the 
aisle with eager though quict haste, leaving her aunt to fol- 
low at her leisure; and she was generally mounted and off 
before Mrs. Caxton reached the front door. During the 
service always now, Eleanor’s eycs were fastened upon tho 
preacher; his often looked at her—he recognized her, of 
course—and Eleanor had a vague fear that if she were not 
out of the way he would some time or other come down and 
accost her. It was an unreasoning fear; she gave no account 
of it to hersclf, except that her mind was in an unscttlcd, 
out-of-order state, that would not bear questioning; and if he 
game, he would be certain to question her. So Eleanor fled, 
and let her aunt do the talking—if any there were. Eleanor 
never asked and never knew. 

This went on for some weeks. Spring bad burst upon 
the hills, and the valleys were green in beauty and flushing 
with flowers; and Hleanor’s heart was barren and cold, more 
than she had ever felt it to be. She began to have a most 
miserable opinion of herself. 

It happened one night, what rarely happened, that Mr, 
Rhys had some one in the pulpit with him. Eleanor was 
sorry; she grudged to have even the closing prayer or hymn 
given by another voice. But it was so this evening; and 
whon Eleanor rose as usual to make her quick way out of 
the house, she found that somebody else Lad been quick. 
Mr. Rhys stood beside her. It was impossible to help 
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speaking. He had clearly come down for the very purpose, 
He shook hands with Eleanor. 

“ How do you doP” he said. “I am glad to see you here. 
Is your mind at rest yet?” 

“No,” said Eleanor. However it was, this meeting 
which she had so shunned was not entirely unwelcome to 
her when it came, If anything would make her feel better, 
or any counsel do her good, she was willing to stand even 
questioning that might Icad to it. Mr. Rhys’s questioning 
on this occasion was not very severe. He only asked her, 
“‘ Havo you ever been to class P” 

“To what?” said Eleanor. 

“To a class-emeeting. You know what that is ?” 

“Yos,—I know a little. No, I have never been to one.” 

“T should like to see you at mine. We meet at Mrs. 
Powlis’s, in the village of Plassy, Wednesday afternoon.” 

“But I could not, Mr. Rhys. It would not be possible 
for me to say a word before other people—it would not be 
possible.” 

“Twill try not to trouble you with difficult questions. 
Promise me that you will come. It will not hurt you: to 
hear others speak.” 

Eleanor hesitated. 

“ Will you come and try P” 

“Yes.” 

“There |” said Hleanor to herself as she rode away, “now 
I have got my head in a net, and I am fast. I going to 
such a place! What business have I thereP” And yet 
there was a secret gratification in the hope that somehow 
this new plan might bring her good. But on the whole 
Eleanor disliked it excessively, with all the power of nature 
and cultivation. For though frank enough to those whom 
she loved, a proud reserve was Eleanor’s nature in regard to 
all others whom she did not love; and the habits of her life 
were, as far as possible, at variance with this proposed 
meeting, in its familiar and social religious character. She 
could not conceive how people should wish to speak of their 
intimate feelings before other people. Her own shrank fromi 
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exposure as morbid flesh shrinks from the touch. However, 
Wednesday came. 

“ Can I have Powis this afternoon, aunt Caxton P” 7 

“Oertainly, my dear; no need to ask. Powis is yours. 
Are you going to Mrs. Pynce?” 

“ No, ma’am.”—HEleanor struggled.— Mr. Rhys has made 
me promise to go to his class. I do not like to go at all; 
but I have promised.” 

“You will like to go next time,” said Mrs. Caxton, quietly. 
And she said no more than that. 

“Will IP” thought Eleanor as she rode away. But if 
there was anything harsh or troubled in her mood of mind, 
all nature breathed upon it to soften it. The trees were 
leafing out again; the meadows brilliant with fresh green ; 
the soft spring airs wooing into full blush and beauty the 
numberless spring flowers; every breath fragrant with new 
sweetness. Nothing could be lovelier than Hleanor’s ride 
to the village; nothing more soothing to a ruffled condition 
of thought; and she arrived at Mrs. Powlis’s door with an 
odd kind of latent hopefulness that something good might 
be in store for her there. 

Her strange and repugnant feelings returned when she 
got into the house. She was shown into a room where 
several other persons were sitting, and where more kept 
momently coming in. Greetings passed between these 
persons, very frank and cordial; they were all at home there, 
and accustomed to each other and to the business; Eleanor 
alone was strange, unwonted, not in her element. That 
feeling, however, changed as soon as Mr. Rhys came in. 
Where he was, there was at least one person with whom 
she had sympathy, and who had some little degree of 
sympathy with her. Eleanor’s feelings were destined to 
go through a course of discipline before the meeting was 
over. 

It began with some very sweet singing. There were no 
books; everybody knew the words that were sung, and they 
burst out like a glad little chorus. Eleanor’s lips only were 
mute. The prayer that followed stirred her’very much, I¢ 
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was sO simple, so pure, so heavenward in its aspirations, so 
human in its humbleness, so touching in its sympathies. 
For they reached her, Eleanor knew by one word. And 
when the prayer was ended, whatever might follow, Eleanor 
was glad she had come to that class-meeting. 

But what followed she found to be intensely interesting. 
In words, some few, some many, one after another of the 
persons present gave an account of his progress or of his 
standing in the Christian life. Hach spoke only when called 
upon by Mr. Rhys; and each was answered in his turn with 
a word of counsel or direction or encouragement, as the case 
seemed to need. Sometimes the answer was in the words of 
the Bible; but always, whatever it were, it was given, 
Elcanor felt, with singular appositeness to the interests 
before him. With great skill too, and with infinite sym- 
pathy and tenderness if need called for it; with sympathy 
invariably. And Eleanor admired the apt readiness and 
kindness and wisdom with which the answers were framed; 
so as to suggest without fail the lesson desired to be given, 
yct so suggest that it should be felt by nobody as an im- 
putation or a rebuke. And ever and again the little 
assembly broke out into a burst of song, a verse or two of 
some hymn, that startcd naturally from the last words that 
had been said. Those bursts of song touched Elcanor. 
They were so plainly heartfelt, so utterly glad in their utter- 
ances, that she had never heard the like. No choir, the best 
trained in the world, could give such an effoct with their 
vuices, unless they were also trained and meet +o be singers 
wz heaven. Ono of the choruses pleased Eleanor particu- 
jurly. It was sung in a wild sweet tune, and with groat 


energy. 
EY “There’s balm in Gilead 
To make the wounded whole. 
There’s power enough in Jesus 
T'o cave a sin-sick soul,” 


Tt was just after this was finished, that Mer, Rhys in his 
moving about the room came and stood before Eleanor. I'o 
asked her, *De you love Jasus P” 
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It is impdssible to express the shame and sorrow with 
which Eleanor answered, “No.” 

“Do you wish to be a Christian P” 

Eleanor bowed her head. 

“Do you intend to be one?” 

Eleanor looked up, surprised at the word, and answered, 
“If TI can.” 
- “Do you think,” said he very tenderly, “that you have a 
right to that ‘if’—when Jesus has said, ‘Come unto me, 
all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you 
rest 2?” 
' He turned from her, and again struck the notes they had 
been singing. 


 Thore’s balm in Gilead 
To make the wounded whole, 
There’s power enough in Jesus 
To save a sin-sick soul.” 


The closing prayer followed, which almost broke Eleanor’s 
heart in two; it so dealt with her and for her. While some 
of those present were afterwards exchanging low words 
and shakes of the hand, she slipped away and mounted her 

ny. . . : 

She was in dreadful confusion during the first part of her 
ride. Half resentful, half broken-hearted. It was the last 
time, she said to herself, that ever she would be found in a 
‘meeting like that. She would never go again; to make 
herself a mark for people’s sympathy and a subject for 
people’s prayers. And yet—surely the human mind seems 
an inconsistent thing. at times—the thought of that sym- 
pathy and those prayers had a touch of sweetness in it, 
which presently drew a flood of tears from Eleanor’s eyes. 
“There was one old man ‘in particular, of venerable appear: 
_ance, who had given a most dignified testimony of faith and 
happiness, whose “ Amen!” recurred to her. It was uttered 
. at the close of a petition Mr. Rhys had made in her favour r 
and Eleanor recalled it now with a strange mixture of feel: 
ings. “Why was she so different from him and from the rest . 
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of’ .hose good people P She knew her duty; why was it not 
done? She seemed to herself more hard-hearted and evil 
than Eleanor would formerly have supposed possible of her; 
she had never liked herself less than she did during this 
ride home. Her mind was in a rare turmoil, of humiliation 
and darkness and sorrow; one thing only was clear—that 
she never would go to a class-meeting again! And yet it 
would be wrong to say that she was on the whole sorry she 
had gone once, or that she really regretted anything that 
had been done or said. But this once should suffice her. 
So she went along, dropping tears from her eyes and letting 
Powis find his way as he pleased; which he was quite com- 
petent to do. 

By degrees her eyes cleared to see how lovely the evening 
was falling. The air sweet with exhalations from the hedge- 
rows and meadows, yes, and from the more distant hills too; 
fragrant and balmy. The cattle were going home from the 
fields ; smoke curled up from a hundred chimney-tops along 
the hill-sides and the valley bottom; the evening light 
spread here and there in a broad glow of colour; fair 
snatches of light were all that in many a place the hills and 
the bottom could catch. Every turn in the winding valley 
brought a new combination of wonderful beauty into view; 
and shadows and light, and flower-flagrance, and lowing 
cattle along the ways, and wreaths of chimney-smoke—all 
spoke of peace. Oould the spell help reaching anybody’s 
heart? It reached EHleanor’s; or her mood in some inex 
plicable way soothed itself down; for when she reached the 
farmhouse, though she thought of herself in the same 
humbled forlorn way as ever, her _—— of the class- moot 


ing had changed, | 
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* Tet no one ask me how it camo to passe 
It secms that I am happy, that to mo 

A livelier emerald twinkles in the grass, 
A purer sapphire melts into the nem!” 


F1zanor could not stay away from the Wednesday meot 
ings at Mrs. Powlis’s house. In vain she had thouglit she 
would—she determined she would; when the day came - 
round she found herself drawn with a kind of fascination 
towards the place. She went; and after that second time » 
riever questioned. at all about it. She went every week. 

- It was with no relief to her mental troubles, however. 
She was sometimes touched and moved—often. At other 
times she felt dull and hopeless. Yet it soothed her to go; 
and she came away generally fecling inspirited with hope by 
‘something she had heard, or feeling at least the comfort 
that she had taken a step in the right direction. It did not 
seem to bring her much more comfort, Eleanor did not see 
how she could be a Christian while her heart was so hard 
and so full of its own will. She found it perverse, even now, 
when she was wishing so much to be different. “What hope 

. for her P 

Tt was a great help, that during all this time Mrs, Caxton, 
lef& her unquestioned and uncounselled: She mada no 
remarks about Eleanor’s going to class-meeting; she took 
itas a perfectly natural: thing; never asked her anything. 
. shout it or about her liking it, A contrary course would 
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have greatly embarrassed Eleanor’s action; os it was, she: 
felt perfectly free, unwatched, and at ease. 

Tho spring was flushing into mature beauty and waking 
up all the flowers on the hills and in the dalcs, when Eleanor, 
one afternoon, came out to her aunt in the garden. A 
notable change had come over the garden by this time; its 
comparatively barren-looking beds were all rejoicing in gay 
bloom and sending up a gush of swectness to the house 
with every stir of the air that way. From the house to the 
river, terrace below terrace sloped down, brimfull already of 
blossoms and fragrance. The roses were making great pre- 
parations for their coming season of festival; the mats 
which had covered some tender plants were long gone. 
Tulips and hyacinths, and polyanthuses and primroses, were 
in a flush of spring glory now; violets breathed everywhere. 
The snowy-flowered gooseberry and the red-flowered cur- 
rant, and berberry with its luxuriant yellow bloom, and the 
almond, and a magnificent magnolia blossoming out in the 
arms of its evergreen sister, with many another flower less 
known to Eleanor, made the garden terraces a little wilder- 
ness of loveliness and sweetness. Near the house some. 
very fine auriculas in pots were displaying themselves. In 
the midst of all this, Mrs. Caxton was busy, with one or two 
people to help her and work under direction, ‘Planting 
and training and seed-sowing were going on; and the mis« 
tress of the place moved about among her floral subjects a 
very pleasant representation of a rural queen, her’ nicco 
thought. Few queens have a more queenly presence than 
Mrs. Caxton had; and with a trowel in hand just as much 
as if it were a sceptre. And few queens, indeed, carry such 
e calm mind under such a calm brow. Eleanor sighed and 
smiled. | 
. “Among your auricalas, aunty, as usual oe | 

“Among everything,” said Mra, Caxton,. “There i iu 
great, deal to do.. Don’t you want to help, Eleanor? You 
may plant Gladiolus bulbs, or you may make o cubtings,: oF 
you may: sow-seeds. .I can find you work.” ess 
- “Aunty, Lam going down to the village” 
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“0, it is Wednesday afternoon!” said Mrs. Caxton, And 
she came close up to her niece and kissed her, while one 
hand was full of bulbs and the other held a trowel. “ Well, 

go, my dear. Not at peace yet, Eleanor P”’ 
- There was so tender a tone in these last words that 
Eleanor could not reply. She dashed away without making 
any answer; and all along the way to Plassy she was every 
now and then repeating them to herself. “ Not at peace yet, 
Eleanor ?”’ : 

Bhe was in a tendcr mood this afternoon; the questions 
and remarks addressed to the other persons in the meeting 
frequently moved her to tears, so that she sat with her hand 
to her brow to hide the watering eyes. She did not dread 
the appeal to herself, for Mr. Rhys never asked her any 
troublesome questions ; never anything to which she had to 
make a troublesome answer; though there might be, per- 
haps, matter for thought in it. He had avoided anything, 
whcther in his asking or replying, that would give hcr any 
difficulty there, in the presence of others,—whatever it might 
do in her own mind and in secret. To-day he asked her, 
“Have you found peace yet?” 

“ No,” said Eleanor, 

- What is the stato of your mind—if you could give it im 
one. word P” 

* Confusion.” 

“ What is it confused about P Do you understand, clearly, 
the fact that you are a sinner P without excuse P” 

Fully!” 

“Do you understand, clearly, that Christ has suffered for 
sins; the just for the unjust, that he might bring us to 
God ?” 

“Yes, I understand it.” 

“Is there any confusion in your mind as to the terms on 
which the Lord will receive you P—forsaking your sing, cnd 
trusting in him to pardon smd save you ?” 

“ No—I see that.” 

“ Do you think there is any other condition besides those 
two?” 


294 SHE OLD MWELMET 


“No.” 

“Why do you not accept them P” 

Eleanor raised her eyes with a feeling almost of injustice. 
“T cannot!” she said. 

“That makes no difference. God never gives a command 
that cannot with his help be fulfilled. There was a man 
once brought to Jesus—carried by four men; he was pal: 
sied, and lay on a litter or bed, unable to move himself at 
all, To this man the Lord said, ‘Arise, take up thy bed, 
and walk.’ Suppose he had looked up and said, ‘I cannot?P’” 

Eleanor struggled with herself. Was this fair? Was it 
a parallel case? She could not tell. She kept silence. 
Mr. Rhys went on, with tones subdued to great gentleness. 

“My friend, Jcsus invites to no empty board—to no cold 
reception. On his part allis ready; the unreadiness lies 
somewhere with you, or the invitation would be accepted. 
In your case it is not the bodily frame that is palsied, it us 
the heart; and the command comes to you, sweet as the 
invitation,—‘ Give it to me.’ If you are entirely willing, the 
thing is done. If it be not done, it is because, somewhere 
you are not willing—or do not believe. If you can trust 
Jesus, as that poor man did, you may rise up and stand 
«pon your feet this very hour. ‘ Believe ye that I am able 
to do this?’ he asked of the blind man whom he cured.” 

There was silence for an instant. And again, as he turned 
away from her, Mr. Rhys broke out with the song, thai 
Eleanor thought would break her heart in twain this time: 


* How lost was my conditiva 
Till Jesus made me wholes 
There is but one physician 
Can cure a sin-sick soul, 
There’s bulm in Gilead 
To make the wounded whole ; 
There’s power enough in Jesus 
To save a sin-sick soul.” 


Eleanor had been the last one spoken to; the meeting 
Boon was ended, and she was on her way home. But so 
broken-spirited and humiliated that she did not know what 
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to do with herself. Could it be possible that she was not 
willing—or that she wanted faith—or that there was some 
secret corner of rebellion in her heart? It humbled her 
wonderfully to think it. And yet she could not disprove 
the reasoning. God could not be unfaithful; and if there 
were not somewhere on her part a failure to meet the con- 
ditions, surely peace would have been made before now. 
And she had thought herself all this while a subject for 
pity, not for blame; nay, for blame indeed, but notin this 
regard. Her mouth was stopped now. She rode home 
broken-hearted; would not sce Mrs. Caxton at supper; and 
spent the evening and much of the night in weeping and 
self-searching. They were very downcast days that followed 
this day. Mrs. Caxton looked at her anxiously sometimes; 
never interfered with her. 

Towards the end of the week there was preaching at 
Glanog, and the family went as usual. Eleanor rode by 
herself, going and coming, and held no communication with 
her aunt by the way. But late at night, some time after 
Mrs. Caxton had gone to bed, a white-robed figure came into 
her room and knelt down by the bedside, 

“Is that you, Eleanor P” 

“* Aunt Caxton—it’s all gone!” 

“ What P” 

“ My trouble. I came to tell you. It’s all gone. Iam 
80 happy!” 

“ How is it, my dear child ?” 

“ ‘When Mr. Riys was preaching to-night, it all came to 
me; I saw everything clearly. I saw how Jesus loves 
sinners, I saw I had nothing to do but to. give myself to 
him, and he would do everything. I see how sins are for- 
given through his blood; and I trust in it, and I am sure 
mine are; and I feel as if I had begun a new life, aunt 
Caxton !” | 

Eleanor’s tears flowed like summer rain. Mrs, Cuxton 
rose up and put her arms round her. 

“The Lord be praised!” she said, “I was waiting for 

' this, Eleanor.” 
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“ Annt Caxton, I had becn trying and thinking to make 
myself good first. I thonght I was unworthy and unfit to 
be Christ’s servant; but nowI seo that I ean be nothing 
but unworthy, and only he can make me fit for anything; 
so I give up all, and I feel that he will do all for me. Iam 
s0 happy! I was so blind before!” 

Mrs, Caxton said little; she only rejoiced with Eleanor as 
tendcrly as if she had been her own mother. Though that 
is speaking very coolly on the present occasion. Mrs. Powle 
had never showed her daughtcr so much of that quality in 
her life as Eleanor’s aunt showed now. 

The breakfast next morning was unusually quiet. Happie 
ness docs not always mako people talkative. 

_ “ How do you do, my love P” said Mrs. Caxton, when they 
were left alone. “ After being up half the night?” 

“More fresh than I have felt for a year, aunt Caxton. 
Did you hear that nightingale last night ?” 

“TI heard him. I listened to him and thought of you.” 

“He sang—I cannot tcll you what his song sounded like 
to me, aunt Caxton. I could almost have fancied there was 
an angel out there.” 

“There were a great many rejoicing somewhere else. 
What glory tothink of it!” They were silent again till near 
the cnd of breakfast; then Mrs. Caxton said,—* Eleanor; I 
shall be engaged the whole of this morning. This after- 
noon, if you will, I will go with you into the garden.” 

“This afternoon—is Wednesday, aunt Caxton.” 

‘So itis. Well, before or after you go to the village, 1 
want you to dress some dishes of flowers for me—will you P” 

“With great pleasure, ma'am. And I can get some 
hawthorn blossoms, I know. I will do it before I go, 
ma'am.” 

- Was it pleasant, that morning’s work? Eleanor went 
out early to get her sprays of May blossoms; and in the 
tender beauty of the day and season was lured on and on, 
and tempted to gather other wild bits of loveliness, till she 
at last found her hands full, and came home laden with 
tokcns of where she had been. “O’er the muir, amang the 
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heather,” Eleanor’s walk had gone; and her basket was pay 
with gorse and broom just opening; but from grassy banka 
on her way she had brought the bright blue speedwell, and 
clematis and bryony from the hedges, and from under them 
wild hyacinth and white campion and crane’s-bill and prim- 
roses; and a meadow she had passed over gave her one or 
two pretty kinds of orchis, with daisies and cowslips, and 
grasses of various kinds. Eleanor was dressing these in 
flower baskets and dishes, in the open gallery that over- 
looked the meadows, when Mrs. Caxton passing through on 
her own business stopped a moment to look at her. 

“ All those from your walk, my dear! Do you not.mean 
to apply to the. garden P” 

« Aunty, I could have got a great many more, if I could 
have gone into the woods—but my walk did not lic that 
way. Yes, ma'am, I am going into the garden presently, 
when I have ordered these dishes well. Where are they to 
go, aunt Caxton P” 

“Somo in one place and” some in another. You may 
leave them here, Eleanor, when they are done, and I will 
take care of them. Shall I have the garden flowers cut for 
you P” 

“O no, ma'am, if you please !” 

Mrs. Caxton stood a moment longer watching Eleanor; 
the pretty work and the pretty worker; the confusion of 
fair and sweet things around her and under her fingers, 
with the very fine and fair human creature busy about 
them. Eleanor’s face was gravely happy; more bright 
than Mrs. Caxton had ever seen it; very much of kin to the 
flowers. She watched her a moment, and then went nearer 
to kiss Eleanor’s forehead. The flowers fell from the fins 
gers, while the two exchanged a look of mute sympathy; 
then On onc part and on the other, business went fore 
ward, 

Eleanor’s work held her all the morning. For after the 
wild beauties had been disposed to her mind, there was 
another turn with their more pretentious sisters of the 
garden. Azaleas and honeysuckles, lilies of the valley, 
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hyacinths and pomponium lIilies, with Scotch roses and 
white broom, and others, made superb floral assemblages, 
out of doors or in; and Eleanor looked at her work lovingly 
when it was done. 

So went the morning of that day, and Eleanor’s ride in 
the afternoon was a fit continuation. May was abroad in 
the bursting leaves as well as in opening flowers; the breath 
of Eden seemed to sweep down the valley of Plassy. Ay, 
there is a partial return to the lost paradise, for those whom 
Christ leads thither, even before we get to the everlasting 
bills. 

Eleanor this day was the first person addressed in the 
meeting. It had never happened so before. But now Mr. 
Rhys asked her first of all, “‘ How do you do to-day ?” 

Eleanor looked up and answered, “Well. And all 
changed.” 

‘Will you tell us how you mean P” 

‘It was when you were preaching last night. Itall came 
tome, I saw my mistake, when you told about the love of 
Christ to sinners. I saw I had been trying to make myself 
good.” 

“ And how is it now?” 

“Now,” said Wleanor, looking up again with full eyes, “1 
will know nothing but Christ.” 

The murmur of thanksgiving heard from one or two voices 
brought her head down. It had nearly overcome her. But 
she controlled herself, and presently went on; though not 
daring to look again into Mr. Rhys’s face, the expression of 
‘whose eyes of gladness was harder to meet than the spoken 
thanksgivings. 

“T see I have nothing, and am nothing,” she said. “I 
see that Christ is all, and will do all forme. I wish to be 
his servant. Allis changed. The very hills are changed. 
I never saw such colours or such sunlight, as I have seen as 
I rode along this afternoon.” 

“A true judgment,” said Mr. Rhys. “It has been often 
said, that the eye sees what the eyo brings the means of 
scciug; and the love of Christ puts a glory upon all nature 
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that far surpasses the glory of the sun. It is a changed 
world, for those who know that love for the first time! 
Friends, most of us profess to have that knowledge. Do we 
have it so that it puts a glory on all the outer world, in the 
midst of which we live and walk and attend to our business?” 
“Tt docs to me, sir,” said the venerable old man whom 
Pleanor had noticed; “it does to me. Praise the Lord!” 
Instead of any other answer thoy broke out singing: 


*O happy are they 
Who the Saviour obey, 
And have laid up their treasure above, 
Tongue can never express 
The sweet comfort and peace 
Of a soul in its earliest love.” 


“The way to keep that joy,” said Mr. Rhys, returning to 
Eleanor, “and to know more of it, is to take every succeed- 
ing step in the Christian life exactly as you took the first 
one—in self-renunciation, in entire dependence. As ye 
have received Christ Jesus the Lord, so walk yein him. It 
is a simple and humble way, the way along which the hea- 
venly light shines. Do everything for Christ—do every- 
thing in his strength ;—and you will soon know that the 
secret of the Lord is with them that fear him. Blessed be 
his name! Ho giveth power to the faint, and to them that 
have no might he increaseth strength.” 

It was easy to sce that the speaker made a personal applica- 
tion here, with reference to himself; but after that there was 
no mcre said directly to Hleanor. ‘The subject went round the 
circle, receiving the various testimony of the persons there. 
Hleanor’s heart gave quick sympathy to many utterances, 
and took home with intent interest the answering counscls 
and remarks, which in some instances were framed to put a 
guard against self-deception or mistake, One or two of her 
neighbours, when the exercises were over, came and took 
her hand, with a warm simple expression of feeling which 
made Hleanor’s heart hot; and then she rode home, 

“Did you have a pleasant time P” said her aunt. 
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“ Aunt Caxton, I think that room where we mect is the 
plcasantest place in the world!” 

‘What do you think of the chapel at Glanog P” 

“T don’t know. I believe that is as good or better.” 

* Are you too tired to go out again P” 

“Not at all. Who wants me?” 

“Nanny Croghan is very sick. I have becn with her all 
the afternoon; and Jane is going to sit up with her to- 
night; but Jane cannot go yet.” 

‘‘She need not. I will stay there myself. I like it, aunt 
Caxton.” 

“Then I will send for you early in the morning.” 

Nanny Croghan lived amile or two from the farmhouse, 
Elcanor walked there, attended by John with a basket. 
The place was a narrow dell between two uprising hills 
covered with heather; as wild and secluded as it is pos- 
sible to imagine. The poor woman who lived there alone 
was dying of lingering diseaso. John delivered the bas- 
ket, aud left Eleanor alone with her charge and the moun- 
tains. 

It was not a night like that she had spent by the bedside 
of her old nurse’s daughter. Nanny was dying fast; and 
she needed somcthing done for her constantly. Through all 
the hours of the darkness Eleanor was kept on the watch or 
activcly employed, in administering medicine, or food, or 
comfort, Tor when Nanny wanted nothing else, she wanted 
that. 

“Tell me somcthing I can fix my mind on to,” she would 
say. “It seems slipping away from me, like. And then I 
gets cold with fear.” 

Eleanor was new at the business; she had forgotten to 
bring her Bible with her, and she could find none in the 
house; “her sister had been there,” Nanny said, “and had 
carried it away.” HKleanor was obliged tc draw on the slen- 
der stores of her memory; and to make the most of those, 
she was obliged to explain them to Nanny, and go them 
over and over, and pick them to pieces, and make her res 
upon cach clause, and almost cach word of averse. There 
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were some words that surely Eleanor became well acquainted 
with that night. For Nanny could sleep vory little, and 
when she could not sleep she wanted talking incessantly. 
Eleanor urged her to accept the promises, and she would 
have the peace. “The sccret of the Lord is with them that 
fear him.” 

* Ay, but I never did fear him, you see, till a bit agone; 
and now it’s all fear. I fear furder’n I can seo.” 

“Nanny, Nanny, the blood of Christ will take all that 
fear away—if only you will trust in it. He shed it for you 
—to pay your debts to justice. There is no condemnation 
to them which are in him.” 

Nanny did not know exactly what so big a word as con- 
demnation meant; Elcanor was obliged to explain it; then 
what was meant by being “in Christ.” Towards morning 
Nanny seemed somewhat soothed, and fell into a doze. 
Eleanor went to the cottage door and softly opened it, to 
see how the night went. 

The dawn was breaking fair over the hills, the tops of 
which showed the unearthly brightness of coming day. It 
took Eleanor’s eyes and thoughts right up. O, for the 
night of darkness to pass away from this weary earth! 
Down in the valley the shadows lay thicker; how thick they 
lay about the poor head just now resting in sleep! How 
thick they lay but a day or two ago upon Eleanor herself! 
Now she looked up. The light was flushing upon the 
mountain-tops every moment stronger. The dewy scents of 
the May morning were filling the air with their nameless 
and numberless tokens of rich nature’s bounty. The voice 
of a cataract, close at hand, made merry down the rocks, 
along with the song of the blackbird, woodpecker, and tit- 
mouse. And still, as Eleanor stood there and looked and 
listened, the rush and the stir of sweet life grew more and 
more; the spring breeze. wakened up and floated past her . 
fuce, bringing the breath of the flowers fresher and nearer ; 
and the hill-tops ever kindled into more and more glow. 
“It is Spring! and itis Day!” thought Elcaner, “and so it 
is in my heart. Tho darkness is gone; the light is like that 
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light,—promising more; my life is full of sweetness I never 
knew. Surely this month shall be the month of months to 
me for ever. O, for this day—O, for this morning—to waken 
over all the world!” 

She stood there, for Nanny still slept, till the sunbeams 
struck the hills, and crept down the sides of them; and till 
John and Jane came in sight round the angle of the road. 
John had brought the pony to take Eleanor home; and a 
few minutes’ ride brought her there. Morning prayers 
were however done, before Eleanor could refresh herself 
with cold watcr and a change of dress. When she came 
down to the sitting-room, Mrs. Caxton had stepped out on 
some business; and in her place, sitting alone with a book, 
Eleanor was greatly surprised to see Mr. Rhys. 

He was not at all surprised to see her; rose up and gave 
her a very cordial grasp of the hand, and stirred up the wood 
firc, which, May morning though it was, the thick walls of 
the old stone house and the neighbourhood of the moun- 
tains made useful and agreeable. In silence and with a 
good deal of skill Mr. Rhys laid the logs together so that a 
fresh blaze sprang up; then after a remark upon the morn- 
ing he went back to his book. Eleanor sat down, also 
silent, feeling very much delighted to see him there, and to 
think that they would have his company at breakfast; but 
not at all inclined, nor indeed competent, to open a conver- 
sation. She looked into the fire, and wondered at the turns 
that had brought about this meeting; wondered over the 
past year of her life; remembered her longing for the 
“helmet of salvation,” which her acquaintance with Mr. 
Rhys had begun; and sang for joy in her heart that now 
she had it. Yes, it was hers, she believed; a deep rest and 
peace had taken place of craving and anxiety, such as even 
now disturbed poor dying Nanny. Eleanor felt very happy, 
in the midst of all her care for her. The fire burned beauti- 
fully. | 
“I was not aware,” said Mr. Rhys, looking ‘up from his 
book, “I was not aware till last night that you lived with 
Mrs. Caxton,” . 
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Very odd, Eleanor thought; most people would have found 
out; however, she took it simply. 

“T am her niece.” 

“So I find,—so I am giad to find. I can wish nothing 
better for any one, in that kind, than to be connected with 
Mrs. Caxton.” 

He sat with his finger between the Icaves of his book, and 
Eleanor again wondered at the silence; till Mrs. Caxton 
came in. It was not very flattering; but Eleanor was not 
troubled with vanity; she dismissed it with a thought com- 
pounded of good-humour and humility. At breakfast the 
talk went on pretty briskly; it was all betwcen the other 
two, and left her on one side; yet it was good enough to 
listen to it. Eleanor was well satisfied. Mr. Rhys was the 
principal talker; he was telling Mrs. Caxton of different 
people and things in the course of his labours, which con- 
stantly gave a reflex gleam of light upon those labours them- 
selves, and upon the labourer. Unconsciously of course, and 
merely from the necessity of the case; but it was very inte- 
restin z to Eleanor, and probably to Mrs. Caxton; she looked 
so. At last she turned to her niece. 

“ How did you leave Nanny P” 

“ A little easier towards morning, I think; at least she 
went to sleep, which all the night she could not do.” 

“Nor you neither.” 

“O, that’s nothing. I don’t mind that at all. It was 
worth watching, to see the dawn.” 

“Was the woman in so much pain P” Mr. Rhys asked. 

“ No—not bodily; she was uneasy in mind.” 

“In what way ?” 

“ Afraid of what lies before her; seeing dimly, if at all.” 

** Was she comforted by what you told her P” 

‘I had very little to tell her,” said Eleanor; “I had no 
Bible; I had forgotten to take it; and hers was gone. I 
had to get what I could from memory, for I did not like to 
give her anything but the words of the Bible itself to ground 
hope upon. | | 

* Yes, but a good warm testimony of personal experience, 
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coming from the heart, often gocs to the heart. LI hope you 
tried that.” 

Eleanor had not; shoe was silent. The testimony she had 
given in the class-mecting, somehow she had been shy of 
uttering unasked in the ear of the dying woman. Was that 
humility—or something elseP Again Mr. Rhys had done 
for her what he so often did for her and for others—probed 
her thoughts. 

“Tt is a good plan,” said Mrs. Caxton, “to have a store- 
house in one’s memory of such things as may be needed 
upon occasion—passages of Scripture and hymns—to be 
brought out when books are not at hand. I was made to 
learn a great deal out of the Bible when I was a girl; and I 
have often mado a practice of it since; and it always comes 
into play.” 

“TI never sct mysclf lessons to get by heart,” said Mr. 
Rhys. “I never could Icarn anything in that way. Or, 
perhaps I should say, I never liked to do it. I never 
did it.” 

“What is your art, thon?” said Mrs. Caxton, looking 
curious, 

“No art. It is only that when anything impresses itself 
strongly on my feelings, the words seem to engrave them- 
selves in my memory. It is an unconscious and purely 
natural operation.” 

Eleanor remembered the multitudinous quoting of the 
Bible she had at different times heard from Mr. Rhys; and 
again wondered mentally. All that, all those parts of the 
Bible, he had not set himsclf to study, but had felé them 
into his memory! They had bcen put in like gold letters, 
with a hot iron. . 

‘Where is this woman P” Mr. Rhys went on, 

“ She lives alone, in the narrow dell that stretches behind 
Bengarten Castle—and nearly in a straight line with it, from 
here. Do not go there this morning—you want rest, and it 
is too far for you to walk. Iam going to take you into my 
garden, to see how my flowers go.” 

. “Won't you take me into your dairy ?” “3 
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“Tf you like it,” said Mrs. Caxton, smiling. 

“T like it excoedingly. It is somcthing like a musical 
box to me, Miss Powle, to sce Mrs. Caxton’s cheesemaking. 
Tt soothes my nerves, the noiseless order of everything. Do 
you know that wonderful cheese-house, where they stand 
in ranks like yellow mill-stones? I never can get over my 
surprise at going in there. Certainly wo, as o nation, are 
fond of cheese !”’ . 

“You think so because you are not,” said Mrs, Caxton. 
“Tt is too late for the dairy to-day. You shall give mo help 
in my garden, where I want it.” 

“T understand,” said Mr. Rhys. “But it is my business 
to make flowers grow in the Lord’s garden—wherever I can. 
I wish I could do more of that gardening work!” 

Eleanor gave a quick glance up at the speaker. THis brow 
rested on his hand for the moment; she noticed the sharply 
drawn lines of the face, the thin checks, the complexion, 
which all witnessed to over-work already attempted and 
done. The brow and cyes were marked with lines of watch- 
ing and fatigue. It was but a glance, and Elcanor’s cycs 
went down again; with an additional lesson of unconscious 
testimony carried deep home. This man lived as he talked. 
The good of existence was not one thing in his lips and 
another in his practice. LEleanor looked at her plate with 
her heart burning. In her old fancy for studying, or at 
least reading, hands, she had noticed too in her glance the 
hand on which the head rested; and with surprise. It was 
almost a feminine hand in make, with long slim fingers; 
white withal, and beautifully cared for. Certain refinements 
were clearly necessary to this man, who was ready to plunge 
himself into a country of savages nevertheless, where all the 
refinement would be his own. To some natures it would be 
easicr to part with a hand altogether, than to forego the 
necessity of having it clean. This was one. And he was 
going to give himself up to Polynesia and its practices, 
Eleanor eat with the rest of her breakfast, and swallowed 

‘with her tea, the remembered words of the apostlo— But 
what things were gain to me, those I counted loss for 
x : 
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Christ.”—“ Neither count I my life dear unto myself, so 
that I may finish my course with joy, and the ministry, 
which I have received of the Lord Jesus, to be faithful.” 
Eleanor’s heart swelled. Tears were very near. 

After breakfast, a large part of the morning was spent by 
her aunt and Mr. Rhys in the garden, as Mrs. Caxton had 
said; and very busy they were. Eleanor was not asked to 
join them, and she did not choose to volunteer; she watched 
thom from the house. They were very honestly busy; 
planting and-removing and consulting; in real garden 
work; yet it was manifest the minds had also much more in 
common, in matters of greater interest; they stood and 
talked for long intervals when the flowers were forgottcn. 
They were very near each cther, those two, evidently, in 
regard and mutual confidence and probably mutual admira- 
tion also. It was very strange Elcanor should never have 
come to the knowledge of it till to-day. And yet, why 
should she? She had never mentioned the name of Mr, 
Rhys to her aunt in any of her stories of Wiglands. 

He was away all the afternoon and the evening, and came 
back again late, a tired and exhausted man. He said 
nothing, except to officiate at family prayers; but Eleanor 
was delighted that he was to spend the night at the farm, 
and they would have him at breakfast. Only to see him 
and hear him talk to others, only the tones of his voice, 
brought up to her everything that was good and strong and 
pure and happy. He did not seem inclined to advance at all 
upon their Wiglands acquaintance. He made no allusion to 
it. As far as she was concerned, Eleanor thought there was 
more reserve in his manner towards her than he had showed 
there. No matter. With Mrs. Caxton he was very much at 
home; and she could study him at her ease all the better 
for not talking to hin. 


CHAPTER XX, 


Theo flush of life may well be seen 
Thrilling back over hills and valleyag 
The cowslip startles in mcadows groen, 
Tho buttercup catches the sun in its chalice 
And thero’s never a leaf or a blade too mean 
To be some happy crcature’s palace,” 


“Mrs. Caxton,” said Mr. Rhys the next morning, when 
half the breakfast had been passed in silence, “have you 
such a thing as a microscope in the house ?” 

“Tam afraid not. Why do you ask P” 

‘“‘Qnly that I have suddenly discovered myself to be very 
ignorant, in a department of knowledge where it would be 
very pleasant as well as proper to be otherwise. I have been 
reading a book on some of the forms of life which are only 
to be known through tho help of glasses; and I find there 
is a world there I know nothing about. That book has made 
@ boy of me.’ 

“How P” said Mrs. Caxton, smiling. 

‘You think I always retain more or less of that character! 
Well—it has made me doubly a boy, then; in my eagerness 
to put myself to school, on the one hand, and my desire to 
see something new on the other. Miss Powle, have you 
ever studied the invisible inhabitants of pools, and ponds, 
and sea-weeds P”’ 

“Not at all,” said Eleanor. 

“You do not know much more than the names, then, of 
Infug ria, Rotifera, and Pedunculata, and such things P” 
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“Not so much as the names—except Infusoria. I hope 
they are better than they sound.” 

“Tf the accounts are true—Mrs. Caxton, the world that 
we do not see, because of the imperfection of our organs, is 
even far more wonderful than the world that we do sce. 
Perhaps it seems so, because of the finiteness of our own 
powers. But J never had a single thing give me such a 
view of the infinite glory of God, as one of the things de- 
tailed in that book—one of the discoveries of the micro 
scope.” 

“ His glory in creation,” said Mrs. Caxton. 

“ More than that—there is to be sure the infiniteness of 
wisdom and of power, that makes your brain dizzy yhen 
you think of it; but there is an infinite moral glory 
also.” 

“ What was the thing that struck you so much P” Eleanor 
inquired. 

“Tt was a little fellow that lives in the water. He is not 
bigger than the diameter of the slenderest nceedle—and 
that is saying as much as I can for his size. This fellow 
builds himself a house of bricks, which he makes himsclf; 
and under his head he carrics a little cup mould in which 
the bricks are made.” 

‘Mr. Rhys,” said Eleanor, “I am wondering what is the 
elendcrest needle of your acquaintance !” 

“No,” said he, laughing, “you are mistaken. I have 
sccn my mother hem thin ruffles of muslin; and you know 
with what sort of a needle that should be done.” 

* Aunt Caxton,” said Eleanor, “it is inconceivable.” 

Mrs. Caxton did not make much answer, and the conver- 
sationturned. After breakfast, and after, as Eleanor judged, 
they had been a good while in the dairy, the two went out 
together in the car. Eleanor supposed it was to visit 
Nanny; and so she found when her aunt came home. 

“T knew he would go,” said Mrs. Caxton; “and then we 
made another call. Nanny is hopeful and comfortable; 
but the other-——Mr. Rhys came away very much agitated, 
He is not fit for it. I wish I could keep him from work 
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for a fow weeks. It’s the best economy. ButI will kccp 
him here as long as I can, at least.” 

“Ts he going to stay here ?” 

“Yes; he was not comfortably situated in the village; 
and now I will have him at the farm, I hope, till he goes. 
I shall trust you to keep the flowers fresh in his room, 
Eleanor.—No, my dear; Jane will stay with Nanny to- 
night.” 

So Mr. Rhys stayed at the farm, and certainly wanted for 
no comfort that the mistress of it could secure to him. 
Neither did Eleanor neglect the flowers. Mr. Rhys made 
his home there, and went out to his preaching and visiting 
and teaching as vigorously as ever; and was often a tired 
man when he came home. Nevertheless he gained ground, 
to Mrs. Caxton’s great satisfaction. He grew stronger; 
and was less often a silent, prostrated, done-over member of 
their little circle. At first he was very often that. But 
when he felt well he was-exceedingly social and conver- 
sational; and the Plassy farmhouse had never been so 
pleasant, nor the evenings and mornings and meal timcs so 
full of interest. Inall which, however, Mrs. Caxton thought 
Eleanor took a very quiet part. 

“You do not do your share, Eleanor,” she said one day ; 
“you are becoming nothing of a talker; and I can bear 
witness you had a tongue once. Has religion made you 
pilent, my dear P” 

“No, aunty,” said Eleanor, laughing; “but you forget— 
you have somcbody else to talk to now.” 

“Tam sure, and so have you.” 

‘No, ma’am—Mr. Rhys does not talk to me generally.” 

“TI would return good for evil, then; and not silence for 
silence.” 

“T can’t, aunty. Don’t you know there aro some people 
that have a sort of quieting effect upon one P” 

“I don’t think anybody ever did upon me,” said Mrs. 
Caxton; “and Iam sure Mr. Rhys would be shocked if he 
knew the effect of his presence.” 

One morning Mrs. Caxton asked Mr. Rhys at breakfast 
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if he had leisure to unpack a box for her. He said yes, 
with great alacrity; and Mrs. Caxton had the box brought 
in. 

“What is it?” said Mr. Rhys as he began his work. “Am 
I to take care of china and glass—or to find gardencr’s 
plants nicely done up—or best of all, books ?” 

*‘T hope something better yet,” said Mrs. Caxton. 

“There is a good deal of it, whatever it is,” said Mr, 
Rhys, taking out one and another and another carefully 
wrapped up bit of something. “Curiosity can go no 
further !”’ 

He stopped unpacking, and took the wrapping papers off 
one or two odd-looking little pieces of brass; paused—then 
suddenly exclaimed, “ Mrs. Caxton !——” 

“Well?” said that lady, smiling. 

“It is just like you! I might have known the other 
morning what all that talk would end in.” 

Mrs. Caxton smiled in silence, and the gentleman went 
on with his unpacking; with added zcal and tenderness 
now, it was evident. It stood full in view at last, an ex- 
quisitely made and mounted microscope of one of the best 
London makers. Now was Mr. Rhys in his element; and 
proved how justly he had declared himself a boy. He got 
the microscope all into place and arranged, and then set 
himself to find out its powers and method of management, 
There were some prepared objects sent with the instrument, 
which gave him enough to work with; and over them he 
was in an absorbed state for hours; not selfishly, however, 
for he allowed Eleanor to take her full share of the pleasure 
of looking, when once he had brought objects into view. 
At last he broke off, and hurried away to an engagement. 

The next day at breakfast, Eleanor was a good deal sure 
prised to be asked if she would take a walk. 

“Now?” said Eleanor. “You mean immediately after 
breakfast P” 

“It is the only time I have to-day. All the time before 
dinner I have; but I supposed we should want the whole 
of it. Iam going after objects for the microscope, and [ 
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thought it would be selfish to go alone. Besides, we may 
help one another.” 

“T shall be very glad to go,” said Eleanor, laughing; “but 
don’t expect any help of me; unless it be in the way of 
finding ont such places as you want.” 

‘“‘T fancy I know those better than youdo. Miss Powle, 
a small basket would be desirable to hold phials of water.” 

** And phials.” 

“TI will take care of those.” 

Much amused, and a little excited, Eleanor made ready 
for the walk, and in the matter of the basket at least proved 
helpful. It was bright and early when they sct out. Among 
those mountains and valleys, the dew was not off the fields 
yet, while the air was freshly swect from roses and wild 
thyme, and primroses lingering, and numbcriess other sweet 
things; for hedgerow and meadow and mountain side were 
gay and rich with a multitude of flowers. There was a 
mingling of shadow and sunshine, too, at that early time in 
the morning; and as the two walkers passed along they 
were sometimes in one, sometimes in the other. There was 
little conversation at first. Mr. Rhys went not with a linger- 
ing step, but as if with some purpose to reach a definite 
locality. Eleanor was musing to hersclf over the old walks 
taken with Julia by her present companion; never but once 
Eleanor’s walking companion till now. How often: Julia 
had gone with him; what a new and strange pleasure it 
was for herself; and how oddly life changes about things; 
that the impossible thing at Wiglands should be possible at 
Plassy ! 

“What sort of places are you looking for, Mr. Rhys?” 
Eleanor inquired at last. 

“All sorts of places,” he said, smiling. “ All sorts, at 
least, of wet places. But I know nothing about it, you 
know, except what I have read. They say, wherever water 
is found, some or other species of these minute wonders 
may be met with; standing pools, and rivers, and ditches, 
all have them; and some particularly beautiful are to be 
found in bog water; so with, I am afraid you will think, a 
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not vcry commendable impaticnce, I am pointing my steps 
towards a bog that I know—in the wish to get some of the 
best first.” 

“That is being very impatient,” said Eleanor, laughing. 
“T should bo satisficd with almost anything for the first.” 

“So you will very probably have to be. Iam by no means 
Bure of accomplishing my design. Am I walking too fast 
for you, in the meanwhile P” 

“Not at all. I am thinking, Mr. Rhys, how we are to 
bring home the bog water when we have found it.” 

In answer to which, he put his hand in his pocket and 
brought out thence and deposited in his basket, one after 
another, half-a-dozen or more little phials, all duly Corea: 
Jsleanor was very much amused. 

“And what is this stick to do, that you wanted me to 
bring ?” 

“You will seo.” 

The bog was reached in due time, after a walk over a most 
delicious country, for tho most part newto Eleanor. Water 
was found, though not exactly with the conditions Mr. Rhys 
desired; however, a phial of it was dipped up, corked, and 
marked. Then they rctraced their steps partially, diverging 
right and left. Just the right sort of pool was found at last, 
covered with duck-weed. Here Mr. Rhys stopped, and tied 
ono of the phials to the end of the stick. With this he 
dipped water from the surface, then he dipped from the 
bottom ; ho took from one side and from another side, where 
there was sunshine and where thero was shade; pouring 
each dipping into a fresh phial, while Eleanor, in a great 
state of amusement, corked and labclled each as it was 
filled. At last it wasdone. Mr. Rhys filled his last phial, 
looked at Eleanor’s face, and smiled. 

“You do not think much is going to come of all this?’ 
he said. 

“Yes, I do,” said Eleanor. “ At least, I hope so.” 

“I know it. Look through that.” 

He put a pocket lens into her hand, and bade her survey 
one of the phials with it, Hlcanor’s scepticism fled. That 
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semelhing was there, in pretty active life was evident 
Somcthings—the kines were plural. 

“Tt was likc Mrs. Caxton, to order this lens with the 
microscope,” Mr. Rhys weat on. “I suppose she made her 
order general—to include everything that would be neces- 
sary for a naturalist in making his observations. I not 
being a naturalist. Did you ever see the ‘Bundle’ of 
Helig P” 

“I do not know what it is.” 

“Bundle’ or ‘ Bandel’—I do nos know how it got the 
name, Iam sure; but I suppose it is a corruption of somes 
thing. Would you like to go a little out of your way to see 
it P”” 

“You can judge better than I, Mr. Rhys!” Eleanor said, 
with her full, rich smile, which that gentleman had not often 
seen before. He answered it with his own very peculiw 
one, sober and sweet. 

“JT will take so much responsibility. You ought not to 
come so near and miss it.” 

Turning from the course of their return way, they fol- 
lowed a wild woody dell for a little distance; then making a 
sudden angle with that, a few steps brought them in sight 
of a waterfull. It poured over a rocky barricr of consider- 
able height, the face of which was corrugated, as it were, 
with great projceting ridges of rock. Separated of neces- 
sity by these, the waters left the top of the precipice in 
four or five distinct bands or ribbands of bright wave and 
foam, soon dashed into whiteness; and towards the bottom 
of tho fall at last found their way all together; which they 
celebrated with a rush and a dance and a sparkle and a roar 
that filled all the rocky abyss into which they plunged. The 
life, the brightness, the peculiar form, the wild surround- 
ings, of this cataract made it a noted beauty. In front of it 
the rocks closed in so nearly that spectators could only look 
at it through a wild narrow gap. Above, beyond the top of 
the fall, the waving branches could be seen of the trees and 
bushes that stood on the borders of the water, to reach 
which was o mcre impossibility, unless by taking a very 
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long way round. At the foot, the waters turned off suddenly, 
and sought their course where the eye could not follow 
them. 

It was out of the question to talk in the presence of the 
shout of those glad waters. Mr. Rhys leaned against the 
rock, and looked at them, so motionless that more than once 
the eye of Eleanor went from them to him with a little 
note-taking. When at last he turned away, and they got 
back into the stillness of the glen, he asked her, “ how look- 
ing at such a thing made her feel P” 

“Nothing but surprise and pleasure, I think,” said 
Eleanor; “but great deal of both those.” Then, as he 
still remained silent, she went on,—“To tell the truth, Mr. 
Rhys, I think my mental eye is only beginning to get edu- 
cated. I used always to enjoy natural beauty, but I think 
it was in a superficial kind of way. Since I have been at 
Plassy—and especially since a few weeks back—all nature 
is much more to me than it was.” 

“It is sure to bo so,” ho said. “Nature without and 
nature within are made for cach other; and till the two are 
sct to the samc key, you cannot have a good tune.—There is 
a fellow who is in pretty good order! Do you hear that 
blackbird P” 

“Sweet!” said Eleanor. “ And what is that other note 
‘chee, chee, chee,’ so many times?” 

“That is a green wren.” 

“You are something of a naturalist, Mr. Rhys,” said 
Eleanor. 

“ Not at all! no more than my acquaintance with you and 
Mrs. Caxton makes me a philosopher.” 

Eleanor wanted to ask what looking at the cataract made 
him think of; but as she had told her aunt, Mr. Rhys exer- 
cised a sort of quicting influence over her. No natural 
audacity, of which she had an innocent sharc, remained to 
her in his company. She walked along in demure silence. 
And to say the truth, the sun was now growing warm, 
and the two had walked not a few good miles that mornings 
which also has a quieting influence. Eleanor queried with 
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herself whether all the bright part of the walk were 
over. 

“J think it is time we varicd our attention,” said Mr. 
Rhys, breaking silence. ‘We have been upon one class of 
subjects a good while;—suppose we try another. Don’t 
you want to rest ?” 

“‘T am not tired—but I have no objection.” 

‘You are not easily tired P” 

“Not about anything I like.” 

** You have struck a great secret of power and usefulness,” 
he said gravely. “What do you think of this bank P—it is 
dry, and it is pleasant.” 

It would have been hardly possible to find a spot in all 
their way that would not have been pleasant; and from this 
bank they looked over a wide rich valley bordered with 
hills. It was not the valley where the farmhouse of Plassy 
stood, with its mcadows and river; this was different in its 
features, and moreover some miles distant. Eleanor and 
Mr. Rhys sat down on the moss at the foot of the trees, 
which gave both shade and rest. It was the edge of a piece 
of woods, and a blackbird was again heard saluting them. 

“ Now, if you want reireskment,” said Mr. Rhys, “Ican 
give it to you; but only of onc kind.” 

“TI don’t know—I should say of several kinds,” said 
Eleanor, looking into the basket—* but the quality doubt- 
ful.” 

“Did you think I meant that ?” 

Eleanor laughed at the carnest gravity of this speech. 
“Mr. Rhys, I saw no other refreshment you had to offer 
me; but indeed I do not want anymore than I am 
taking.” 

“I was going to offer it to you of another kind, but there 
is no kind like it. What is your way of reading the 
Bible ?” 

“T have no particular ‘ way,’” said Eleanor, in some sure 
prise. “Tread several chapters a day—or at least always a 
chapter at morning and another at evening. What ‘way’ 
do you mean P” 
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“There are a great many ways; and it is good to use 
them all at different times. But what way would be good 
for a half-hour’s refreshment, at such a time as this P” 

“T am sure I don’t know,” said Eleanor. “I have no 
way but the one.” 

“Yes, but we should not have seen the ‘Bandel’ of 
Helig, if we had not turned aside to look at it; and you 
would not have heard the blackbird and the wren, perhaps, 
unless you had stopped to listen to them. I suppose we 
have missed a million of other things, for want of looking.” 

“Yes, but we could not look at everything all along these 
miles of our way,” said Eleanor, hcr smile breaking forth 
again. 

“Very true. On the other hand, if wo go but a very little 
way, we can examine all around us. Have you a Bible with 
you?” i 
' “No. I never carry one.” 

“T am bettcr off than you. Let us try a little of this— 
the first chaptcr of Romans. Will you read the first verse, 
and consider it.” 

He handed her his Bible, and Eleanor read. 

“* Paul, a servant of Jesus Christ, called to be an apostle, 
separated unto the gospel of God.’ ” 

“ What do you find there P” said her companion. 

“Not much. This verse seems to be a sort of opening, or 
introduction to the rest. Paul tells who he is, or what 
he is.’’ 

‘And what does ho say he is P” 

“A servant of Jesus Christ.” 

* You think that is ‘not much P’” 

“ Certainly it is much, in itself; but here I took it fora 
mere statement of fact.” 

“ But what a fact! 4 servant of Jesus Christ. Only that! 
Do you know what a fact that is? What is it, to be a 
servant of Jesus Christ P” 

Without waiting for tho answer, which was not ready, 
Mr. Rhys rose up from his seat and began an abstracted 
exploration of the bit of woodland at the edge of which they 
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bad been sitting; wandering in and out among the trees, 
ond stooping now and then to pluck a flower or a fern, or to 
examine one; apparently too full of his thoughts to be quiet. 
Eleanor heard him sometimes and watched him when she 
could; he was very busy; she wished he would give some 
of his thoughts to her. 

“T thought you wanted rest, Mr. Rhys,” she said boldly, 
when she got a chance., “ Please sit down here and take it, 
along with your other refreshment.” 

He smiled, and came immediately with a bunch of Myo- 
sotis in his hand, which he threw into Eleanor’s lap; and 
turning to her, he repeated very seriously his ques- 
tion— 

“‘ What is it, to be a servant of Jesus Christ P” 

“I know very little,” said Eleanor, timidly. “I am only 
just beginning to learn.” 

“You know the words bring for our refreshment only the 
meaning that we attach to them—except so far as the Holy 
Spirit answering our prayers and endeavours shows us new 
meaning and depth that we had not known before.” 

“Of course—but I suppose I know very little. These 
words convey only the mere fact to me.” 

“Let us weigh the words. A servant is a follower, 
Christ said, ‘Ifa man serve me, let him follow me.’ ” 

“Yes—I know.” 

“ A follower must know where his Master goes. How did 
Christ walk P” 

“He went about doing good.” 

“He did; but mark, there are different ways of doing 
that. Get to the root of the matter. The young man who 
kept all the commandments from his youth, was not follow- 
ing Christ; and when it came to the pinch, he turned his 
back upon him.” 

“ How then, Mr. RhysP You mean heart-following P” 

“That is what the Lord means. Look here—Paul says 
in the ninth verse,—‘ Whom I serve with my spirit in the 
gospel.’ Following cannot have a different end in view from 
that of the person followed. And what was Christ’s?—‘ My 
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meat is to do the will of him that sent me, and to finish his 
work,’ Are we servants of Christ after that rule, Miss 
Powle ?” 

The question had a singular intonation, as if the ques- 
tioner were charging it home upon himself. Yet. Eleanor 
knew he could answer it in the affirmative and that she 
could not; she sat silent without looking up. The old con- 
trast of character recurred to her, in spite of the fact that her 
own had changed so much. She hung over the book, while 
her companion half abstractedly repeated— 

“«My meat is to do the will of him that sent me.’ That 
makes a way of life of great simplicity.” 

“Ts it always easy to find P” ventured Eleanor, 

“Very !—if his will is all that we desire.” 

“ But that is a very searching, deep question.” 

“Let it search, then. ‘My meat is to do the will of 
him. No matter what that may be, Miss Powle; our 
choice lies in this—that it is his will, And as soon as we 
set our hearts upon one or the other particular sort of work, 
or labour in any particular place, or even upon any given 
measure of success attending our efforts, so that we are not 
willing to have him roverse our arrangements—we are 
getting to have too much will about it.” 

Eleanor looked up with some effort, 

“ You are making it a great matter, to be a true servant 
of Christ, Mr. Rhys.” 

“Would you have it a little matter?” he said, with a 
smile of great sweetness and brightness. “ Let the Lord 
have all! He was among us ‘as one that serveth’—amid 
discouragements and disappointments, and abuse; and he 
has warned us that the servant is not greater than his 
Lord. It is not a little thing, to be the minister of Josus 
Christ !”” 

“Now you are getting out of the general into the par- 
ticular.” 

“No—I am not; # ‘minister’ is but a servant; what we 
call & minister, is but in a more emphatic degree the ser- 
vaut of all, The roles of service are the same for him and 


WITII THE BASKET. 319 


for others. Let us look at another one. Here it is—ia 
John.” 

And the fingers that Eleanor had watched the other morn- 
ing, and with which she had a curious association, came turns 
ing over the leaves. 

“¢Ye call me Master, and Lord: and ye say well; for so 
Iam. If I then, your Lord and Master, have washed your 
fect; ye also ought to wash one another’s fect. For I have 
given you an example, that ye should do as I have done to 
you.’ Onc thing is plain from that, Miss Eleanor—we are 
not to consider ourselves too good for anything.’, 

“No,” said Hleanor; “but I suppose that does not for- 
bid a just judgment of ourselves or of others, in respect of 
their adaptations and qualifications.” 

“Yes, it does,” he said quickly. ‘The only question is, 
Has the Lord put that work in your hands? If he has, 
never ask whether your hands are the right ones. He 
knows. What our Lord stooped to do, well may we.” 

Eleanor dared not say any more; she knew of what he 
was thinking; whether he had a like intuition with respect 
to her thoughts she did not know, and would not risk them 
any nearer discovery. 

‘“‘ There is another thing about being a servant of Christ,” 
he presently went on ;—“ it ensures some kind and degree 
of persecution.” 

“Do you think soP” said Eleanor; “in these days? 
Why, it is thought praiseworthy and honourable, is it not, 
through all the land, to be good? to be a member of the 
Church, and to fulfil the requirements of religion? Does 
anybody lose respect or liking from such a cause?” 

‘*No. But he suffers persecution. My dear friend, what 
are the ‘requirements of religion?’ We are just considering 
them. Can you remember a servant of Christ, such as we 
have secn the name means, in your knowledge, whom the 
world allowed to live in peace P” 

Eleanor was silent. 

«*« Remember the word that I said unto you, the servant 
3 not greater than his Lord. If they have persecuted me, 
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tlicy will also persecute you; if they have kept my paying, 
they will keep yours also.’” 

“ But in these days, Mr. Rhys?” said Eleanor, doubtfully. 

“I can only say, that if you are of tho world, the world 
will love his own. I know no other way of sccuring that 
result. ‘Because ye aro not of tho world,’ Jesus said, ‘ but 
I have chosen you out of the world, therefore the world 
hateth you,’ And it is declared elsewhcre, that all that will 
live godly in Christ Jesus shall suffer persecution, Can you 
remember any instance to the contrary ?” 

Eleanor looked up, and gave Mr. Rhys a good view of her 
honest eyes; they looked very intent now and somowhat 
sorrowful. 

“Mr. Rhys, except in Plassy, I do not know such a per- 
gon as you ask me about.” 

“Ts it possible!” he said. 

“Mr. Rhys, I was thinking the servants of Christ have 
good need of that ‘ helmet of salvation’ I used to wish for.” 

“Well, they have it!” he said brightly. “‘If any man 
serve me, let him follow me; and where I am, there shall 
also my servant be.’ That is the end of all. But there igs 
another point of service that occurs tome. We have seen 
that we must not please ourselves; I recollect that in 
another place Paul says that if he pleased men, he wonld 
not be the servant of Christ. There is a point whore ho 
and the world would como in contact of opposition.” 

“ But I thought we ought to please everybody as much as 
we could P” 

He smiled, put his hand over and turned two or three 
leaves of the Bible which she kept open at the first of 
somans, and pointed to a word in the fifteenth chapter. 
“Let every one of us please his neighbour for his good, to 
edification.” 

“There is your limit,” said he. “So far thou mayest go, 
but no further. And to do that you will find requires quite 
sufficiently that you should not please yourself. And now 
how shall we do all this P—how shall we be all this?” 

“ You are aaking the very question!” said Eleanor, gravely, 
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“We must come to the root and spring of all this service 
and following—it is our love of the Lord himself. That will 
do it, and nothing else will. ‘What things were gain to 
me, those I counted loss for Christ.’ ”’ 

“But suppose,” said Hleanor, with some difficulty com- 
manding her voice,—“ suppose one is deficient in that very 
thing P suppose one wants that love P” 

“Ay!” he said, looking into her face with his eyes of 
light,— suppose one docs; what then P” 

Eleanor could not bear them; her cwn eyes fell. “ What 
is one to do?’”—Mr. Rhys had risen up before he answered, 
in his deliberate accents— 

“<¢ Seek him, that maketh the seven stars and Orion, and 
turneth the shadow of night into morning.’” 

He paced slowly up and down before Eleanor; then went 
off upon a rambling search through the wood again; seem- 
ing to be busy with httle things in his way. Eleanor sat 
still. After a little he came aud stood before hor with a 
bunch of ferns and Melic grass and lilies of the valley, which 
he was ordering in his hands as he spoke. 

“The effect of our following Christ in this way, Miss 
Powle, will be, that we shall bear testimony to the world 
that he is our King, and what sort of a king he is. We 
shall proclaim that Jesus Christ is Lord, to the glory of God 

-the Father. We shall have the invisible army of angels for 

our fellow-servants and co-workers; and we shall be pass- 
ing on with the whole redeemed world to the day of full 
triumph and final restoration; when Christ will come to be 
glorificd in his saints, and to be admired in them that be- 
lieve—because our testimony among you was believed. But 
now our business is to give the testimony.” 

He walked up and down, up and down, before Eleanor for 
fome minules, in a thoughtful, abstracted way. Eleanor 
felt his manner as much as his words; the subject had 
clearly gone home to himsclf. She felt both so much that 
she did not like to interrupt the silence, nor to look up. At 
last he stopped again before her, and said in quite a dif- 
ferent tone, “ What are the next words, Miss Powle ?” 

b 
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“* Called to be an apostle. ; 

“We shall not get home to dinner, if we go into that,” he 
said, smiling. 

“ You have preached a sermon to me, Mr. Rhys.” 

“T do that very often to myself,” he answered. 

“To yourself?” said Eleanor. 

“Yes, Nobody necds it more.” 

“But when you have so much real preaching to do, f£ 
should think it would be the last thing you would wish to 
do in private, at other times.” 

“For that very reason. I need to have a sermon always 
ready, and to be always ready myself. Now, let us get home 
and look at our ‘ Rotifcra’—if we have any.” . 

However, there was to bo no microscopical examination 
that morning. 


The best laid schemes o” mice and men 
Gang aft agley.” 


They had gone but half a mile further homeward when 
their course was again stopped. They came up with a man 
and a horse; the horse standing still, the man lying on the 
ground beside him. At first sight they thought it was a 
case of drunkenness, for the faco of the man was very red, 
and he was unable to give any account of himself; but they 
were soon convinced it was sudden illness, not intoxication, - 
which was the matter. He had fallen from his horse evi- 
dently, and now was not unconscious, but in great pain; the 
red in his face alternating with sudden changes of colour, 
Apparently his condition was that of a small farmer, or 
upper farm-servant, who had been overtaken on some busi- 
ness errand by this attack of severe sickness. His horse 
stood quietly beside him. 

“ This is no case for a lancet,” said Mr. Rhys, after making 
a slight examination. “It calls for greater skill than mine, 
How will you doP I must take the horse and ride for it. 
But the first thing is to find where I ought to go—if I 
can,” 

For this information he sought in the man’s pockets; and 
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found presently a pocket-book with one or two bills, which 
gave the name he wanted. It was a name not unknown to 
Mr. Rhys; and Ict him know also the direction in which he 
must ride—not towards the valley of Plassy. 

“ What will you do, Miss Powle P—will you be afraid to 
find your way home alone P” 

“T will stay here till you come back.” 

“Will you? But I may be gone some time—and I must 
tell you,” he said gravely, “ the man is very ill.” 

“'There is the more reason then, I am sure. I will stay 
and do anything for him I can, Mr. Rhys. You go—TI will 
stay here.” 

Mr. Rhys said nothing more, though Eleanor felt sure 
from his face that he did not disapprove of her conclusion. 
He mounted the horse immcdiately. 

“T will send help from the way, if I can, though I doubt 
it. The way is lonely till I get almost there.” 

He rode off at a sharp pace, and Eleanor was left quite 
alone. Her attention came back to the sick person at her 
feet. So near tho light-hearted pleasure of ten minutes 
ago had been to pain and death! And Mr. Rhys’s sermon 
was nearcr still, Tho first thing to consider, was what she 
could do for the man. 

He had fallen, and lay on the grass in the broad sunshine, 
The sun had mounted high now; its beams fell hot and full 
on the sufferer’s face. At a little distance was a grove of 
oaks and beeches, and good shelter; but Elcanor’s strength 
could not move the man thither; he was a great, thickset, 
burly fellow. Yet it was miserable to see the sun beating 
upon his face where the sweat of pain already stood, 
Eleanor went to the wood, and with much trouble and 
searching managed to find or break off two or three sticks 
of a few feet in length. She planted these for a frame near 
the sick man’s head, and spread her light summer shawl 
over them to make a screen. It was alight screen; never- 
theless, much better than nothing. Then Eleanor kneeled 
down by the man to sce what more she could do. Red and 
pale changed fast and fearfully upon his face; big drops 
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stood on the brow and checks. Eleanor doubted whether 
ne were conscious, he lay so still. She took her pocket- 
handkerchief to wipe the wet brow. A groan answered her 
at that. It startled her, for it was the first sound she bad 
heard the sick person utter. Putting down her fuce to reecive 
if possible some intimation of a wish, she thoucht he said 
or tried to say something about “drink.” Hlcnner rose up 
and sought to recollect where last and nearest she had seen 
watcr. It was some distance behind; a little spring that had 
crossed their footway with its own bright track. Then what 
could she bring some inP The phials! Quick the precious 
pond water aud bog water was poured out, with one thought 
of the nameless treasures for Mr. Rhys’s microscope that 
she was spilling upon the ground; and Hicanor took the 
basket again, and sect off on the backward way. She was in 
a hurry, the sun was warm, the distance was a good quarter 
of amile; by the time she had found the stream and filled 
her phials and retraced again her steps to where the sick 
man lay, she was heated and weary; for every step was 
hurried with the thought of that suffering which the water 
might alleviate. This was pure, sparkling, good water with 
which the phials were now filled. But when Hleanor got 
back to him, the man could not open his lips to take it. She 
feared he would die, and suddenly. 

It was a wild uncultivated place they were in. No signs 
of human habitation were to be seen, except far up away on 
a hillside in the distance, where smoke went up from afarm- 
house or some sort of a house; towards which Eleanor 
looked with earnest longings that the human help which 
was there could be brought within available distance. It 
was greatly too far for that. How soon would Mr. Rhys be 
back? Impossible to say; she could not tell what length 
of road he might have to travel. And the man seemed 
dying. Eleanor knelt down again, and with the precious 
contents of one of the phials bathed the brow and the lips 
that she thought would never return to their natural colour 
again. She did it perseveringly ; it was all she could do. 
Perhaps it gave comfort. Rut EHleanor grew tired, and felt 
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increasingly lonely and desirous that some one should come, 
No one did come by that way, nor was likely to come, until 
the return of Mr. Rhys; the place was not near a highway; 
only on a wild mountain track. It struck Eleanor then that 
the suffercr’s head lay too low upon the ground. She could 
not move him to a better position; and finally placing her- 
self on the grass beside him, she contrived with great exer- 
tion to lift lis head wpon her Jap. He could not thank her; 
she did not know if he were «wars of what she did; but 
then Eleanor had done all, She schooled herself to sit 
patiently and wipe the brow that .ay wpon her knee, and 
wait; knowing that death might comc to take her charge 
before any other arrival relieved her of it. Eleanor had a 
great many thoughts meanwhile; and as she sat there 
revolved Mr. Rhys’s “sermon” in her mind over and over, 
and from one end to the other and back again. 

So at last Mr. Rhys found her. He came as he had gone, 
full speed; jumped off his horse, and took a very grave 
survey of the group onthe ground, It was not early. Mr. 
Rhys had been a long time away; it secmed half a day’s 
length to Eleanor. 

“ Have you been there all this time?” was his question. 

“Ono.” 

“JT will take your place,” said he, kneeling down and lift- 
ing the unconscious head from Elcanor’s lap. “ There is a 
waggon coming. It will be here dircctly.” 

Kleanor got up, trembling and stiff from her long cone 
strained position. The waggon presently came in sight—a 
huge covered wain which had need to move slowly. Mr, 
Rhys had stayed by it to guide it, and ouly spurred forward 
when near enough to the place. Into it they now lifted the 
sick man, and the horses’ heads were turned again. Mr, 
Rhys had not been able to bring a doctor. 

“Why, here is Powis!’ exclaimed Eleapar, as on the 
waggon coming round she discovered her pony hitched to 
the back of it. Mr. Rhys unhitched him. Powis was 
saddled. 

“I thought you would have done enough for to-day,” said 
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he; “and I went round by the farm to bring him. Now you 
will ride home as fast as you please.” 

“ But I thought the farm was out of your way P” 

“T had time to gallop over there and mcct the waggon 
again; it went so slowly.” 

“QO, thank you! But I do not necd Powis—I can walk 
perfectly well. I am suro you nced him more than I do, 
Mr. Rhys. I do not nccd him at all.” 

“Come, mount!” said he. “I cannot ride on a side- 
saddle, child.” 

Eleanor mounted in silence, a little surprised to find that 
Mr. Rhys helped her not awkwardly; and not knowing 
exactly whence came a curious warm glow that filled her 
heart like a golden reflection. But it kept her silent too; 
and it did not go away even when Mr. Rhys said in his usual 
manner— 

“TI beg your pardon, Miss Powle—I live among the hills 
till I grow uncercmonious.” 

Eleanor did not make any answer, and if she rode home 
as fast as she pleased, it was her pleasure to ride slowly ; for 
Mr. Rhys walked beside her all the way. But she was too 
tired porhaps to talk much, and he was in one of his silent 
moods. 

“What have you done with the phials?” said he, looking 
into the basket as they neared home. 

“Tam very sorry, Mr. Rhys. I had to empty them to get 
water for that poor man. I wasn’t quite sure, but I thought 
ho asked for it.” 

“Oh! And where did you go to find water P” 

“* Back—don’t you remcmber P—some distance back from 
where we found him, we had passed a little brook of run- 
ning clear water. I had te go there.” 

“Yes—I know. Well, wo shall have to make another 
expedition.” 


CHAPTER XXII. 


®*Y will have hopes that cannot fade, 
For flowers the valley yiclds t 
I will have humblo thoughts instead 
Of silent, dewy ficlds ! 
My spirit and my God shall be 
My sea-ward hill, my boundless soa.” 


Tue promised expedition came off, and a number of 
otlcrs; not too frequently, however, for Mr. Rhys continued 
to be one of the world’s busy people, and was often cngaged 
and often weary. The walks aftcr natural history came 
between times; when he was not undcr the immediate 
pressure of duty, and felt that he needed recreation to fit 
him for it. Eleanor was his companion generally, and grew 
to be as much interested in his objects as he was himself. 
Perhaps that is saying too much. In the house certainly 
Mr. Rhys bestowed an amount of patient time and investi- 
gation upon his microscopical studies which Elcanor did not 
emulate; time and pains which made him presently a capital 
manipulator, and probably stowed away quantitics of know- 
ledge under that quiet brow of his. Many an hour Mr. Rhys 
and his microscope were silent companions, during which he 
was rapt and absorbed in his contemplations or his efforts— 
whichever it might be; but then at other times, and before 
and aftcr these times, Eleanor and Mrs. Caxton were cone 
stantly invited to a share in some of the results at least of 
what was going on. 
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Perhaps three people rarcly enjoy more comfort together 
in themselves and in each other, than these three did for 
some weeks following the date of the last chapter. Mr. 
Rhys was a wonderful pleasant addition to the family. He 
was entirely at home, and not a person to be trammelled 
by any ordinary considerations. He was silent when he 
felt like it; he kept alone when he was busy; he put no 
unnatural force upon himself when he was fatigued; but 
silent, or weary, or busy, there was always and at all times 
where he was the feeling of the presence of one who was 
never absent from God. It was in the atmosphere about 
him; it was in the look that he wore, free and simple ag 
that always was in its gravity; it was in the straight- 
forward doing of duty, in all little things as much as in 
great things; the little things never forgotten, the great 
things . “‘wod, It was an unconscious testimony 
that Mr. 1. out with him; and which his com- 
panions sccing, they moved about with softened steps and 
strongthened hearts all the while. But he was not always 
tired and silent; and when he was not, he was a most de- 
lightful companion, as free to talk as a child and as full of 
mattcr as a wise man; and entirely social and sympathetic 
too in his whole temper and behaviour. He would not enjoy 
his natural historical discoverics alone; Mrs. Caxton and 
Eleanor were made to take their full share. The family cir- 
cle was, quictly, a very lively one; there was no stagnating 
anywhere. He and Mrs. Caxton had many subjects and 
interests in common of which they talked freely, and Eleanor 
was only too glad to listen. There were books and reviews 
read aloud sometimes, with very pithy discussion of the 
same; in fact there was conversation, truly deserving the 
name; such as Eleanor had never listened to before she 
camo to Plassy, and which she enjoyed hugely. Ther? the 
walks aficr natural objects were on the whole frequent; and 
Mr. Rhys was sure to ask her to go along; and they were 
full of delightful pleasure and of nice talk too, though it 
never happened that they sat down under a tree again to 
sermonize, and Mr. Rhys never forgot himself again to speak 


AT SfOME. 329 


to her by the undignified appellation he once had given 
her. But Eleanor had got over her shyness of him pretty 
well, and was inclined to think, it quite honour and pleasure 
enough to be allowed to share his walks; waited very 
contentedly when he was wrapped up in his own thoughts ; 
wrapped herself up in hers; and was all ready for the talk 
when it came. With all this she observed that he never 
distinguished her by any more familiarity than Mrs. Cax- 
ton’s nicce, and his daily neighbour at the table and in the 
family, might demand from a gentleman and Mrs. Caxton’s 
friend and guest. The hills and the valleys around Plassy 
were very beautiful that summer. 

So was Mrs. Caxton’s garden. The roses flushed out into 
bloom, with all their cotemporaries; the terraces down to 
the river were aglow with richness and profusion of blos- 
soms, and sweet with many fragrances. The old farmhouse 
itself had become an object of admiration to Hleanor. Long 
and low, built of dark red stone and roofed with slate, it was 
now in different parts wreathed and draped in climbing 
roses and honeysuckle, as well as in the ivy which did duty 
all wintcr. To stand under these roscs at the back of the 
house, and look down over the gorgeous tcrraces, to the 
river and the bridge and the outsprcad meadows on the 
other side, stretching away down aid up the valley and 
reaching to the foct of the hills which rose beyond them; 
to see all this, was to sec a combination of natural features 
rare even in England, though words may not make it seem so, 

Mrs. Caxton and Eleanor were there one evening. It was 
towards the end of the season of “ June roses,” though in- 
decd it was later than the month of June. Mr. Rhys had 
been called away to some distance by business, and been 
detained a weck; and this evening he might be expected 
home. Thcy had missed him very much, Mrs, Caxton and 
Eleanor. They had missed him exceedingly at prayer-time; 
they had missed him desolatcly at meals. To-night the tea- 
table was spread where he loved to have it—on the tiled floor 
under the projecting roof before mentioned. A dish was 
crowned with red and white strawberries in the middle of 
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the table, and Eleanor stood decorating it slowly with ivy 
leaves and blossoms of white heath. 

It is not certain, my dear, he will come home to-night,” 
Mrs. Caxton said as sho watched her, 

No, aunty,” said Eleanor, with a slight start, but then 
going on with her occupation. “ What about it?” 

“Nothing. We will enjoy the flowers ourselves.” 

“But he thought he would be at home to-night, aunt 
Caxton P” 

“Ho conld not be sure. He might easily be detained. 
You have got over your fear of Mr. Rhys, Eleanor ?” 

“ Aunt Caxton, I don’t think I ever fearcd him.” 

“ He used to have a ‘ quieting influence’ upon you,” Mrs, 
Caxton said, smiling. 

“Well, he docs now, ma’am. At least, I am sure Mr. 
Rhys is one of the persons I should never care to contra- 
dict.” 

“T should think not,” said Mrs. Caxton quictly. Eleanor 
had coloured a little. 

“ But that is not because, mercly, I do not think mysclf 
wise; because there are other porsons before whom I think 
mysclf no wiscr, whom I would contradict—I mean, in a 
polite way—if it came into my head.” 

“We shall miss him when he goes,” said Mrs. Caxton, 
with a little bit of a sigh. Eleanor wanted to ask a question, 
but the words did not come. The ornamenting of the straw- 
berry dish was finished. She turned from it, and looked 
down where the long train of cows came winding through 
the meadows and over the bridge. Pretty, peaceful, lovely, 
was this gentle rural scenc; what was the connection that 
made but a step in Eleanor’s thoughts between the meca- 
dows of Plassy and some far-off islands in distant PolyncsiaP 
Eleanor had changed since some time ago. She could un- 
derstand now why Mr. Rhys wanted to go there; she could 
comprehend it; she could understand how it was that he 
was not afraid to go, and did not shrink from leaving all 
this loveliness at her feet. All that was no mystery now; 
bat her thoughts fastened on her aunt’s werds—how they 
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would “miss him.” She was very still, and so was Mrs. 
Caxton, till a step brought both heads round to the door. 

It was only a servant that came out, bringing letters; one 
for Eleanor, one for Mrs, Caxton. Standing where she was, 
Elcanor broke hers open. It was from her mother, and it 
contained something both new and unexpectcd; an urgent in- 
junction on her to return immediately home. The fumily were 
going at onco to Brighton, the lettcr said; Mrs. Powle wished 
Eleanor to lose no time, in order that her wardrobe might 
be properly cared for. Thomas was sent with the letter, and 
her mother desired that Eleanor would immediately on tho 
receipt of it, “ without an hour’s delay,” set off to come home 
with him. Reasons for this sudden procecding there were 
none given; and it came with the suddenness of a hurricane 
upon Eleanor. Up to this time there had been no intima- 
tion of her mothcr’s wish to have her at home again ever; 
an interval of several weeks had elapsed since any letters; 
now Mrs. Powle said “she had been gone long enough,” and 
they all wanted her, and must have her at once to go to 
Brighton. So suddenly affectionate ! 

Eleanor stood looking at her Ictter some time after she 
had ceased to read it, with a face that showed turmoil. Mrs. 
Caxton came up to her. LHlcanor dropped the Ictter in her 
hand, but her eye avoided her aunt’s. 

“ What is all this haste, Eleanor?" Mrs. Caxton said gravely. 

‘1 don’t know, ma'am.’ 

“At any rate, my child, you cannot leave me to-night. It 
is too late.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“Docs your mother assign no reason for this sudden de- 
mand of youP She gives me none,” 

“ She gives mo none, ma’am.” 

“Tleanor——” 

It brought Elcanor’s eye up, and that brought her head 
down on Mrs. Caxton’s shoulder. Her aunt clasped her tens 
derly for a moment, and then said— 

“Had you not better sce your mother’s servant, my dear, 
and give your orders P—and then we will have tea.” 
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Eleanor steadied herself immediately; went out and had 
an interview with old Thomas, which, however, brought her 
no enlightenment; mado her arrangements with him, and 
returned to her aunt. Mrs. Caxton ordered tea; they would 
not wait for Mr. Rhys any longer. The aunt and niece sat 
down to the table behind the honeysucklo drapcry of the 
pillars; the sunlight had left the landscape, the breath of 
the flowers floated up cool and swect from tho terraced gar- 
den, and waved about them with every stir of the long rose 
and honeysuckle sprays. Eleanor sat by the table and looked 
out. Mrs. Caxton poured out the tea and looked at her. 

“ Arcn’t you going to take some strawbcrries, my love?” 

‘Shall I give you some, aunt Caxton P” 

* And yourself, my dear.” 

She watched while Elcanor slowly broke up the heath and 
ivy adornment of the strawberry dish, and carefully after- 
wards replaced the sprays and leaves sho had dislodged. It 
is no harm for a lady’s hand to be whito; but travelling 
from tho hand to the face, Mrs. Caxton’s eye found too little 
colour there, Eleanor’s checks were not generally wanting 
in a fine healthy tinge. The tinge was fainter than usual 
to-night. Nevertheless, she was cating strawberrics with 
apparent regularity. 

* Hicanor, I do not understand this sydden recall. Have 
you any cluc P” 

“No, ma’am, not the Icast.” 

“What arrangements have you made, my dear P” 

“Wor to-morrow morning, ma'am. I had no choice.” 

“ No, my dear, you had not; and I have not a word to say. 
I hope Mr. Rhys will come back before you go.” 

Absolute silence on Eleanor’s part. 

“You would like to bid him good-bye before you leave 
Plassy.” ; 

There was a cessation of any attention to the strawbcr- 
ries, and Eleanor’s hand took a position which rather hin- 
dered observations of her face. You migit have heard o 
slight little sigh come from behind Mrs. Caxton’s teapot. 

‘Eleanor, have you learned that the steps of a good man 
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ure ordered by the Lord? My love, they are not left to our 
own disposal, and we should not know how to manage it. 
You are going to do the Lord’s work, are you not, wherever 
you may be ?” 

* T hope so.” 

“Then trast him to place you where he wants the work 
to be done. Can you, Eleanor ?” 

Eleanor left her seat, came round and knelt down by Mrs. 
Caxton’s side, putting hcr faco in her lap. 

“Tt is not like a good soldicr, dear, to wish to play gene- 
ral. You have something now to do at home— perhaps 
not more for others than for yourself. Are you willing to 
do it?” 

“Don’t ask me if I am willing, aunt Caxton. TI have been 
too happy-—— But I shall be willing.” 

“hat is all wo live for, my dcar—to do the Lord’s work; 
and I am sure that in scrvice as in everything clsc, God 
loves a cheerful giver. Let us give him that now, Eleanor, 
and trust him for the rest. My child, you are not tho only 
one who has to give up something.” 

And though Mrs. Caxton said little more than that word 
on the subject of what Eleanor’s departure cost herself, she 
manifested it in a different way, by the kind, incessant soli- 
citude and care with which she watched over Elcanor, and 
helped her and kept with her that night and the next morn- 
ing. Eleanor made her preparations, and indulged in very 
few words. There was too much to think of, in the last 
evening’s society, the last night in her happy room, the last 
morning hours. And yet Eleanor did very little thinking. 
She was to go immediately after breakfast. The carly prayers 
were over, and the aunt and niece were left by themsclves a 
moment before the meal was served. 

** And what shall I say to Mr. Rhys?” enquired Mrs. Cax- 
ton, as they stood silent together. Eloanor hesitated, and 
hesitated, and finally said— 

“T believe, nothing, ma’am.” 

“You have given me messeges for so many other people, 
‘you know,” said Mrs, Caxton quietly, 
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“Ycs,ma’am. I don’t know how to make a message for 
him.” 

“T think he will fecl it,” said Mrs. Caxton in the same 
manner. 

Then she saw—for her eyes were good—the lightning 
flash of emotion which worked in Eleanor’s face. Proud 
self-control kept it down, and she stood motionless, though 
it did not prevent the perceptible paling of her check which 
Mrs. Caxton had noticed last night. She stood silent, then 
she said slowly— 

“Tf I thought that You may give him any message 
for mo that you think good, aunt Caxton.” 

The breakfast arrived, and few more words passed on any 
topic. Another hour, and Eleanor was on her journey. 

She felt in a confusion of spirits, and would not Ict herself 
think, till they reached her stopping place for the night. 
And then, instead of thinking, Eleanor, to say the truth, 
could do nothing but weep. It was her time for tears; tos 
morrow would cnd such an indulgence. At an early hour 
the next day she met her father’s carriage, which had been 
sent so far for her; and the remaining hours of her way 
Eleanor did think. Her thoughts are her own. But at the 
bottom of some that were sorrowful lay one decp subject of 
joy—that she was not going helmetiless into the fight which 
she felt might be before her. Of that she had an inward 
presentiment, though what form it would take she was 
entirely uncertain. 

Julia was the first person that met her, and that mecting 
was rapturous. 

“O Nell! it has been so dreadful and dull since you have 
been gone! I’m so glad to have you home! I’m so glad to 
have you home!” she repeated, with her arms round Elea- 
nor’s neck. 

“But what are you going to Brighton for?” said Eleanor, 
after the first salutations had satisficd the first eagerness of 
the sisters. 

“O,I don’t know. Papa isn’t very well, I believe; and 
mamma thought it would do him good. Mammna’s in here.” 
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Tt was to Eleanor’s relief that her reception in this quarter 
also was perfectly cordial. Mrs. Powle seemed to have for- 
gotten, or to be disposed to forget, old causes of trouble; 
and to begin again as if nothing had happened. 

You look well, Hlcanor. Bless me, I never saw your 
complexion better! but how your hair is dressed! That 
isn’t the way now; but you'll got torights soon. DPve got 
a purple muslin for you that will be beautiful. Your whole 
wardrobe will want attention, but I have everything ready 
—dressmakcr and all—only waiting for you. Think of your 
being gone seven months and more! But never mind— 
we'll let bygones be bygones. I am not going to rake up 
anything. We'll go to Brighton, and have everything 
pleasant.” 

“ How soon, mamma?” 

“ Just as soon as I can got you dressed. And Eleanor! I 
wish you would immediately take a review of all your ward- 
robe and all I have got for you, and sce if I have omitted 
anything.” 

“What has put you into the notion of Brighton, mamma ?” 

“Everybody is there now—and we want a change. I 
think it will do your father good.” 

‘To see her father was the next thing; and here there was 
some comfort. The Squire was undoubtedly rejoiced to see 
his daughter, and welcomed her back right heartily. Made 
much of her in his way. Ho was tho only one too who 
cared to hear much of Mrs. Caxton and her way of life and 
her farm. The Squire did care. Eleanor was kept a long 
time answering questions and giving dctails. It cost her 
some hard work. 

“She is a good woman, is my sister Caxton,” said the 
Squire; “and she has pluck enough for half a dozen. The 
only thing I have against her is her being a Methodist, 
She hasn’t made a Methodist of you, eh, Eleanor?” 

“TI don’t think sho has, papa,” Eleanor answered slowly. 

‘That's the only fault I have to find with her,” the Squire 
went on; “but I suppose women must have an empty corner 
of their heads, where they will stick fancies if they don’t stick 
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flowers. I think flowers aro the most becoming of the two. 
Wears a brown gown always, don’t she?” 

“ No, sir.” 

“T thought they did,” said the Squire; “but she’s a 
clever woman, for all that, or she wouldn’t carry on that 
business of the farm as she docs. Your mother don’t like 
the farm; but I think my sister is right. Better be inde- 
pendent, and ask leave of nobody. Well, you must get 
dressed, must youP Iam glad to have you home, child!” 

“Why are we going to leave home, papa?” 

St. George and the Dragon! Ask your mother.” 

So Eleanor did not get much wiscr on the subject till 
dinner-time; nor then cither, though it was nearly the only 
thing talked about, both directly and indirectly. <A great 
weariness came over her, as the contrast rose up of Mrs. 
Caxton’s dinner-table and the three faces round it; with 
the swoct play of talk, on things natural or philosophi- 
cal, religious or civil, but always sensible, fresh, and origi- 
nal and strong. Always that; the party might lapse into 
silence; if one of them was tired, it often did; but when 
the words came again, they came with a ready life and pur- 
pose—with a sort of perfume of love and purity—that it 
made Eleanor's heart ache now to think of. Her mother 
was descanting on lodgings, on the people already at Brigh- 
ton, or coming there; on dresses ready and unready; and 
to vary this topic the Squire complained that his winc was 
not cooled properly. Eleanor sank into silence, and then 
into oxtreme depression of spirits; which grow more and 
more, until she caught her little sister’s eye looking at her 
wistfully. Julia had hardly said a word all dinner-time. 
The look smote Eleanor’s conscience. “Is this the way I 
am doing the work given me?” she thought; “this selfish 
forgetting of all others in myself? Am I standing in my 
post likea good'soldier? Is this ‘ pleasing all men for their 
goodP’” Conscience thumped like a hammer; and Eleanor 
roused up, entered into what was going, talked and made 
herself pleasant to both father and mother, who ercw sun- 
shiny under the influence. Mrs. Powle eat the remainder 
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of her dinner with more appetite; and the Squire declared 
Eleanor had grown handsome, and Plassy had done her no 
harm. But Julia looked and listened, and said never a 
word. It was very hard work to Eleanor, though it brought 
its reward as she went along, not only in comments, but in 
the sense of duty performed. She would not run away 
from her post; she kept at it; when her father had gone 
away to smoke, she stayed by her mother, till Mrs. Powle 
dropped off into her usual after-dinner nap in her chair. 
Eleanor sat still a minute or two longer, then made an 
escape. She sought ler old garden, by the way of her old 
summer parlour. Things were not changed there, except 
that the garden was a little neglected. It brought painful 
things back, though tho flowers were swect and the summer 
sunsct glow was over them all. So it used to be in old 
times. So it ised to be in nearer times, last summer. And 
now was another change. Tleanor paced slowly down one 
walk and up another, looking sorrowfully at her old friends, 
the roscs, carnations and petunias, which looked at her as 
cheerfully as over; when a hand touched hers, and she 
found Julia at her side. 

“ Eleanor,” she said wistfully, “are you sorry to be at 
home again ?” 

“TI am glad to see you, darling; and papa, and mamma.” 

“But you don’t look glad. Was it so much pleasanter 
where you have been?” 

Hleanor struggled with herself. 

“Tt was very different, Julia—and there were things that 
you and I both love, that there are not here.” 

“What P” 

“Here all is for the world, Julia; there, at Plassy, nothing 
is for the world. I fecl the difference just at first—I sup- 
poso I shall get a little used to it presently.” 

“T have not thought so much about all that,” said Julia, 
soberly, “since Mr. Rhys went away. But you must have 
loved aunt Caxton very much, Eleanor, to make you sorry 
to come home.” 

Julia spoke almost sadly, Eleanor felt bitterly reproached. 
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Was there not work at home hero for her to do! Yet she 
could hardly speak at first. Putting her arm round Julia, 
she drew her down beside her on a green bank, and took her 
little sister in her arms. 

“You and I will help each other, Julia, will we not?” 

“In what P” 

“To love Christ, and please him.” 

“Why, do you love him?” said Julia. “Are you like 
Mr. Rhys?” 

‘‘Not much. But I do love the same Master he loves, 
Julia; and I have come home to serve him. You will help 
me ?”’ 

“Mamma don’t like all that,” remarked Julia. 

Eleanor sighed. The burden on her heart seemed grow: 
ing heavy. Julia half roso up, and putting both arms round 
her neck, covered her lips with kisses. 

“You don’t seem like yourself!” she said; “and you look 
as grave as if you had found us all dead. Eleanor—are you 
afraid P” she said, with an earnest look. 

“ Afraid of what, dear P” 

“Of that man—afraid of Mr, Carlisle P” 

“No, I am not afraid of him, or of anything. Besides, 
he is hundreds of miles away, in Switzerland, or some- 
where.” 

“No, he isn’t; he is here.” 

“What do you mean by ‘here?P’” 

“In England, I mcan. He isn’t at the Priory; but he 
was here at the Lodge the other day.” 

Eleanor’s heart made two or three springs one way and 
another. 

“No, dear, I am not afraid of him,” she repeated, with a 
quietness that was convincing; and Julia passed to other 
subjects. Eleanor did not forget that one; and as Julia ran 
on with her talk, she pondered it, and made a secret thanks- 
giving that she was so escaped both from danger and from 
fear. Nevertheless she could not help thinking about the 
@ubject. It seemed that Mr. Carlisle’s wound had healed 
very rapidly. And moreover she had not given him credit 
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for finding any attraction in that house, beyend her own 
personal presence in it. However, she reflected that Mr. 
Carlisle was busy in politics, and perhaps cultivated her 
fathor. They went in again, to take up the subject of 
Brighton. 

And what followed? Muslins, flowers, laces, bonnets, 
and ribbands. They were very irksome days to Eleanor, 
that were spent in getting ready for Brighton; and the 
thought of the calm purity of Plassy, with its different 
occupations, sometimes came over her, and for the moment 
unnerved her hands for the finery they had to handle. Once 
Eleanor took a long rambling ride alone on her old pony; 
she did not try it again. Business and bustle was better, 
at least was less painful, than such a time for thinking 
and feeling. So the dresses wore made, and they went to 
Brighton. 


CHAPTER XXII, 


In the world's broad ficld of battle, 
In the bivounc of Lilo, 
Bo not like dumb, driven cattle! 
Be a hero in the strife! 


ELEANOR was at once plunged into a whirl of engage- 
ments, with acquaintances new and old. And the former 
class multiplied very rapidly. Mrs. Powle’s fair curls hung 
on either side of her face with almost their full measure of 
complacency, as she saw and beheld her daughter’s successful 
vitractions. It was true, Elcanor was found to have some- 
thing nnique about licr; some said it was her beauty, some 
said it was her manners; some insisted it was neither, but 
had a deeper origin; at any rate she was fresh. Somothing 
out of the common line, and that piqued curiosity, was 
delightful; aud in despito of her very modcrate worldly 
advantages, compared with many others who were there, 
Eleanor Powlo seemed likely to become in a little while the 
belle of Brighton. Certain rumours which were afloat no 
doubt facilitated and expedited this progress of things, 
Happily Eleanor did not hear them. 

The rush of engagements and whirl of socicty at first was 
very wearying and painful to her. No heart had Eleanor to 
give toit. Only by putting a force upon herself, to please 
her father and mother, she managed to enter with some 
spirit into the amusements going forward, in which she was 

expected to take an active part. Perhaps this very fact had 
something to do with the noble and sweet disengagedness 
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of manner which marked her unlike those about her, in a 
world where self-interest 01 some sort is the ruling motive. 
It was not Eleanor’s world; it had nothing to do with the 
interests that were dear in her regard; and something of 
that carelessness which she brought to it conferred a 
grace that the world imitatcs in vain. Eleanor found, how- 
ever, after a little, that the rush and hurry of her life and of 
all the people about her had o contagion in it; her own 
thoughts were beginning to be absorbed in what absorbed 
everybody ; her own cherished interests were getting pushed 
into acorncr. Eleanor resolved to make a stand then, and 
securo time enough to hersclf to let her own inncr life have 
play and breathing room. But it was very difficult to make 
such a stand. Mrs. Powle ever stood like a watchman at 
the door, to drive Eleanor out when sho wanted to be in. 
Time! there seemed to be no time. 

Bleanor had heard that Mr. Carlisle was expected at 
Brighton; so she was not greatly surprised one evening to 
find hersclf in the same room with him. It was at a public 
assembly. The glances that her curiosity cast, found him 
moving about among people very like, and in very exactly 
the manncr of his old self. No difference that she could sce. 
She wondered whether he would have the audacity to come 
and speak to her. Audacity was not a point in which Mr. 
Carlisle was failing. He came; and as he came others scat- 
tered away—melted off, and left her alone. 

He came with the best air in the world; a little conscious, 
a little apologetic, wholly respectful, not altogether devoid 
of the old familiarity. He offcred his hand; did not, to bo 
sure, detain hers, which would have been inconvenient in a 
public assembly; but ho detained her, falling into talk with 
an ease or an effrontery which it was i:npossible not to 
admire. And Eleanor admired him involuntarily. Cer- 
-tainly this man had capacities. He did not detain her too 
long; passed away as easily as he had come up; but re- 
turned again in the course of the evening to offer her some 
civility; and it was Mr. Carlisle who put her mother and 
herself into their carriage. Eleanor looked for a remark 
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from her mother on tho subject during their drive home; 
but Mrs. Powle made nono. 

The next evening he was at Mrs. Powle’s rooms, where a 
small company was gathered every Tuesday. He might be 
excused if he watched, more than he wished to be seen 
watching, the swect unconscious grace and ease with which 
Eleanor moved and spoke. Others noticed it, but Mr. Car- 
lisle drow comparisons; and found to his mystification that 
her six months on a cheese-farm had returned Eleanor with 
an added charm of cye and manner, for which he could not 
account—which le could not immediately define. She was 
uot expocting to sco him this time, for she startcd a little 
when ho presented himself. He came with the same plea- 
gant expression that he had worn last night. 

“ Will you excuso me for remarking, that your winter has 
done you good f” he said. 

“Yes. I know it has,” Eleanor answered. 

“ With your old frankness, you acknowledge it?” 

“ Willingly.” 

Her accent was so simplo and swect, the attraction was 
irresistible. He sat down by her. 

“T hopo you are as willing as I am to acknowledge that 
all our last winter's work was not good. We exchanged 
Ictters.” 

“ Hardly, Mr. Carlisle,” 

“ Will you allow me to say, that I am ashamed of my part 
in that transaction? Eleanor, I want you to forget it, and 
to receive me as if it had not happened.” 

Eleanor was in a mixture of astonishment and doubt, as 
to how far his words might be taken. In the doubt, she 
hesitated one instant. Another person, a lady, drew near, 
and Mr. Carlisle yiclded to her the place he had been occu- 
pying. The opportunity for an answer was gone. And 
though he was often near her during the evening, he did not 
recur again to the subject, and Eleanor could not. But the 
little bit of dialogue left her something to think of. 

She had occasion often to think of it. Mr. Carlisle was 
everywhere, of course, in Brighton; at least he was in 
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Eleanor’s everywhere; she saw him a great deal, and was a 
little struck and puzzled by his manner. Tio was very often 
in her immediate company; often attending upon her; it 
constantly happened, she could not tell how, that his arm 
was the one to which she was consigned, in walks and 
evening escorts. In a measure, he assuincd his old place 
beside her; his attentions were constant, gracefully and 
freely paid; they just lacked the expression which would 
have obliged and enabled her to throw them off. It was 
rather the manner of a brother than of a lover; but it was 
fumiliar and confidential beyond what those assume that aro 
not brothers. Whatever it meant, it dissatisficd Hleanor. 
The world, perhaps the gentleman himself, might justly 
think if she permitted this state of things, that shoe allowed 
the conclusions naturally to be drawn from it. She detcr- 
mined to withdraw herself. It was curiously and inex- 
plicably difficult. Too easily, too gracefully, too much as 
a matter of course, things fell into train, for Eleanor 
often to do anything to alter the train. But she was deter- 
minced. 

“Eleanor, do you know everybody is waiting?” Mrs. 
Powle excluimed one morning, bursting into Eleanor’s room. 
“There's the whole riding-party—and you are not ready !” 

“No, mamma, [am not going.” 

“Not going! Just put on your riding-habit as quick as 
you can—Julia, get her hat!—you said you would go, and 
I have no notion of disappointing people like that. Get 
yoursclf ready immcdiately—do you hear me P” 

“* But, mamma—" 

“Put on your habit—thon talk if you like. It’s afl 
nonsense. What are you doing—studyingP Nonsense! 
There's time enough for studying when you are at home, 
Now be quick.” 

“But, mamma——”" 

“Well? Put your hair lower, Eleanor; that will not do.” 

“Mamma, isn’t Mr. Carlisle there P” 

“Mr. Carlisle? Whutif heisP? Ilope hois. You look 
well in that hat, Eleanor.” 


$44 THE GLD NELMET, 


“Mommo, if Mr, Carlisle is there——” 

“Hold your tongue, Eleanor—take your whip and go. 
They aro all waiting. You may talk to me when you come 
back, but now you must go. I should think Mr. Carlisle 
would like to bo of the party, for there isn’t such another 
figure on the ride. Now kiss me and go. You are a good 

irl.” 

Mee Powle suid it with some feeling. She had never 
found Eleanor so obediently tractable as since hor return; 
she had never got from her such ready and willing co- 
operation, even in matters that her mother knew were not 
aftor Eleanor’s heart, as now when her heart was less in 
them than ever. And at this moment she was gratified by 
the quict grave obedicnco rendered her, in doing what she 
saw plainly enough Eleanor didnotlike todo. She followed 
her daughter down stairs with a prond heart. 

It happened again, as it was always happening, that 
Mr. Carlisle was Eleanor’s special attendant.  Wlcanor 
meditated possible ways of hindering this in future; but for 
the present there was no reinedy. Mr. Carlisle put her 
on her horse; it was not till she was taking the reins in 
her left hand that something struck her with a sense of 
familiarity. 

“What horse is thisP” she asked. 

“No other than your old friend and servant—I hope you 
have not forgotten her. Sho has not forgotten you.” 

Eleanor perceived that. As surely as it was Black Muggie, 
Maggie knew her; and displeased though Eleanor was with 
the master, she could not forbear a little caress of recog- 
nition to the beautiful creaturo he had once given her, 
Maggie was faultless; she and Eleanor were accustomed to 
each other; it was an undeniable pleasure to be so mounted 
again, as Eleanor could not but acknowledge to herself 
during the first few dainty dancing steps that Maggie made 
with her wonted burden. Nevertheless, it was a groat deal 
too much like old times that were destroyed; and glancing 
at Mr. Carlisle, Eleanor saw that he was on Tippoo, and 
furthermore that there was asparkle in his eye which meant 
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hope, or triumph. Somcthing put Eleanor on her mettle; 
she rode well that day. She rode with a carcless grace and 
case that even drew a compliment from Mr. Carlisle; but 
beyond that, his companion at first gave him little satis. 
faction. She was grave and cold to all his conversational 
efforts. Towever, there she was on his black mare; and 
Mr. Carlisle probably found on antidote to whatever dis- 
couragement she threw in his way. Chance threw some- 
thing elso in his way. 

They had turned into one of the less frequented streets of 
the town, in their way to get out of it, when Hleanor’s cyo 
was scized by a figuro on the sidewalk. It startled her 
inexpressibly; and before slte could be sure her cyes did not 
deceive her the figure had almost passed, or they had almost 
passed the person. But in passing ho had raiscd his hat; 
she knew then he had recognized her, as she had known 
him; and he had recognized her in such company. And he 
was in Brighton! Without a moment for thought or delay, 
Elcanor whecled her horse’s head sharply round, and in onc 
or two smart stcps brought herself alongside of Mr. Rhys. 
He stopped, came up to her stirrup and shook hands. He 
looked grave, Eleanor thought. She hastened to speak. 

“T could not pass you, Mr. Rhys. I had to leave Plassy 
without bidding you good-bye.” 

“Tam glad to meet you now,” he said, “ before I go.” 

“Do you leave Brighton very soon ?” 

“To-morrow. I go up to London, and in a few days I 
expect to sail from there.” 

“ Wor-——P” 

“Yes; for my post in the Southern Occan. I havo on 
unexpected opportunity.” 

Eleanor was silent. She could not find anything to say. 
She knew also that Mr. Carlisle had wheeled his horse after 
her, and that Tippoo was taking stcps somewhere in her 
close neighbourhood. But she sat motionless, uxable to 
move as well as to speak. 

“I must not detain you,” said Mr. Rhys. “Do you find 
it as casy to live well at Brighton as at Plassy ?” 
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Eleanor answered a low and gravo “no,” bending down 
over her saddlebow. 

Keep that which is committed to thy charge,” he said 
gently. “Farewell, and the Lord bless you!” 

Heanor bad bared her gauntlcted hand; ho gave it the old 
earnest grasp, lifted his hat, and went on his way. Eleanor 
turned her horse’s head again and found herself alongside of 
Mr. Carlislo. She rode on briskly, pointing out to him how 
far nhead were theo rest of the party. 

“Was not your frict Asomebody that I know P” he enquired 
as soon as there was a convenient pause. 

“Tam suro I do not know,” gaid Elcanor. “I do not 
know how good your memory may be. Hoe is the gentle- 
man that was my brother's tutor at home—some timo 
ago.” 

“T thought Iremembered. Is he tutoring some one clso 
now P” 

“T should think not. Ho just tells me he is about to 
gail for the South Seas. Mr. Carlisle, Maggie has a very 
nice mouth.” 

“Tcer mistress has a very nice hand,” ho answered, bend- 
ing forward to Maggic's bridle so that he could leok up in 
Eleanor's face. “Only you Ict her rein be too slack, as of 
old. Yon like her better than Tippoo ?” 

*'Tippoo is beyond my management.” 

“IT um not going to lot you say that. You shall mount 
Tippoo next time, and become acquainted with your own 
powers. You are not afraid of anything P” 

* Yes, IT am.” 

“You did not use to be.” 

“ Well, I have not grown cowardly,” said Eleanor, “ but I 
am afraid of mounting Tippoo; and what Iam afraid of, 
Mr. Carlisle, I will not do.” 

“Just the reverse maxim from that which I should have 
expected from you. Do you say your friend there is going 
to the South Seas P ” 

“Mr. Rhys” said Eleanor, turning her fece full upon 
bim. 
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“Tf that is his name—yes. Why does he not stick to 
tutoring P” 

“Docs anybody stick to tutoring that can help it P” 

‘I should think not; but then as a tutor ho would be in 
the way of better things; he could mount to something 
higher.” 

‘TI believe he has some expectation of that sort in going 
to the Pacific,” said Eleanor. She spoke 36 with a most 
commonplace coolness. 

“‘ Seems a very roundabout road to promction,” said Mr, 
Carlisle, watching Eleanor’s hand, and stealthily her face; 
“but I suppose ho knows best. sOuE friend is uot a Churche 
man, is he P” 

66 No. a” 

“I remember him as a popular orator of great powers. 
What is he leaving England for P” 

‘“You assume somewhat too much knowledgo on my part 
of people’s designs,” said Eleanor, carelessly. “I must 
suppose that he likes work on the other side of the world 
better than to work hore—for some reason or other.” 

“‘ How the rcason should be promotion, puzzles mo,” said 
her companion ; “ but that may be owing to prejudice on my 
part. Ido not know how to conceive of promotion out of 
the regular line—in England and in the Church. To be sent 
to India to take a bishopric seems to mo a descent in the 
ecale. Have you this feeling ?” 

“ About bishoprics ?” said Eleanor, smiling. “They aro 
not in my line, you know.” 

“Don’t be wicked! Have you this feeling about Erg. 
land P” 

“If a bishopric in India were offered meP” 

“Well, yes! Would you accept it?” 

“TI really never had occasion to consider the subject 
before. It is such a very new thought, you see. But I will 
tell you, I should think the humblest curacy in England to 
be chosen rather—unless for the sake of a wider sphere of 
doing good.” 

“Do you know,” said Mr. Carlisle, looking very con- 
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tented, and coming up closer, “your bridle hand has im- 
proved? It is very ncarly faultless. What have you been 
riding this winter P” 

“A wiry little pony.” 

“Tionour, Eleanor!’ said Mr. Carlisle, laughing, and 
bringing his hand again near enough to throw over a lock 
of Maggie’s mane, which had fallen on the wrong side. “I 
am really curious.” 

“Well, I tcll you the truth. But, Mr. Carlisle, I wonder 
you people in parliament do not stir yourselves up to right 
some wrongs. People ought to live, if they are curates; and 
there was one where I was last winter—an excellent one— 
living, or starving, I don’t know which you would call it, on 
thirty pounds a year.” 

Mr. Carlisle entered into the subject; and questions, 
moral, Icgislative, and ecclesiastical, were discussed by him 
and Eleanor with great earnestness and diligence; by him 
at least with singular delight. Eleanor kept up the conyer- 
sation with unflagging interest; it was broken by a proposal 
on Mr. Carlisle’s part for a gallop, to which she willingly 
agreed; held her part in the ensuing scamper with perfect 
grace and steadiness, and as soon as it was over, plunged 
Mr. Carlisle deep again into reform. 

“‘ Nobody has had such honour as I to-day,” ho assured 
her, as he took her down from her horse. “I shall see you 
to-x.ight, of course?” 

“Of course, I suppose,” said Eleanor. 

It caunot be said that Eleanor made any effort to change 
the “of course,” though the rest of the day as usual was 
swallowed up in a round of engagements. There was no 
breathing time, azd the evening occasion was a public one. 
Mrs. Powle was in a great state of satisfaction with her 
daughter to-day; Eleanor had shunned no company nor 
exertion, had carricd an unusual spirit into ail; and aminute 
with Mr, Carlisle after the ride had showed him in a sovt of 
exultant mood. She looked over Ileanor’s dress critically 
when they were about leaving home for the evening’s enter- 
tainment. It was very simple indccd; yet Mrs, Powle in 
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the depth of her heart could not find that anything was 
wanting to the effect. 

Nor could a yet more captious critic, Mr. Carlisle, who 
was on the ground before them, and watched and observed 
a little while from a distznce. Admiration and passion were 
roused within him, as he watched anow what he had already 
secn in Hleanor’s manner since she came to Bri¢hton— that 
graco of absolute ease and unconsciousness, which only the 
very highest breeding can successfully imitate. No Lady 
Rythdale, he was obliged to confess, that ever lived, had 
better advanced the honours of her houso, than would this 
one—could she be persuaded to accept the position. This 
manner did not use to bo Elcanor’s; how had she got it on 
the borders of Wales? Neither was the swectness of that 
smile to be scen on her lip in the times gone by; and a little 
gravity was wanting then, which gave a charm of dignity 
to the exquisite poise which whether of character or manner 
was so at home with her now. Was she too graveP Tho 
question rose; but he answered it with a negative. Her 
smile came readily, and it was tho swcetcr for not being 
always seen. His meditations were interrupted by a whisper 
at his elbow. 

“ Sho will not dance!” 

“Who will uot?” said he, finding himself face to face with 
Mrs. Powle. 

“Tleanor. She will not. I am afraid it is one of her 
now notions.” 

Mr. Carlisle smiled a peculiar smile. “Hardly a fault, I 
think, Mrs. Powle. I am not inclined to quarrel with it.” 

“You do not see any faults at all, I believe,” said the 
lady. “ Now 1 am more discerning.” 

Mr. Carlisle did not speak his thoughts, which were come 
plimentary only in one direction, to say truth. He went of 
to Eleanor, and prevented any more propositions of dancing 
for the rest of the evening. He could not monopolize her, 
though. He was obliged to seo her attention divided in 
part among other people, and to tako a share, which, though 
perfectly free and sufficiently gracious, gave him no advan- 
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tago in that respect over several others. The only advan- 
tage he could make sure of was that of attending Eleanor 
home. The evening loft him an excited man, not happy in 
his mind. 

Eleancr, having quiitcd her escort, went slowly up the 
stairs; bade her mother good night; went into her own 
room, and locked the door. Then methodically she took off 
the several parts of her evening attire and laid them away; 
put on a dressing-gown, threw her window open, and knelt 
down by it. 

Tho stars kept watch over the night. A pleasant fresh 
breeze blew in from the sca. They were Elcanor’s only com- 
panions, and they never missed her from tho window the 
whole night long. I am bound to say, that the morning 
found her there. 

But nights so spent make a heavy draft on the following 
day. In spite of all that cold water could do in the way of 
refreshment, in spite of all that the morning cup of tca 
could do, Eleanor was obliged to confess to a headache. 

“Why, Eleanor, child, you look dreadfully!” said Mrs. 
Powle, who came into her room and found her lying down. 
“You are as white!—and black rings under your eyes. 
You will never be able to go with the riding party this 
morning.” 

“Tam afraid not, mamma. Iam sorry. I would go if I 
could: but I believe I must lie still. Then I shall be fit for 
this evening, perhaps.” | 

She was not; but that one day of solitude and silence w: 3 
all that Eleanor took for herself. The next day she joined 
the riders again; and from that time held herself back from 
no engagement to which her mother or Mr. Carlisle urged 
her. 

Mr. Carlisle felt it with a little of his old feeling of pride. 
It was the only thing in which Eleanor could be suid to give 
the feeling much chance; for while she did not reject his 
attendance, which she could net easily do, nor do at 
all without first vanquishing her mother; and while she 
allowed a certain remnins of the old wonted familiarity, she 
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at the same time never gave Mr. Carlisle any reason to 
think that he had regained the least power over her. She 
received him well, but as she received a hundred others. 
He was her continual attendant, but he never felt that it 
was by Eleanor’s choice; and he knew sometimes that it 
was by her choice that he was thrown out of his office. She 
bewildered him with her swect dignity, which was more 
utterly unmanageable than any form of pride or passion, 
The pride and passion were left to be Mr. Carlisle’s own. 
Pride was roused, that he was stopped by so gentle a barrier 
in his advances; and passion was stimulated, by uncertainty 
not mercly, but by the calm grace and indcfinable sweetness 
which he did not remember in Eleanor, well as he had loved 
her before. He loved her bettcr now. That charm of man- 
ner was the very thing to captivate Mr. Carlisle; ho valued 
it highly; and did not appreciate it tho less because it 
baffled him. 

“ Ho’s ten times worse than ever,” Mrs. Powle said cxult- 
ingly to her husband. “I believe he’d go through fire and 
water to make sure of her.” 

“ And how’s she?” growled the Squire. 

**She’s playing with him, girl-fashion,” said Mrs. Powle, 
chuckling. “She is using her power.” 

“ What is she using it for?” said the Squire, threateningly. 

**Q, to enjoy herself, and make him value her properly. 
She will come round by and by.” 

How was Elcanor? The world had opportunities of 
judging most of the time, as far as the outside went; yct 
there were still a few times of the day which the world did 
not intrude upon; and of those there-was an hour before 
breakfast, when Eleanor was pretty secure against inter- 
ruption, even from her mother. Mrs. Powle was a late 
riser. Julia, who was very much cast away at Brighton, 
and went wandering about like a rudderless vesscl, found 
out that Eleanor was dressed and using the sunshine long 
before anybody else in the house knew the day was begun. 
1i was a golden discovery. Eleanor was alone, and Julia 
could have her to herself a little while at least. Even if 
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Eleanor was bent on reading or writing, still it was a joy to 
be near her, to watch her, to smooth her soft hair, and now 
and then break her off from other occupations to have a talk. 

‘“‘ Eleanor,” said Julia one day, a little while after these 
oases in time had bcen discovered by her, “ what has become 
of Mr. Rhys P—do you know P” 

“Ho has gone,” said Eleanor. She was sitting by her 
open window, a book open on her lap. She looked out of 
the window as she spoke. 

“Gone? Do you mcan he has gone away from England? 
You don’t mean that P” 

«6 Yes,” 

‘lo that dreadful place P” 

“What dreadful place P” 

“Whire he was going you know,—somewhere. Are you 
sure he has gone, Eleanor P” 

“Ycs, I saw it in the paper—tho mention of his going— 
he and two others.” 

* And has he gone to that horrible place P” 

* Yes, I suppose so. That is where he wished to go.” 

**T don’t sce how he could!” said Julia. “ How could he, 
where the people are so bad!—and leave England P” 

“Why, Julia, have you forgottenP Don’t you know whose 
servant Mr. Rhys isP” 

“Yes,” said Julia, mutteringly, “but I should think he 
would be afraid. Why, the people there are as wicked as 
they can be.” 

“ That is no reason why he should be afraid. What harm 
could they do to him P” 

«Why !—thoy could kill him, easily,” said I ulia. 

“And would that be great harm to Mr. RhysP” said 
Eleanor, looking round at her. ‘“ What if they did, and he 
were called quick home to tho court of his King,—do you 
think his reception there would be a sorrowful thing P” 

“Why, Nell,” said Julia, “do you mean heaven P” 

“Do you not think that is Mr. Rhys’s home P” 

“T haven't thought much about it at all,” said Julia, lay- 
ing her hcad down on Eleanor’s shoulder. “You sce, no 
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body talked to me over since he went away; and mamma 
talks everything else.” 

“Como here in the mornings, and we'll talk about it,” 
said Eleanor. Her voice was a little husky. 

“Shall we P” said Julia, rousing up again. “ But, Eleanor, 
what are your eyes full for? Did you love Mr. Rhys too?” 

It was an innocent question; but instead of answering, 
Eleanor turned again to the window. She sat with hor 
hand pressed upon her meuth, while the full eyes brimmed 
and ran over, and filled again; and drop after drop plashed 
upon the window-sill. It was impossible to help it, for that 
minuto; and Julia looked on wonderingly. 

“O Nell,” she repeated, almost awe-struck, “what is it? 
What has made you sorry too?” But she had to wait a 
little while for her answer. 

“‘ He was a good friend to me,” said Eleanor at last, wiping 
her eyes; “and I suppose it is not very absurd to cry for a 
friend that is gone, that one will never see again.” 

“‘ Maybe he will come back some time,” said Julia, sorrow- 
fully. 

“ Not while there is work there for him to do,” said Hleanor. 
She waited a little while. There was some difficulty in going 
on. When she did speak, her tone was clear and firm. 

*‘ Julia, shall we follow the Lord as Mr. Rhys does P” 

“ How P” 

“‘ By doing whatever Jesus gives us to do.” 

“What has he given us to do?” said Julia, 

“If you come to my room in the mornings, we will read 
and find out. And we will pray, and ask to be taught.” 

Julia’s countenance lightened and clouded with alternate 
changes. 

“Will you, Eleanor? But what have we got to do?” 

* Love Jesus.” 

“Well, I—O, I did use to, Eleanor! and I think I do now; 
, only I have forgotten to think about anything, this ever so 
long.” | . 

“ Then if we love him, we shall find plenty of things to do 
for him.” 

; AA 
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“What, Eleanor? I would like to do something.” 

“ Just whatever he gives us, Julia. Come, darling,—have 
you not duties P” 

“ Dutics P”* 

“ Have you not things that it is your duty to doP—or not 
to doP” 

“Studics!” said Julia, “But I don’t like them.” 

“For Jesus’ sake P” | 

Julia burst into tears. Eleanor’s tone was so loving and 
gentle, it reached the memories that had been slumbcring. 

“ How can I do thom for him, Eleanor?” she asked, half 
perverscly still. 

“© Whatsoever ye do, do all in the name of the Lord Jesus,” 
So he has told us.” 

“But my studies, Eleanor—how can 1?” 

© Who gave you the opportunity, Julia P” 

“Well—I know.” 

“Well, if God has given you the opportunity, do you think 
he means it for nothing? He bas work for you to do, Julia, 
some time, for which you will want all these things that you 
have a chance of learning now; if you miss the chance, you 
will certainly not be ready for the work.” 

* Why, Eleanor !—that’s funny.” | 

“What is it?” 

“Why, I never thought of such a thing.” 

“What did you think ?” 

“JT thought I had French and German to study, for i ine 
stance, because everybody else learned French and German. 
I did not think there was any Use in it.” z 

“You forgot who had given you them to learn.” 

“No; mamma would have it. Just her notion. Papa 
didn’t care.” 

“ But, dear Julia, you forget who has made it your duty 
to please mamma's notions, And you forget who it is that 
has given you your place in the world. You might have 
bean born in poverty, with quite other lessons to learn, and 
quite other work in the world.” 

“You talk just as queer as if you were Mr. Rhys himself,” 
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said Julia. “I never heard of such things. Do you suppose 
all the girls who are learning French and German at school 
—all the girls in England—have the same sort of work to 
do, that they will want it for?” 

“No, not all the same. But God never gives the propara- 
tion without the occasion.” 

“Then suppose they do not make the preparation P” 

“Then when the occasion comes, they will not be ready 
for it. When their work is given them to do, they will be 
found wanting.” 

“It’s so queer!” said Julia. 

‘6 What P” 

“To think such things about lessons.” 

“You may think such things about everything. What- 
ever God gives you, he gives you to use in some way for 
him.” 

“ But how can I possibly know how, Eleanor ?” 

“Come to me in the mornings, and you and I will try to 
find out.” 

“ Did you say, I must Please all mamma's notions P” 

* Certainly—all you can.” 

“ But I like papa’s notions a great deal bettcr than mam- 
ma’s. 99 

“You must try to meet both,” said Eleanor, smiling, | 

‘I do not like a great many of mamma’s notions. I don’t 
think there is any sense in them.” 

‘But God likes obedience, Julia. He has bid you honour 
mamma and papa. Do it for him.” 

‘Do you mean to please all mamma’s notions P” said ee ulia, 

sharply. 

“ All that I can, certainly.” 

“Well, it is one of her notions that Mr. Carlisle should 
get you to the Priory after all. Are you going to let her? 
Are you going to let him, I mean?” 

66 No. 99 

“Then if it is your duty to please mamma’s notions, why 
mustn’t you please this one?” 

“ Because here I have my duty to others to think of.” 
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“To whom P” said Julia, as quick as lightning. 

“To myself—and to Mr. Carlisle.” 

“Mr. Carlisle!” said Julia. “I'll he bound he thinks your 
duty to him would make you do whatever he likes.” 

“Tt happens that I take a different view of the subject.” 

“ But, Eleanor, what work do you suppose I have to do in 
the world, that I shall want French and German for P—real 
work, I mean?” 

“T can’t tell. But I know now you have a beautiful ex- 
ample to set.” : 

“Of what? learning my lessons well P” 

“Of whatever is lovely and of good report. Of whatever 
will please Jesus.” 

Julia put her arms round her sister’s neck, and hid her 
fuce there. 

“I am going to give you a word to remember to-day; 
keep it with you, dear. ‘ Whatsoever ye do, do all in the 
name of the Lord Jesus.’ Just think of that, whether you 
are busy or not busy. And we will ask the Lord to make 
us 80 full of his love, that we cannot help it.” 

They knelt and prayed together; after which Julia gave 
her sister a great many earnest caresses; and they went 
down to hrenkfast a much-comforted pair. 


CHAPTER XXIII. 


“T,ondon makes mirth! but I know God hears 
The sobs i’ the dark, and the dropping of tears.” 


THe morning meetings were kept up. Julia had always 
been very fond of her sister; now she almost worshipped 
her. She would get as close as possible, put her arm round 
Eleanor’s waist, and sometimes lay her head on her shoul- 
dcr; and so listen to the reading and join in the talking. 
The talks were always finished with prayer; and at first it 
not seldom happened that Eleanor’s prayer became choked 
with tears. . It happened so often that Julia remarked upon 
it; and after that it never happened again. 

“ Eleanor, can you sec much use in my learning to dance?” 
was a question which Julia propounded one morning. 

‘Not much.” 

“ Mamma gays I shall go to dancing school next winter.’ 

“Next winter! What, at Brompton P” 

“OQ, we are going to London after we go from here. So 
mamma says. Why, didn’t you know it?” 

Eleanor remained silent. 

* “Now what good is that going to do?” Julia went on. 
“What work is that to fit me for, Hleanor ?—dancing par- 
ties P”’ 

‘“‘T hope it will not fit you for those,” the elder sister 
replied pravely. 

“Why not? don’t you go to them P” 

‘I am obliged to go sometimcs—I never take part.” 

“Why not, Eleanor? Why don’t youP You can dance.” 

“Tead,” said Fleanor, pointing to the words. Julia read 
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“<‘Whatsoever ye do, do all in the name of the Lord 
Jesus; giving thanks to God and the Father by him.’ 
Well, Eleanor P” 

“T cannot find anything I can do in the Lord’s service at 
such places, except to stand by and say by my manner that 
I do not enjoy them nor approve of them.” 

“That won’t hinder other people enjoying them, though.” 

“‘T do not think people enjoy them much. You and I 
have a hundred times as much fun in one good scamper 
over the moor. Dear old moor! I wish we were back again, 
But other people’s doing is not my business,” 

“Then what makes you go, Eleanor P” 

“Mamma would be so exceedingly vexed if I did not. I 
mean to get out of it soon—as soon as I can,” 

Do you think you will, in London?” 

Eleanor was silent and thoughtful. 

“Well, I know one thing,” said Julia—“T am not going 
to dancing school. Mamma says it will make me graceful; 
and I think I am as graceful as other people now—as most 
other people—I don’t think I am as graceful as you are. 
Don’t you think so, Eleanor ?” 

Eleanor smiled, soberly enough. 

 Bleanor, must I go to dancing school P” 

“Why do you wish not to go?” 

“ Becauso you think it is wrong.” 

“Darling, you cannot displease mamma for such 8 reason, 
You must always honour every wish of hers, except you 
thouglat that honouring her would be to dishonour or dige 
please the Lord.” 

‘The words were spoken and listened to with intense feel- 
ing and earnestness on both sides; and the tears came back 
in Eleanor’s prayer that morning. 

With the world at large, things maintained a very unal- 
tered position during the rest of the stay at Brighton. Mr. 
Carlisle kept his position, advancing a little where it seemed 
possible, Elcanor kept hers, neither advancing nor re- 
treating. She was very good to Mr. Carlisle; she did not 
throw him off; she gave him nc occasion to complain of an 
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unready talker or an unwilling companion, A little parti- 
cular kindness indced she had for him, left from the old 
times. Julia would have been much mystified by the bright- 
ness and life and spirit Eleanor showed in company, and in 
his company especially ; which her little sister did not see 
in their private intercourse alone. Nevertheless, Mr. Car- 
lisle’s passion was rather stimulated by difficulty than fed 
by hope; though hope lived high sometimes, All that 
Eleanor gave him she gave him readily, and as readily gave 
to others; she gave coolly too, as coolly as she gave to 
others. Mr. Carlisle took in many things the place of an 
accepted suitor; but never in Eleanor’s manner, he knew, 
It chafed him, it piqued him; it made him far more than 
ever bent on obtaining her hand; her heart he could manage 
then. Just now it was beyond his management; and when 
Mrs. Powle smiled congratulation, Mr. Carlisle bit his lip. 
However, he had strong aids; he did not despair. Ho hoped 
something from London. 

So they all went to London. Eleanor con! gain no satise 
factory explanation why. Only her mother asserted that 
her tather’s health must have the advice of London physi« 
cians. The Squire himself was not much more explicit. 
That his health was not good, however, was true; the Squire 
was very unlike his hearty, boisterous, independent self. 
He moped, and he suffered too. Eleanor could not help 
thinking he would have suffered less, as he certainly would 
have moped less, at home; and an unintelligible grunt and 
grumble now and then seemcd to confirm her view of the 
case; but there they were, fixed in London, and Eleanor 
was called upon to enter into all sorts of London gaieties, 
of which always Mr. Carlisle made part and parcel. 

Eleanor made a stand, and declincd to go to places where 
she could not enjoy nor sympathize with what was done. 
She could not think i¢ duty to go to the opera, or the 
theatre, or to great routs, even to please her mother. 
Mrs. Powle made a stand too, and insisted, and was very 
supry; but Eleanor stood firm, and the end was, she gained 
ber point. Mr. Carlisle was disappcinted, but counselled 
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acquiescence; and Mrs. Powle with no very good grace 
acquiesced; for though a woman, she did not like to be 
foiled. Eleanor gained one point only, she was not obliged 
to go where she could not go with a good conscience, She 
did not thereby get her time to herself. London has many 
ways of spending time; nice ways too; and in one and 
another of these Eleanor found hers all gone. Day by day 
it was so. Nothing was left but those hours before break- 
fast. And what was worse, Mr. Carlisle was at her elbow 
{n every place; and Eleanor became conscious that she was 
in spite of herself appearing before the world as his par- 
ticular property, and that the conclusion was endorsed by 
her mother, She walked as straight as she could, but the 
days grew to be heavy days. 

She devoted herself to her father as much as possible, and 
in that found a refuge. The Squire was discontented and 
unwoll; a good deal depressed in spirits as a consoquence; 
he delighted to have Eleanor come and sit with him and 
yead to him after dinner. She escaped many an engage- 
ment by that means. In vain Mrs. Powle came in with her 
appeal, about Eleanor’s good requiring him to do without 
her; the Squire listened, struggled, and sclfishness got the 
better. 

“St. George and the Dragon!” he exclaimed, “she shall 
do as she likes, and as I like, for one hour in the twenty-four. 
You may haul her about the rest of the timo, but from dinner 
for a while or so you may spare her. I choose she shall be 
with me.” 

The “while” was often three hours. Eleanor enjoyed 
repose then, and enjoyed ministering to her. father, who 
speedily became exceedingly wedded to her services, and 
learned to delight in her presence after a new manner. He 
would have her read to him; she might read everything she 
pleased except what had a religious bearing. That he dis- 
posed of at once, and bade her seek another book. He loved 
to have her brush his hair, when his head ached, by the half- 
hour together; at other times he engaged her in a game of 
chess and a talk about Plassy. Thepoor Squire was getting 
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® good deal tamed down, to take satisfaction in such quiet 
pleasures; but the truth was, that ho found himself unable 
for what he liked better. Strength and health were both 
failing; he was often suffering; drives in the park wearied 
him almost as much as sitting alone in his room; he swore 
at them for the stupidest entertainment man ever pleased 
himself with. What he did with the lonely hours he spent 
entirely by himself, nobody knew; Elcanor knew that he 
was rejoiced every time to sce her come in. His eyo 
brightened when she opened the door, and he scttled him- 
self in his easy chair to have a good time; and then even 
the long columns of the newspaper, read from one cnd to 
the other, up and down, were pleasant to Eleanor too. It 
was soothing repose, in contrast with the whirl of all tho 
rest of her life; until the time came when Mr. Curlisle 
began to join the party. How he did it Eleanor hardly 
knew; but he did it. He actually contrived to make one 
at those evening entertainments, which admitted but two 
others; and with his usual adroitnoss and skill he made 
his presence so acceptable, that Eleanor felt that it would be 
in vain to attempt to hinder him. And so her rest was 
gone, and her opportunity; for she had cherished fond 
hopes of winning not only her own way into her fathor'’s 
heart, but with that, in time, a hearing for truths the Squire 
had always pushed out of his path. 

Mr. Carlisle was very pleasant, there was no question. 
He did not at all usurp her office, nor interfere with it. 
But when he saw her getting weary of a parliamentary 
discussion, or a long discourse on politics or parties, his 
hand would gently draw away the paper from hers, and his 
voice carry on the reading. And his voice was agrocable to 
her father; Eleanor saw it; the Squire would turn his head 
a little towards the new reader, and an expression of any- 
thing but dissatisfaction steal over his features. Eleanor 
sat by, half mortified, half feeling real good will towards 
Mr. Carlisle for his grace and kindness. Or if a game of 
chess were on foot, Mr. Carlisle would sit by—he generally 
deci:ied playing himself—and make the play very lively 
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with his talk; teaching Eleanor, whose part he invariably 
took, and keeping a very gencral’s watch over her as if she 
hod been a subordinate officer. Mr. Powle liked that too; 
it made his fighting better fun; he chuckled a good deal 
over Mr. Carlisle’s play by proxy. LElcanor could not help 
it, nor withdraw herself. She knew what brought Mr. Car- 
lisle there, and she could not avoid him, nor the very 
easy familiar terms on which they all sat round the chess 
tuble. She was admirably quiet and cool; but then it is 
true she felt no unkindness towards Mr. Carlisle, and some- 
times she feared she showed kindness too frankly. It was 
very difficult to help that too. Nevertheless it was plain 
the gentleman did not dare trust anything to his present 
power over her, for ho never tried it. He evidently relied 
on somewhat clse in his advances. And Eleanor felt that 
tho odds were rather hard against her. Father and mother, 
and such a suitor! 

She was cut off from her evening refreshment; and he 
next step was, that her morning pleasure with Julia Was 
also donied her. Mrs. Powle had been in a state of gratula- 
tion with reference to Julia’s improvement; Julia had 
become latterly so docile, so decorous, and so diligent. One 
unlucky day it came to Mrs. Powle’s knowledge that Julia 
objected to going to dancing school; objected to spending 
moncy on the accomplishment, and time on the acquisition ; 
and furthermore, when pressed, avowed that she did not 
believe in the use of it when attained. It seemed to Mrs. 
Powle little less than a judgment upon her, to have the 
second of her daughters holding such language; it was 
traced to Hleanor’s influence, of course; and further and dili- 
gent questioning brought out the fact of the sisters’ daily 
studics in company. They should happen no more, Mrs. 
Powle immediately decided. Julia was forbidden to go to 
her sister’s room for such purposes; and to make matters 
gure, she was provided with other and abundant occupation 
to keep her engaged at the dangerous hour. With Eleanor 
herself Mrs. Powle held na communication on the subject, 
having for certain reasons an unwillingness to come into 
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unnecessary collision with her; but Elcanor found her little 
gister’s society was no more to be had. Mrs. Powle would 
assuredly have sent Julia quite out of the house to get her 
away from mischievous influences, but that she could not 
prevail on her husband. No daughter of his, he declared, 
should be made a fool of in a boarding-school, while he had 
a foot above ground to prevent it. 

“Why, Mrs. Powle,” he said, “don’t you know yourself 
that Eleanor is the only sensible girl in London? That’s 
growing up at home, just as you didn’t want.” 

“Tf she only had not somo notions———” said Mrs. Powle 
dubiously. For betwoen her husband and Mr. Carlisle she 
was very much held in on Eleanor’s subject; both insisting 
that she should let her alone. It was difficult for Eleanor to 
be displeased with Mr. Carlisle in these times; his whole 
behaviour was so kind and gentlemanly. The only fault to 
be found with him was his pursuit of her. That was steady 
and incessant; yet at the same time so brotherly and well- 
bred in manner, that Eleanor sometimes feared she gave 
him unconsciously too much encouragement. Feeling really 
grateful to him, it was a little hard not to showit. For 
although Mr. Carlisle was the cause of her trouble, he was 
also a shield between her and its more active manifestations. 
Ho favoured her not dancing; that was like a jealous man, 
Mrs. Powle said. He smilcd at Eleanor’s charitics, and 
would have helped them if he could. Ho would not have her 
scolded on the score of religious duties; he preferred admi- 
nistering the antidote to them as quietly as possible. 

“ Elcanor!” said Mrs. Powle, putting her head out of the 
drawing-room door one Sunday evening as she heard some- 
body come in—“ Eleanor ! is that youP come hcre. Where 
have you been? Here is Mr. Carlisle waiting this hour to 
go with you to hear the Bishop of London preach.” 

Hleanor came into the room. She was dressed with ex- 
treme plainness, and looking so calm and sweet that it was 
no wonder Mr. Carlisle’s eyes rested on her as on a new 
object of admiration. Few.of his acquaintance looked so; 
and Eleanor did not use to, in times past, 
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“ Now here you are, child, almost too late. Make haste 
and get yourself ready. Where have you been P” 

“She cannot be more ready then she is,” remarked the 
other member of the party. 

“Tthink, mamma, I willnotgo to-night. I ama little tired.” 

“'That’s nonsense, Eleanor! When were you ever too 
unwell to go to church, this winter? Go and get ready, 
What Mr, Carlisle says is all very well, but he docs not see 
you with my eyes.’ 

“T shall not take her if she is tired,” said Mr. Carlisle 
gently. And Elcanor sat still. 

“Where have you been then, child, to tire yourself? You 
do try me, Eleanor. What can you have found to do?” 

“ All London, mamma,” said Eleanor, pleasantly. 

“ All London! I should like to know what that means. 
All wrong, I suppose, according to you. Well, what part of 
London have you been attacking to-day? J should think 
the best thing for London would be to hear its Bishop. 
What have you been about, Eleanor P” 

“ Only to school, mamma—Sunday school.” 

“ But you went there this morning P” 

“That was another.” 

Mrs. Powle looked appealingly to Mr. Carlisle, as saying, 
“ How long would you let this goon ?” Turned her dissatis- 
fied face again to Eleanor 

“ What school is this, mistress P and where P” 

“ Mamma, if I tell you whore it is, I am afraid you will be 
frightened. It isa Ragged school.” 

“A Ragged school! What does that mean, Eleanor } 
What is a Ragged school P” 

“A school to teach ragged children, mamma. Or rather; 
for ragged pcople—they are not most of them children; and 
perhaps I should not say they are ragged; for though some 
of them are, others of them are not. They are some of the 
wretchedost of the ragged class, at any rate.” 

“And Eleanor Powle can find nothing more suitable to 
do, than to go and tcach sucha set! Why, you ought to 
huve a policeman there to .ake care of you.” 
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* We have several.” 

* Policemen !”’ 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“And it is not safe without them!” 

**Tt is safe with them, mamma.” 

“Mr. Carlisle, what do you think of such doings?” said 
Mrs. Powle, appealing in despair. 

“They move my curiosity,” he said quietly. “I hope 
Eleanor will go on to gratify it.” 

“ And can you really find nothing better than that to do, 
of a Sunday?” her mother went on. 

“No, mamma, I do not think I can.” 

“What do they learn P” Mr. Carlisle enquired. 

“A little reading, some of them; but the main thing to 
teach them is the truths of the Bible. They never heard 
them before anywhere,—nor can hear them anywhere else.” 

“Do you think they will hear them there?” 

“T am sure they do.” 

¥ And remember P” 

The teary filled Eleanor’s eyes, as she answered, “I am 
sure some of them will.” 

“« And suppose you lose your life in this Ragged teaching?” 
said Mrs. Powle. “You might catch your death of some 
horrid disease, Eleanor. Do you think that is right?” 

“Mamma, there was One who did lay down his life for 
you and forme. I am not going to offer mine needlessly. 
But I do not think it is in any danger here. Many go 
besides me.” 

‘She is aconfirmed Methodist!” said Mrs. Powle, turning 
to Mr. Carlisle. He smiled. 

“Where does your school meet, Eleanor P” 

“TJ am afraid of terrifying mamma, if I tell you.” 

“We will take care of her in case she faints. Iam in no 
danger.” 

“Tt is the Field Lane school, Mr. Carliste.” 

“The Field Lane? ‘Won’t you enlighten me?” | 

“Carter's Field Lane; but it is only called Field Lane. 
Did you never hear of itP It was in a wretched place in 
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Saffron Hill at first—now it is removed toan excellent room 
in a botter street.” 

‘* Where P” 

“You know whcre Clerkenwell is f” 

‘This name gave no intelligence whatever to Mrs. Powle, 
but Mr. Carlisle looked enlightened. His face changed and 
grew dark with something very like horror and alarm. 

“Do you know that is one of the worst parts of London P” 
he said. 

“ Pretty bad,” said Eleanor, “and the school used to be. 
It is wonderfully improved now.” 

“There, you see, Eleanor, Mr. Carlisle thinks it is a very 
improper place for you to be; and I hope you will go there 
no more. I do not mean you shall.” 

Eleanor was silent, looking a little anxious, though not 
cast down. Mr. Carlisle marked her. 

“Tt is not sate for you, Eleanor,” he said. 

“Jt is perfectly safc,” she answered, with a smile that had 
a curious brightness in it. “I run no risk whatever.” 

“You are a bold creature,” said her mother, “and always 
were; but that is no reason why you should be allowed to 
go your own crazy ways. I will have no more of this, 
Eleanor.” 

“Mamma, I am perfectly safe. I have nothing at all to 
fear. J would not fail ot going tor anything in the world.” 
She spoke with an earnest und shadowed face now. She 
felt it. 

“Who goes with you? or do you go alone?” 

. “No, ma’am—Thomas is with me always.” 

“How came you to get into such a strange place P” 

“T heard of it—and there is sure to be more to do in such 
a work than there are hands for. I know one or two of tho 
gentlemen that teach there also.” 

“ Methodists, I suppose?” said Mrs. Powle, snecringly. 

“ One of them is, mamma; the other is a Churchman.” 

“And do you teach there P” 

_ “Yes, ma’am—a large class of boys.” Eleanor’s smile 
came again—and went. 
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‘*7’ll have no more of it, Eleanor. I will not. It is just 
absurdity and fanaticism, the whole thing. Why shouldn’t 
those boys go to the regular schools, instead of you giving 
your time and risking your life to teach them on Sumlays P 
You, indeed !” ; 

“You do nof know what sort of boys they are, mamma; 
or you would not ask that P” 

“T suppose they have learned some things too well al- 
ready ?”’ said Mr. Carlisle. 

“Well, I'll have no more of it!” said Mrs. Powle. “Iam 
disgusted with the whole thing. Ifthey are not good boys, 
the House of Correction is the best place for them. Mr. 
Carlisle, do you not say soP” 

Mr. Carlisle’s knowledge of the limits of Houses of Cor- 
rection and the number of boys in London who were not 
good boys, forbade him to give an affirmative answer; his 
character as a reformer also came up before him. More 
than all, Eleanor’s face, which was somewhat sad. 

“Mrs. Powle, I am going to petition you to suspend 
judgment, and reconsider the case of the Ragged schools. 
I confess to a selfish motive in my request—lI have a desire 
to go there myself, and see this lady with her scholars 
around her. The picturesque effect, I should say, must be 
striking.” 

Mrs. Powle looked at him as a very unwise and obstinate 
man, who was bewitched into false action. 

“If you have a fancy for such effects,” she said, “I sup- 
pose you must do as you please. To me the effect is striking, 
and not picturesque. Just look at her!” 

Mr. Carlisle did so, and the expression on his face was so 
unsatisfactory that Mrs. Powle gave up the matter; laughed, 
and went out of the room. 

“TI will be less striking,” said Eleanor, “ if you will excuse 
mo.” And she left the room to change her dress. But 
when she came back an hour after, Mr. Carlisle was still 
there. : 

“Bleanor,” said he, coming and standing before Ler, 
may, I go with you the next time you go to Field Lane?” 
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“No, I think not. You would not know what to do in 
such a place, Mr.-Carlisle.” 

“Do you think so?” 

“They are a set of people whom you do not like; people 
who you think ought to be fincd--and imprisoned—and 
transported; and all that sort of thing.” 

“ And what do you think ought to be done with them P” 

“T would try a different regimen.” 

* Pray what would it be?” 

*T would tell them of the love of One who dicd for them; 
and I would show-them that the servants of that One love 
them too.” 

She spoke quietly, but there was a light in her eye. 

- How, for heaven’s sake, Eleanor P” 

“Mr. Carlisle, I would never condemn a man or boy very 
severely for stealing, when I had left him no other way to 
live.” 

“So you would make the rest of the world responsible P” 

“Are they not? These fellows never heard a word of 
right or of truth—never had a word of kindness—never were 
brought under a good influence—until they found it in the 
Ragged school. What could you expect? May Iillustrate?” 

“ Pray do.” 

“There is a boy in a class neighbouring to mine in the 
room, whose teacher I know. The boy is thirteen or four- 
tcen years old now; he came to the school first some four or 
five years ago, when he was a little bit ofa fellow. Then he 
had already one brother transported for stealing, and another 
in prison for stealing—both only a little older than he. 
They had often no other way of getting food but stealing it. 
The father and mother were both of them drunkards, and 
swallowed up everything in liquor. This little fellow used 
to come to the morning school, which was held every day, 
without any breakfast; many atime. Barefooted, over the 
cold streets, and no breakfast to warm him. But after what 
he heard at the school, he promised he would never do as 
his brothers had done; and he hed some very hard times in 
keeping his promise. At last he came to his teacher and 
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asked him for o loan of threepence; if he had a loan of 
threepence, he thought he could make a living.” 

Mr. Carlisle half turned on his heel, but instantly resumed 
his look and attitude of fixed attention. ; 

“Mr. Morrison lent him threepence. And Jemmy has 
supported himself respectably ever since, and is now in 
honest employment as an errand boy.” 

“I hope you can tell me how he managed it? I do not 
understand doing business on such a capital.” 

“The threepence bought twelve boxes of matches. Those 
were sold for a halfpenny each—doubling his capital at once. 
So he carricd on that business for two years. All day he 
went to school. In the end of the day he went out with 
twelve boxes of matches, and hawked them about until they 
were disposed of. That gave him threepence for the next 
day’s trade, and threepence to live upon. He spent one 
penny for breakfast, he said; another for dinner, and another 
for supper. So he did for two years; now he does better.” 

“ He deserves it, if anybody in London dose. Is not this 
@ strange instance, Eleanor P—on honour?” 

“Tf you like—but not solitary.” 

“What has been done for the mass of these boys in these 
schools P what has been accomplished, I mean P” - 

“T have given you but one instance out of many, many 
individual instances.” 

“Then you can afford to be generous and give me another.” 

Perhaps he said this only because he wanted to have her 
go on talking; perhaps Eleanor divined that; however, she 
hesitated a moment, and went on. 

“Lord Cushley, with some other friends, has just proe 
vided for the emigration to Australia of near a nonce pro- 
mising cases of these boys.” 

“Was Eleanor Powle another of the friends?” 

“No; I had not that honour. These are reclaimed boys, 
mind; reclaimed from the very lowest and most miserable 
conditicn ; and they are going out with every prospect of 
respectability, and every promise of doing well. Do you 
want to know the antecedents of one among them ?” 

BB 
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“ By all means !” 

“ Notice them. First, slavery under two drunken people, 
one of them his mother,who sent him out to steal for them ; 
and refused him even the shelter of their wretched home if 
he came to it with empty hands. At such times, thrust out 
houscless and hungry, to wander whero he could, he led a 
life of such utter wretchedness, that at length ho determined 
to steal for himself, and to go home no more. Then came 
years of struggling vagrancy—during which, Mr. Carlisle, 
tho prison was his pleasantest home and only comfortable 
shelter; and whenever he was turned out of it he stood in 
London strects helpless and hopeless but to renew his old 
ways of thieving and starvation. Nobody had told him 
better; no ono had showed the child kindness; was he to 
blame P” 

“Somebody showed him kindness at last,” said Mr. Car- 
lisle, looking into the lustrous eyes which were so full of 
their subject. 

“Who, do you think P” 

“Impossible for me to guess—since you were not here.” 

“ One of the most noted thieves. in London went to one of 
the city missionaries and told him of the boy, and recom- 
mended him to his kindness.” 

_“Impelled by what earthly motive P” 

“The misery of the case.” 

“Why did he not teach him his own trade P” 

“The question the missionary put to him. The thief 
answered that he knew a thief’s life too well.” 

“T should like to see you before a committee of the House 
of Commons,” said Mr. Carlisle, taking two or three steps 
away and then returning. “Well?” 

*Well—the missionary put the child with some decent 
people, where he was washed’ and clothed. But it is im- 
possible for me to tell, as it was too bad to be told to me, 
the state to which squalor, starvation, and all that goes with 
it, had brought the child. He went to school; and two 
years after was well, healthy, flourishing, intelligent, one of 
the best and most useful lads at the establishment where 
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he was employed. Now Lord Cushley has sent him to 
Australia.” 

“Eleanor, I will never say anything against Ragged 
schools cyain.” 

“Then I have not spoken in vain,” said Eleanor, rising. 

He took her hand, held it, bowed his lips to it, held it 
still, too firmly for Eleanor to disengage it without violence. 

“ Will you grant me one little favour ?” 

“You take without asking, Mr. Carlisle!” 

He smiled and kissed her hand again, not releasing it, 
however.” . 

“Lct me go with you to Field Lano in future.” 

“What would you do there P” 

“Take care of you.” 

“As I do not necd it, you would bo exceedingly bored; 
finding yourself without either business or pleasurz.” 

“Do you think that what interests you will not interest 
me Pp” 

A change came over her face—a high grave light, as she 
answered,— Not till you love the Master Ido. Not till his 
service is your delight, as it is mine. Mr. Carlisle, if you 
will allow me, I will ring the bell for tea.” 

He rang the bell for her instantly, and then came to her 
side again, and waited till the servant was withdrawn, 

“Eleanor, seriously, I am not satisfied to have you go to 
that place alone.” 

“T donot. Iam always attended.” 

“By aservant. Have you never been frightened ?” 

“ Never.” 

* Do you not meet avery ugly sort of crowd sometimes 
on your way.” 

* Yes—sometimes.” 

« And never feel afraid ?” 

“No. Mr. Carlisle, would you like a cup of tea, if you 
could get it P” 

She had met his questions with a full clear look of her 
eyes, in which certainly there lay no lurking shadow. He 
read them, and drank his tea rather moodily. r 


$72 THE CLD HELMET. 


“So, Eleanor,” said Mrs. Powle, the next day, “you have - 
enlisted Mr. Carlisle on your side as usual, and he will have 
you go to your absurd school as you want to do. How did 
people get along before Ragged schools were invented, I 
should like to know P” 

“You would not like to know, mamma. It was in misery 
and ignorance and crime, such as you would be made sick 
to hear of.” 

“Well, they live in it yet, I suppose; or are they all 
reclaimed already p” 

“They live in it yet—many a one.” 

‘“‘ And it is among such people you go! Well, I wash my 
hands of it. Mr. Carlisle will not have you molested. He 
must have his own way.” 

“What has he to do with it, mamma?” Eleanor asked, a 
little indignantly. 

“A good deal, I should say. You are not such a fool as 
not to know what he is with you all the timo for, Eleanor.” 

A hot colour came up in Eleanor’s cheeks, 

“Tt is not by my wish, mamma.” 

“It is rather late to say so. Don’t you like him, 
Eleanor P” . 

“Yes, ma’am—very much—if only he would be content 
with that.” 

“ Answer me only one thing. Do you like any one else 
better? He is as jealous as a bear, and afraid you do.” 

“Mamma,” said Elcanor, a burning colour again rising to 
her brow,—“ you know yourself that I see no one that I 
favour more than I do Mr. Carlisle. I do not hold him 
fust in the regard he wishes, nevertheless.” 

“ But do you like any one else better? tell me that. I 
just want that question answered.” 

“Mamma, why? Answering it will not help the matter. 
In all England there is not a person out of my own family 
whom I like so well; but that does not put Mr, Carlisle in 
the place where he wishes to be.” 

“] just wanted that question answered,” said Mrs. Powle. 
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* Still all tho day the iron whecls go onward, 
Grinding life down from its mark; 
And the children’s sonls, which God is calling sunward, 
Spin on blindly in tho dark.’’ 


“ Sire declares there is not anybody in the world she likes 
‘better than she does you—nor so well.” 

Mrs. Powle’s fair curls hung on either side of a perplexed 
face. Mr. Carlisle stood opposite to her. His eye brightened 
and fired, but he made no answer. 

“It is only her absurd funuticism that makes all the 
trouble.” 

“There will be no trouble to fear, my dear madam, if that 
is true.” 

“Well, I asked her the question, and she told me in so 
many words; and you know Eleanor. What she says she 
means.” 

Mr. Carlisle was silent, and Mrs. Powle went on. He was 
seldom loquacious in his consultations with her. 

“For all that, she is just as fixed in her ways as a moun- 
tain; and I don’t know how to manage her. Eleanor always 
was a hard child to manage; and now she has got these fana- 
tical notions in her head she is worse than ever.” 

There was a slight perceptible closing in of the fingers of 
Mr. Carlisle’s hand, but his words were quiet. 

“Do not oppose them. Fanaticism opposed grows rigid, 
and dies a martyr. Let her alone; these things will all pass 
away by and by. I am not afraid of them.” 
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“Then you would let her go on with her absurd Ragged 
schools and such flummery? I am positively afraid she will 
bring something dreadful into the house, or be insulted her- 
self some day. Ido think charity begins at home. I wish 
Lord Cushley, or whocver it is, had been in better business. 
Such an cxamplo of course sets other people wild.” 

“I will be there myself, and sec that no harm comes to 
Eleanor. I think I can manage that.” 

“ Eleanor of all girls!” said Mrs. Powle. “That she should 
be infected with religious fanaticism! She was just the girl 
most unlike it that could possibly bo; none of these meek, 
tame spirits, that seem to have nothing better to do.” 

“No, you are wrong,” said Mr. Carlisle. “It is the en- 
thusiastic character, that takes everything strongly, that is 
strong in this as in all the rest. Hor fanaticism will give 
me no trouble—if it will once Ict her be mine!” 

“Then you would let her alono?” said Mrs. Powle. 

“ Lot her alone.” 

“She is spoiling Julia as fast as she can; but I stopped 
that. Would you belicve it? the minx objected to taking 
lessons in dancing, because her sister had tanght her that 
dancing assembiies were not good placcs to go to. ButI 
take care that they are not together now. Julia is com- 
pletely under her influence.” 

“So am I,” said Mr. Carlisle, langhing; “so much that I 
believe I cannot bear to hear any more against her than is 
necessary. I will be with her at Ficld Lane next Sunday.” 

He did not, however, this time insist on going with her. 
He went by himself. It is certain that the misery of Lon- 
don disclosed to him by this drive to Field Lane, the cow se 
of which gavo him a good sample of it, did almost shake him 
in his opinion that Eleanor ought to be Iet alone. Mr. Car- 
lisle had not scen such a view of London in his life before; 
he had not been in such a district of crime and wretched- 
ness; or if by chance he had touched upon it, he had made 
® principle of not secing what was before him. Now he 
looked; for he was going whero Eleanor was accustomed to 
go, and what he saw she was obliged to meét also. He 
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reached the building where the Field Lane school was held, 
in a somewhat excited state of mind. 

He found at the door several policemen, who warned him — 
to guard well and in a safe place anything of valuo he might 
havo about his person. Then he was ushered up stairs to 
the place where the school was held. He entered a very 
large room, looking like a factory room, with bare beams 
and rough sides, but spacious and convenicnt for the pur- 
pose it was used for. Down the length of this room ran 
rows of squaro forms, with alleys left between the rows; 
ond the forms were in good measure filled with the rough 
scholars. There must have been hundreds collected there; 
three-fourths of them perhaps were girls, the rest boys and 
young men, from seven ycars old and upwards. But tho 
roughness of the scholars bore no proportion to the rough- 
ness of the room. That had order, shape, and some decency 
of preparation. The poor young human creatures that clus- 
tered within it were in every stage of squalor, rags, and 
mental distortion. With a kind of wonder Mr. Carlisle’s 
eye went from one to another to note the individual varie- 
ties of the general character; and as it took in the details, 
wandered horror-stricken from the nameless dirt and shape- 
less rags which covered the person, to the wild or stupid or 
_ cunning or devilish expression of vice in the face. Beyond 
description, both. There were many there who had never 
slept in a bed in their lives; many who never had their 
clothes off from one month’s end to another; the very large 
proportion lived day and night by a course of wickedness. 
There they were gathcred now, these wretches, cight or ten 
in a form, listening with more or less of interest to the in- 
structions of their-teachers who sat before them; and many, 
Mr. Carlisle saw, were shgwing deep interest in face and 
manner. Others were full of mischief, and showed that too. 
And others, who were interested, were yet also restless; 
and would manifest it by the occasional irregularity of 
jumping up and turning a somersault in the midst of the 
lesson. That frequently happened. Suddenly, without note 
or warning, in the midst of the most carnest dcliverances 
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of tho teacher, a boy would leap up and throw himself overs 
come up all right; and sit down again and listen, as if ke 
had only been making himself comfortable; which was very 
likely the real state of the case in some instances. When, 
however, a general prevalence of somersaults throughout 
the room indicated that too large a proportion of the assem- 
blago were growing uneasy in their minds, or their seats, 
the director of the school stood up and gave the signal for 
singing. Instantly the whole were on their feet, and some 
verse or two of a hymn were shouted heartily by the united 
lungs of the company. That seemed to be a great safety 
valve; they were quite brought into order, and somersaults 
not called for till some time had passed again. 

In the midst of this great assemblage of strange figures, 
small and large, Mr. Carlisle’s eye sought for Eleanor. He 
could not immediately find her, standing at the back of the 
room as he was; and he did not choose the recognition to 
be first on her side, so would not go forward. No bonnet or 
cloak there recalled the image of Eleanor; he had scen her 
once in her school trim, it is true, but that signified nothing. 
He had seen her only, not her dress. It was only by a caree 
ful scrutiny that he was able to satisfy himself which bonnet 
and which outline of a cloak was Eleanor’s. But once his 
attention had alighted on the right figure, and he was sure, 
by a kind of instinct. The turns of the head, the fine pro- 
portions of the shoulders, could be none but hers; and Mr. 
Carlisle moved somewhat nearer, and took up a position a 
little in the rear of that form, so that he could watch all that 
went on there. 

He scanned with infinite disgust one after another of the 
miserable figures ranged upon it. They were well-grown 
boys, young thieves some of them, to judge by their looks; 
and dirty and ragged, so as to be objects of abhorrence 
much more than of anything else to his eye. Yet to these 
squalid, filthy, hardened-looking little wretches, scarcely 
decent in their rags, Eleanor was most earnestly talking; 
there was no avoidance in her air. Her face he could not 
sec; he could guess at its expression, from the turns of her 
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head to one and another, and the motion of her hands, with 
which she was evidently helping out tho meaning of her 
words; and also from the carnest gaze that her unpromising 
hearers bent upon her. He could hear the soft varying play 
of her voice as she addressed them. Mr. Carlisle grew rest- 
less. There was a more evident and tremendous gap be- 
tween himself and her than he had counted upon. Was 
she doing this like a Catholic, for penance, or to work out 
good deeds to earn heaven like a philanthropist ? While he 
pondered the mattcr, in increasing restlessness, mind and 
body helping each other; for the atmosphere of the room 
was heavy and stifling from the foul human beings congre- 
gated there, and it must require a very strong motive in 
anybody to be there at all—he could hardly bear it himself 
—an incident occurred which gave a little variety to his 
thoughts. As he stood in the alley, leaning on the end of a 
form where no one sat, a boy came in and passed him; 
brushing so near that Mr. Carlisle involuntarily shrank 
back. Such a looking fellow-creature he had never scen 
until that day. Mr. Carlisle had lived in the other half of 
the world. This was a half-grown boy, inexpressibly for- 
lorn in his rags and wretchedness. An old coat hung about 
him, much too large and long, that yet did not hide a great 
rent in his trowsers which showed that there was no shirt 
beneath. But the face! The indescribable brutalized, 
stolid, dirty, dumb Jook of badness and hardness! Mr. 
Carlisle thought he had never scen such a face. One round 
portion of it bad been washed, leaving the dark ring of dirt 
all circling it like a border, where the blessed touch of water 
had not come. The boy moved on, with a shambling kind 
of gait, and to Mr, Carlisle’s horror, paused at the form of 
Eleanor’s class. Yes, he was going in there, he belonged 
there; for she looked up and spoke to him; Mr. Carlisle 
could hear her soft voice saying something about his being 
late. Then came a transformation such as Mr. Carlisle 
would never have believed possible. A light broke upon 
that brutalized face—actually a light; a smile that was like 
a heavenly sunbeam in the midst of those rags and dirt 
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irradiated it; as a rough thick voice spoke out in answer to 
her—“ Yes; if I didn’t come, I knowed you would be dis- 
appointed.” 

Evidently they were friends, Eleanor and that boy; young 
thief, young rascal, though Mr, Carlisle’s eye pronounced 
him. They were on good terms, even of affection; for only 
love begots love. The lesson went on, but the gentleman 
stood in a maze till it was finished. The notcs of Elcanor’s 
voice in the closing hymn, which he was sure he could dis- 
tinguish, brought him quite back to himself. Now he might 
speak to her again. He had felt as if there were a barricr 
between them. Now he would test it. 

He had to wait yet a little while, for Eleanor was talking 
to one or two elderly gentlemen. Nobody to move his jea- 
lousy, however; so Mr. Carlisle bora the delay with what 
patience he could, which in that stifling atmosphero was 
not much. How could Eleanor endure it? As at last she 
came down the room, he met her and offered his arm. 
Eleanor took it, and they went out together. 

*T did not know you were in the school,” she said. 

*T would not disturb you. Thomas is not here—Mrs. 
Powle wanted him at home.” 

Which was Mr. Carlisle’s apology for taking his place. 
Or somewhat more than Thomas’s place; for he not only put 
Eleanor in a carriage, but took a seat beside her, The drive 
began with a few moments of silence. 

* tow do you do P” was his first question. 

“Vory well.” 

“Must I take it on trust? or do you not mean I shall 
ece for mysclf?” said he, For thcro had been a hidden 
music in EJeanor’s voice, and she had not turned her face 
from the window of the carriage. At this request, how. 
ever, she gavo him a view of it. The hidden swectness was 
there too; he could not conccive what made her look so 
happy. Yet the look was at once too frank and too deep for 
his personal vanity to get any food from it; no surface work, 
but a lovely light on brow and lip that came from within. 
Zt had nothing to.do with him, It was something, though, 
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that she was not displeased at his being there; hiy own face 
lightened. 

What effect does Field Lane generally have upon you?" 
said he. 

“Tt tires me a little—gonerally. Not to-day.” 

“No, I see it has not; and how you come out of that den, 
looking as you do, I confess is an incomprehensible thing to 
me. What has pleased you there P” 

A smile came upon Eleanor’s face, so bright as showed it 
was but the outbreaking of the light he had seen there bofore 
His question she mct with another, 

“Did nothing there please you P” 

“Do you mean to evade my enquiry P” 

“TI will tell you what pleased me,” said Eleanor, “ perhaps 
you remarked—whcreabouts were you ?” 

“ A few fect behind you and your scholars.” 

“Then perhaps you remarked a boy who came in when 
the lesson was partly donc—midway in the time—a boy 
who came in and took his seat in my class P” 

“T remarked him—and you will excuse me for saying, I 
do not understand how pleasure can be connected in any- 
body’s mind with the sight of him.” 

“Of course you do not. That boy has been a most notos 
rious pickpocket and thief.” 

 Txactly what I should have supposed.” 

“Did you observe that he had washed his face ?” 

“T think I observed how imperfectly it was done.” 

* Ah, but it is the first time probably in years that it has 
touched water, except when his lips touched it to drink, Do 
you know, that is a sign of reformation P” 

“Water P” : 

“Washing. It is the hardest thing in the world to get 
them to forego the seal and the bond of dirt. It is a badge 
of the community of guilt. If they will be brought to wash, 
it is d sign that the bond is broken—that they are willing 
to be out of the community, which will, I suppose, regard 
them as suspected persons from that time. Now you can 
understand why I was glad.” - 


880 THE OLD MELMET, 


Hardly; for the fire and water sparkling together in 
Eleanor’s eyes expressed so much gladness that it quite 
went beyond Mr. Carlisle’s powcr of sympathy. He re- 
mained silent a few moments. 

“ Eleanor, I wish you would answer one question, which 
puzzles me. Why do you go to that place?” 

“You do not like it ?” 

‘No, nor do you. What takes you there P” 

“There are more to be taught than there are teachers 
for,” suid Eleanor, looking at her questioner. “They want 
help. You must have scen there are none too many to take 
care of the crowds that come; and many of those teachers 
arc fatigued with attendance in the week.” 

“Do you go in the week P” 

* No, not hitherto.” 

“You must not think of it. It is as much as your lifo is. 
worth to go on Sundays. I met with several companies 
of most disorderly poole © on my way—do you not meek 

such P” 

“Yes.” 

“What takes you there, Eleanor, through such horrors P” 

“T have no fear.” 

“No, I suppose not; but will you answer my question P” 

“You will hardly be able to understand me,” said Eleanor 
hesitatingly. “I like to go to these poor wretches because 
I love them. And if you ask me why I love them—I know 
that the Lord Jesus loves them, and he is not willing they 
should be in this forlorn condition; and so I go to try to 
help get them out of it.” 

“Tf the Supreme Ruler is not willing there should be this 
class of people, Eleanor, how come they to exist P” 

You are too good a philosepher, Mr. Carlisle, not to 
know that men are free agents, and that God leaves them 
the exercise of their free agency, even though athers as 
well as themselves suffer by it. I suppose, if those a 
little above them in the social scale had lived accorduiy 
to the gospel rule, tas — of People never would have 
exizbed,” 
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“What a reformer you would make, Eleanor !” 

“J should not suit you. Yes—I do not believe in any 
radical way of reform but one.” 

“ And that is, what P—counscllor.” 

“Do unto others ag you would that others should do unte 

ou.” 

“Radical enough! You must reform the reformers first, 
I suppose you know P” 

TI know it.” 

“Then, hard as it is for me to believe it, you do not go to 
Field Lane by way of penance?” 

“The penance would be to make mo stay away.” 

“Mrs. Powle will do that, unless I contrive to disturb 
the action of her free agency; but I think I shall plunge 
into the question of reform, Eleanor. Spcaking of that, 
how much reformation has been effected by these Ragged 
institutions P” 

“Very much; and they are only as it were beginning, you 
must remember.” 

“Room for amendment still,” said Mr. Carlisle. “I never 
saw such a@ disorderly set of scholars in my life before 
How do you find an occasional somersault helps a boy’s 
understanding of his lesson P” 

‘Those things were constant at first, not occasional,” said 
Eleanor, smiling ; “ somersaults and leaping over the forms, 
and shouts and cat-calls, and all manner of uproarious be- 
haviour. That was before I ever knew them. But now, 
think of that boy’s washed face!” 

“That was the most partial reformation I ever saw rejoiced 
n,” said Mr. Carlisle. 

“It gives hope of everything else, though. You have 
no idea what & bond that community of dirt is. But 
there are plenty of statistics, if you want those, Mr. Carlisle. 
I can give you enough of them, showing what has been 
done.” 

‘Will you show them to me to-night P” 

*To-night P it is Sunday. No, but to-morrow night, Mr, 
Carlisle, or any other time.” 
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“ Tleanor, you are vy strict.” 

“Not atall. That is nos strictness; but Sunday is too 
good to waste upon stat istics.” 

She said it somewhat playfully, with a shining of her old 
arch smile, which did not at all reassure her companion. 

“ Besides, Mr. Carlisle, you like strictness a great deal 
better than Ido. There is not a law made in our Quocn’s 
reign or administcred under her sccptre, that you would not 
have fulfilled to tho lettcr—even down to the regulations 
that kcep little boys off the grass. It is only the laws of the 
Great King which you do not think should be strictly kept.” 

Sho was grave cnough now, and Mr. Carlisle swallowed 
the reproof as best he might. 

“ Tlcanor, you are going to turn preacher too, as well as 
reformor? Well, I will come to you, dcar, and put myself 
under your influences. You shall do what you please with 
me.” 

Too much of a promise, and more of a reponsibility than 
Eleanor chose to take. She went into the house witha 
sober senso that she had a difficult part to play; that be- 
tween Mr. Carlislo and her mother, she must walk very 
warily or she would yet find herself entangled before she 
was aware. And Mr, Carlisle too had a sober sense that 
Elcanor’s religious character was not of a kind to exhale 
like a volatile oil, under tho sun of prosperity or the breeze 
of flattery. Nevertheless, the more hard to reach the prize, 
tho more of a treasure when reached. He never wanted 
ber more than now; and Mr. Carlisle had always, by skill 
and power, obtained what he wanted. He made no doubt 
he would find this instance like the others. 

For the present, the thing was to bring a bill into parlia- 
ment “ for the reformation of juvenile offenders ;”. and upon - 
its various provisions Mr. Carlisle came daily to consult 
Elcanor, and take advice and receive information. Doubt- 
less there was a great deal to be considered about the bill, 
to make it just what it should be—to secure enough and not 
insist upon too much; its bearings would be very impor- 
tant, and every point merited well the ‘deepest care and 
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most circumspect management. It enlisted Eleanor’s heart 
and mind thoroughly; how should it notP She spent 
hours and hours with Mr. Carlisle over it; wrote for him, 
read for him, or rather for thosc the bill wrought for; talked 
and discussed and argued for atid ageimst various points 


which she felt would make for or against its best success, 
Capital for Mr, Carlisle. All this brought him into cons 
stant close intercourse with her, and gave him opportunities 
of recommending himself. And notin vain. EHlcanor saw 
and appreciated the cool, clear business head, the calm 
executive talent, which seccing its ends in the distance, 
made no hurry, but took the steps and the measures surest 
to attain them, with patient foresight. She admired it, and 
somctimes also could almost have trembled when she thought 
of its being turned towards herself. And was it not, all the 
whileP Was not Eleanor tacitly, by little and little, yield-’ 
ing the grouiud she fought so hard to keep? ‘Was she not 
quietly giving her affirmative to the world’s question,—and 
to Mr. Carlisle’s tooP To the former, yes; for the latter, 
she knew and Mr. Carlisle knew that she showed him no 
more than the regard that would not satisfy him. But 
then, if this went on indcfinitely, would not he, and the 
world, and her mother, all say that she had given him a sort 
of prescriptive right to her? Ay, and Eleanor must count 
her fathemtoo now as among her adversaries’ ranks. She 
saw it and felt it somewhat bitterly. She had begun to 
gain his ear and his heart; by and by he might have lis- 
tened to her on what subject she pleased, and sho might 
have won him to the knowledge of the truth that she held 
dearest. Now, she had gained his love certainly, in a mea- 
sure, but so had Mr. Carlisle. Gently, skilfully, almost un- 
consciously it’ seemed, he was as much domiciled in her 
father’s room as she was; and even more acceptable. The 
Squire had come to depend on him, to look for him, to 
delight in him; and with very evident admission that he 
gas only anticipating by a little the rights and privileges of 
sonship. Eleanor could not absent herself neither; she tried 
that; her father would have her there; and there was Mr. 
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Carlisle, as much at home, and sharing with her in filial 
offices as a matter of rule, and associating with her us 
already one of the’ family. It is true, in his manner to 
Eleanor herself he did not so step beyond bounds as to give 
her opportunity to check him; yet even over this thera 
stole insensibly a change; and Elcanor felt herself getting 
deeper and decper in the toils. Her own manner mcan- 
while was nearly perfect in its simple dignity. Except in 
the interest of third-party moasures, which lcd her somes 
times further than she wanted to go, Eleanor kept a very 
steady way, as graceful as it was steady. So friendly and 
frank as to give no cause of umbrage; while it was so cool 
and sclf-poised as to make Mr. Carlisle very uncasy and 
very desperate. It was just the manner he admired in a 
woman; just what he would like to sco in his wife, towards 
all the rest of the world. Eleanor charmed him more by 
her high-bred distance, than evershe had done by the affcc- 
tion or submissiveness of former days. But he was pretty 
sure of his game. Let this state of things go on long 
enough, and she would have no power to withdraw; and 
once his own, let him have once again the right to take her 
to his breast and whisper love or authority, and he knew 
he could win that fine sweet nature to give him back 
love as well as obcdience,—in time. And so tho bill went 
on in its progress towards maturity. It did not go very 
fast. 

All this while the sisters saw very little of each other. 
One morning Eleanor waylaid Julia as she was passing her 
door, drew her in, and turned the key in the lock. The first 
impulse of the two was to spring to each other’s arms for a 
warm embrace. 

“I never have a chance to speak to you, darling,” said the 
elder sister. “ What has bevome of you?” 

“O, I am so busy, you see—all the times except when you 
are gone out, or talking in the drawing-room to people, or 
in papa’s room. Then I am out, and you are out t00; some 
where else.” 

“Out of what?” 
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“Out of my studies, and teachers, and governesses. 1 
must go now in two minutes.” 

“No, you must not. Sit down; I want to see you. Are 
you remembering what we have learnt together P” 

“ Sometimes—and sometimes it is hard, you see. Every- 
thing is so scratchy. O Eleanor, are — going to marry 
Mr. Carlisle ?” 

“No. I told you I was not.” 

“Everybody says you are, though. Are you sure you are 
not P” 

‘‘ Quite sure.” 

“T almost wish you were; and then things would go 
smooth again.” 

“ What do you mean by their being ‘scratchy?’ That isa 
new word.” 

‘Well, everything goes cross. JI am in ever so many 
dictionaries besides English —and shut up to learn ‘em 
—and mamma don’t care what becomes of me if she can 
only keep me from you; and I wish we were all home 
again |” 

Eleanor sighed. 

“T call it scratchy,” said Julia. “ Everybody is trying to 
do what somebody else don’t like.” 

“I hope you are not going on that principle,” said her 
sister, with a smile which made Julia spring to her neck 
again and load her lips with kisses over and over. 

“T'll try to do what you like, Eleanor—only tell me what. 
Tell me something, and I will remember it.”’ 

“ Julia, are you going to be a servant of Christ? have you 
forgotten that you said you loved him ?P” 

‘“*No, and I do, Hleanor! and I want to do right; but I 
am so busy, and then I get so vexed!” 

“That is not like a servant of Jesus, darling.” 

“No. If I could only see you, Eicanor! Tell me some- 
thing to remember, and I will keep it in my head, in spite of 
all the dictionaries.” 

“Keep it in your life, Julia. Remember what Jesus said 
his servants must be and how they must co—just in this 

ce 
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one little word—‘ And yo yoursclycs like thom that wait for 
their Lord.’ ” 

“How, Eleanor ?” 

“That is what we are, dear. We are the Lord’s servants, 
put here to work for him, put just in the post where he 
wishes us to be, till he comes. Now let us stand in our 
post and do our work, ‘like them that wait for their Lord.’ 
You know how that would be.” 

Julia again kissed and caressed her, not without some 
tears. 

“TI know,” she said; “it is like Mr. Rhys, and it is like 
you; and I don’t believe it is like anybody else.” 

“ Shall it be like you, Julia?” 

“Yes, Eleanor, yes! Iwill never forget it. O Eleanor, 
are you sure you are not going to Rythdale?” 

“ What makes you ask meP” 

‘Why, everybody thinks so, and everybody says so; and 
you—you are with Mr. Carlisle all the time, talking to him.” 

“T have so many thoughts to put into his head,” said 
Eleanor, gravely. 

“ What are you so busy with him about P” 

“Parliament business. It is for the poor of London, Julia. 
Mr. Carlisle is preparing a bill to bring into the House of 
Commons, and I know more about the matter than he does; 
and so he comes to me.” 

“ Don’t you think he is glad of his ignorance P” said Julia, 
shrewdly. Eleanor leaned her head on her hand, and looked 
thoughtfully down. 

“What do you give him thoughts about?” 

“My poor boys would say, ‘lots of things.” I have ta 
convince Mr. Carlisle that it would cost the country less:to 
reform than to punish these poor children, and that reform- 
ing them is impossible unless we can give them enough to 
keep them from starvation; and then a great many ques- 
tions besides these and that spring out of these have to be 
considered and talked over. And it is important beyond 
measure; and if I should let it alone, the whole might fall 
to the ground, There are two objections now in Mr, Car 
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lisle’s mind—or in other people’s minds—to one thing that 
ought to be done, and must be done; and I must show Mr. 
Carlisle how false the objections are. I have begun; I must 
go through with it. The whole might fall to the ground if 
IT took away my hand; and it would be such an incalcu- 
lable blessing to thousands and thousands in this dreadful 
place ——— 

“Do you think London is a dreadful place?” said Julia, 
doubtfully. 

“There are very few here who stand ‘like them that wait 
for their Lord,’ ” said Eleanor, her face taking a yearning 
look of thoughtfulness. 

“There aren’t anywhere, J don’t believe. Eleanor, aren’t 
you happy P” 

“Yes!” 

“You don’t always look—just—so.” 

“Perhaps not. But to live for Jesus makes happy days— 
be sure of that, Julia; however the face looks.” 

“ Are you bothered about Mr. Carlisle P” 

What words yon use!” said Elcanor, smiling. ‘“‘Bo- 
thor,’ and ‘scratchy.’ No, I am not bothered about him—I 
am a little troubled sometimes.” 

“ What’s the difference?” 

“The difference between seeing one’s way clear, and not 
eccing it; and the difference between having a hand to take 
care of one, and not having it.” 

“Well, why do you talk to him so much if he troubles 
you P” said Julia, reassured by her sister’s smile. 

“TI must,” said Eleanor. “I must see through this busi- 
ness of the bill—at all hazards. I cannot Ict that go. Mr, 
Carlisle knows I do not compromise myself.” 

“Well, Pll tell you what,” said Julia, getting up to go,-— 
“mamma means you shall go to Rythdale; and she thinks 
you are going.” : 

With a very earnest kiss to Hleanor, repaid with an. 
emphasis which set the seal upon all the advices and proe 
mises of the morning, Julia went off. Eleanor sat a littlo 
while thinking—not long; and met Mr. Carlisle the next 
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time he came with precisely the same sweet self-possession, 
the unchanged, calm cool distance, which drove that gentle 

man to the last verge of passion and patience. But he was 
master of himself, and bided his time, and talked over the 
bill as usual. 

It was not Eleanor alone who had occasion for the exercise 
of admiration in these business consultations. Somewhat 
+o his surprise, Mr. Carlisle found that his quondam fair 
mistress was good for much more than a plaything. With 
the quick wit of a woman she joined a patience of investiga- 
tion, an independent strength of judgment, a clearness of 
rational vision, that fairly met him, and obliged him to be 
the best man he could in the business. He could not get 
ier into a sophistical maze—she found her way through im 
nediately; he could not puzzle her, for what she did not 
anderstand one day she had studied out by the next. Itis 
possible that Mr. Carlisle would not have fallen in love with 
this clear intelligence, if he had known it in the front of 
Eleanor’s qualities; for he was cne of those men who do not 
care for an equal in a wife; but his case was by this time 
seyond curo. Nay, what might have alienated him once, 
bound him now; he found himsel? matched with Eleanor 
in ao game of human life. The more she proved hersclf his 
equal, the nobler the conquest, and the more the instinct of 
victory stirred within him; for pride, a poor sort of pride, 
bevan to be stirred as well as love. 

So the bill went on; and prisons and laws, ond reforma- 
tory measures and penal enactments, and industrial schools, 
and the question of intezfering witn the course of labour, 
and the question of offering a premium upon crime, and a 
host of questions, were discussed and re-discussed. And 
partly no doubt from policy, partly from an intelligent view 
ef the subject, but wholly moved thereto by Eleanor, Mr. 
Carlisle gradually gave back the ground, and took just the 
position (on paper) that she wished to see him take 
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* Why, how one weeps 
When one’s too weary! Wero a witness by, 
IJe'd say some folly ——” 


So the billwent on. And the season too. Winter merged 
into spring; the change of temperature reminded Eleanor 
of the changing face of the earth out of London; and even 
in London the parks gave testimony of it. She longed for 
Wiglands and the Lodge; but there was no token of the 
family’s going home at present. Parliament was in session; 
Mr. Carlisle was busy there every night almost; which did 
not in the least hinder his being busied with Eleanor as well. 
Where she and her mother went, for the most part he went; 
and at home he was very much at home indeed. Eleanor 
began to feel that the motions of the family depended on 
him; for she could find no sufficient explanation in her 
father’s health or her mother’s pleasure for their continued 
remaining in town. The Squire was much as he had becn 
all winter; attended now and then by a physician, and out 
of health and spirits, certainly; yet Hleanor could not help 
thinking he would be better at home, and somewhat suse 
pected her father thought so. Mrs. Powle enjoyed London, 
no doubt; still, she was not a woman to run mad after 
. pleasure, or after anything else; not so much but that 
the pleasure of her husband would have outweighed hers. 
Nevertheless, both the Squire and she were as quietly fixed 
in London, to judge by all appearance, as if they had no 
other place to go to; and the rising of parliament was some+ 
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times hinted at as giving the only clue to the probable time 
of their departure. 

Did you ever lay brands together on a hearth, brands 
with life in them too, scemingly; when, with no breath 
blown or stirring of air to fan them, gradually, by mere 
action and reaction upon cach other, the cold grey ends 
began to sparkle and glow, till by and by the fire burst forth 
and flame sprang upP Circumstances may be laid together 
so, and with like effcct. 

Everything went on in a train at the house in Cadogan 
Square; nobody changed his attitude or behaviour with 
respect to the others, except as by that most insensible, un- 
noticcable, quict action of elements at work; yet the time 
came when Eleanor began to feel that things were drawing 
towards a crisis. Her place was becoming uncomfortable. 
She could not tcll how, she did not know when it began, 
but a change in tho home atmosphere became sensible to 
her. It was growing to be oppressive. Mother, father, and 
friends seemed by concert to say that she was Mr. Carlisle’s; 
and the gentleman himself began to look it, Eleanor thought, 
though he did not say it. <A little tacit allowance of this 
mute language of assignment, and cithcr her truth would be 
forfeited or her freedom. She must make a dccided protest, 
Yet also Eleanor felt that quality in the moral atmosphere 
which threatened that if any clouds came up they would be 
stormy clouds; and she dreaded to make any move. Julia’s 
society would have been a great solace now; when she never 
could have it. Julia comforted her, whenever they were 
together in company or met for a moment alone, by her 
energetic whisper—‘I remember, Eleanor!” but that was 
all. Eleanor could get no further speech of her. At the 
Ragged school Mr. Carlisle was pretty sure to be, and gene- 
rally attended her home. Eleanor remonstrated with her 
mother, and got a sharp answer, that it was only thanks to 
Mr. Carlisle she went there at all; if it were not for him, Mrs... 
Powle certainly would put a stop to it. Elcanor pondered 
very earnestly the question of putting a stop to it herself; 
but is was at Mr. Carlisle’s own risk; the poor boys in the 
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schodk wanted her ministrations; and tl.e “bill” was in 
process of preparation. Eleanor’s heart was set on that bill, 
and her help she knew was greatly needed in its construction 3 
she could not bear to give it up. So she lot matters take 
their course; and talked reform diligently to Mr. Carlisle 
all the time they were driving from West Smithfield home. 

At last, to Eleanor’s joy, the important paper was drawn 
up according to her mind. It satisfied her. And it was 
brought to a reading in the House and ordered to be printed. 
So much was gained. The very next day Mr. Carlisle came 
#o ask Eleanor to drive out with him to Richmond, which 
she had never seen. Eleanor ccolly declined. He pressed 
the charms of the place, and of the country at that season. 
Eleanor with the same coolness of manner replied that she 
hoped soon to enjoy the country at home, and that she 
could not go to Richmond. Mr. Carlisle withdrew his plea, 
sat and talked some time, making himself very agreeable, 
though Eleanor could not quite enjoy his agreeablencss that 
morning; and went away. He had given no sign of under- 
standing her or of being rebuffed; and she was not satisfied, 
The next morning carly her mother came to her. 

“Eleanor, what do you say to a visit to Hampton Court 
to-day P” 

“Who is going, mamma p” 

“Half. the world, I suppose—there or somewhere clse—= 
such a day; but with you, your friend in parliament.” 

: “T have several friends in parliament.” 

“ Pshaw, Eleanor! you know I mean Mr. Carlisle, You 
had better dress immediately, for hoe will be here for you 
early. He wants to have the whole day. Put on that green 
silk which becomes you so well. How it does, I don’t know, 
for you are not blonde; but you look as handsome as a fairy 
queen in it. Come, Eleanor!” 

“I do not care about going, mamma.” 

‘‘ Nonsense, child; you do care. You have no idea what 
Bushy Park is, Rieanor. It is not like Rythdale—though 
Rythdale will do in its way. Come, child, get ready. You 
will enjvy it delighttully.” 
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“J do not think I should, mamma. I do not think J 
ought to go with Mr, Carlisle.” 

“ Why not P” 

“You know, mamma,” Eleanor said calmly, though her 
heart beat; “ you know what conclusions people draw about 
me and Mr. Carlisle. If I went to Hampton Court or to 
Richmond with him, I should give them, and him too, a 
right to those conclusions.” 

“What have you been doing for months past, Eleanor? 
I should like to know.” 

“Giving him no right to any conclusions whatever, 
mamma, that would be favourable to him. He knows that.” 

“He knows no such thing. You are a fool, Hleanor. 
Have you not said to all the world all this winter, by your 
actions, that you belonged to him? All the world knows it 
was an engagoment, and you have been tclling all the world 
that it is. Mr. Carlisle knows what to expect.” 

Elcanor coloured. 

“I cannot fulfil his expectations, mamma. He has no 
right to them.” 

“T tell you, you have given him a right to them by your 
behaviour these months past. Ever since we were at Brighe 
ton. Why, how you encouraged him there!” 

A great flush rose to Eleanor’s checks. 

“‘Mamma,—no more than I encouraged others. Grace 
given to all is favour to none.” 

‘Ay, but there was the particular favour in his case of a 
promiso to marry him.” 

“ Broken off, mamma.” 

“The world did not know that, and you did not tcll thom. 
You rode, you walked, you talked, you went hither and 
thither with Mr. Carlisle, and suffered him to attend 
you.” 

“‘ Not alone, mamma; rarely alone.” 

‘Often alone, child; often of evenings. You aro alone 
with a gentleman in the street, if there is a crowd before 
and behind you.” 

“Mamma, all those things that I did, and that I was 
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sorry to do, I could hardly get out of or get rid of; they 
were Mr. Carlisle’s doing and yours.” 

“Granted; and you made them yours by acceptance. 
Now, Eleanor, you are a good girl; be a sensible girl. You 
have promised yourself to Mr. Carlisle in the eye of all the 
world; now be honest, and don’t be shy, and fulfil your 
engagements.” 

“T have made none,” said Eleanor, getting up and begin- 
ning to walk backwards and forwards in the room. “Mr. 
Carlisle has been told distinctly that Ido not love him. I 
will never marry any man whom I have not a right affec- 
tion for.” 

‘¢- You did love him once, Eleanor.” 

“Never! not the least; not ono bit of real. Mamma, 1 
liked him, and I do that now; and then I did i:0t know any 
better; but I will never, for I ought never, to marry any 
man upon mere liking.” 

“ How come you to know any better now P” 

Eleanor’s blush was beautiful again for a minute; then it 
faded. She did not immediately speak. 

“Js Mr. Carlisle right after all, and has he a rival P” 

‘Mamma, you must say what you please. Surely it docs 
not follow that a woman must love all the world because she 
docs not love one.” 

« And you may say what you please; I know you like Mr. 
Carlisle quite well enough, for you as good as told mc so. 
This is only girl’s talk; but you have got to come to the 
point, Eleanor. I shall not suffer you to make a fool of him 
in my house; not to speak of making a fool of yourself and 
me, and ruining—for ever ruining—all your prospects, You 
can’t do it, Eleanor. You have said yea, and you can’t draw 
back. Put on your green gown and go to Hampton Court, 
and come back with the day fixed—for that, I know, is what 
Mr. Carlisle wants.” 

“T cannot go, mamma.” 

“ Kleanor, you would not forfeit your word i” 

“T have not given it.” 

“Do not contradict me} You have given it all theso 
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months. Everybody has understood it so. Your father 
looks upon Mr. Carlisle as his son already. You would be 
everlastingly disgraced if you play false.” 

“T will play true, mamma. I will not say I give my 
heart where I do not give it.” 

“Give your hand, then. All one,” said Mrs. Powle, 
laughing. ‘Come, I order you to obey me, Eleanor.” 

“TI must not,mamma, I will not go to Hampton Court 
with Mr. Carlisle.” 

“ What is the reason P” 

“T have told you.” 

“Do you mean absolutely that you will not fulfil your 
engagement, nor obey me, nor save us all from dishonour, 
nor make your friend happy P” 

Eleanor grew paler than she had been, but answered, “I 
mean not to marry Mr. Carlisle, mamma.” 

“T understand it, then,” said Mrs. Powle, rising. “It is 
not your heart but yourhead. Itis your religious fanaticism. 
I will put that out of the way.” 

And without another word she departed. 

Eleanor was much at a loss what would be the next move. 
Nevertheless she was greatly surprised when it came. The 
atmosphere of the house was heavy that day; they did not 
sce Mr. Carlisle in theevening. The next day, when Eleanor 
went to her father’s room after dinner, she found not Mr. 
Carlisle, but her mother with him. “ Waiting for me,” 
thought Eleanor. The air of Mrs. Powle said so. The 
Squire was gathered up into a kind of hard knot, hanging 
his head over his knees. When he spoke, and was 
answered by his daughter, the contrast of the two voices 
was striking and in character—one gruff, the other sweet 
but steady. 

“What's all this, Eleanor? what’s all this?” he said 
abruptly.” 

“ What, papa P” 

“Have you refused Mr. Carlisle?” 

“ Long ago, sir.” 

“Yes, that is all past; and now this winter you have 
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been accepting him again; are you going to throw him over 
now P” 

“ Papa——” 

“Only ono thing,” roared the Squire, “are you going to 
say no to him P—tell me that?” 

“T must, papa.” 

“TI command you to say yes to him! What do you say 
now ?” 

“TI must say the same, sir. If you command me, I must 
disobey you.” 

“You will disobey me, eh P” 

“TIT must, papa.” 

“Why won’t you marry him? what’s the reason?” said 


the Squire, looking angry and perplexed at her, but very 
glum. 


“ec Papa—~" 

“‘T have seen you here myself, all tho winter, in this very 
room; you have as good as said to him every day that you 
would be his wife, and he has as good as said to you that ho 
expected it. Has he not, now?” 

‘Yes, sir, but-——” 

“ Now why won’t you have him, eh P?” 

“Papa, I do not like him well enough to marry him. 
That is reason enough.” 

“Why did you tell him all the winter that you did ?” 

“Sir, Mr. Carlisle knows I did not. He has never been 
deceived.” 

“Why don’t you like him well enough, then? that’s the 
question. What fool’s nonsense! Eleanor, lam going to 
have you at the Priory and mistress of it before the world is 
three months older. Tell me that you will be a good girl, 
and do as I say.” 

“I cannot, papa. That i is all past. I shall never be at the 
Priory.” 

“ What's the reason P” roared her father. 

“T have told you, sir.” 

“It’s a lie! You dolike him. Ihave seenit. It's some 
fcol’s nonsense ” | 
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“ct mo ask one question,” said Mrs. Powle, looking up 
and down from her work. “If it had not been for your 
religious notions, Eleanor, would you not huve marricd 
Mr. Carlisle more than a year ago—before you went to 
Wales f” 

“T suppose I should, mamma.” 

“ And if you had no rcligions notions, would you have any 
difficulty about marrying him now? You will speak the 
truth, I know.” 

“ Mamma——’ 

“Speak!” the Squire burst out violently —*“ speak! truth 
or falsehood, whichever you like. Speak out, and don’t go 
round about. Answer your mother’s question.” 

“Will you please to repeat it, mamma?” Tlcanor said, a 
little fainthcartedly. 

“If you had never been in a Methodist chapel, or had 
anything to do with Mcthodists, would you have any diffi- 
cultv now about being the wife of Mr. Carlisle, and lady of 
Rythdalo ?” 

Eloanor’s colour rose gradually; and grew deep before che 
ccased speaking. 

“If I had never had anything to do with Methodists, 
mamma, I should be so very different from what I am now, 
that perhaps it would be as you say.” 

“That's enough!” said the Squiro, in a great state of 
rage and determination. ‘“ Now, Eleanor Powle, take notice, 
Iam as good as the Methodists any day, and as well worth 
your minding. You’li mind me, or I’ll have nothing to do 
with you. Do you go to their chapels P” 

“ Sometimes.” 

“You don’t goany more. St. George and the Dragon fly 
away with all the Methodist chapels that ever were built! 
they shall hold no daughter of mine, And hark ye—you 
shall give up this foolery altogether and tell me you will 
marry Mr. Carlisle, or I won’t have you in my family. You 
may go whero you like, but you shall not stay with me as 
long as Ilive. I give you a month to think of it, Eleanor— 
& month—what’s.to-day P—the tenth. Then I give you till 
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the first of next month. You can think of it and make up ~ 
your mind to give yourself tc My. Carlislo by that time, or 
you shall be no daughter of mine. St. George and the 
Dragon! I have said it, and you will find I mcan it. Now 
go away.” 

Eleanor went, wondering whether her ears had served 
her right, so unnaturally strango scemed this turn of affairs, 
She had had no time to think of it yet, when passing the 
drawing-room door, a certain impulse prorapted her to go in, 
Mr. Carlisle was there, as something had told her he might 
be. Eleanor came in, looking white, and advanced towards 
him with a free steady step, eyeing him fully. She was in 
a mood to meet anything. 

“Mr. Carlisle,” she said, “you are the cause of all the 
trouble that has come upon me.” 

He did not ask her what trouble. He only gently and 
gravely disclaimed the truth of her assertion. 

‘Mr. Carlisle,” said Eleanor, facing him, “do you want 
the hand without the heart?” There was brave beauty in 
-her face and air. 

“Yes!” he said. ‘ You do not know yourself, Eleanor— 
you do not see yourself at this moment—or you would know 
better how impossible it is to give other than one answer to 
such a question.” 

His look had faced hers as frankly; there was no evil ex- 
pression in it. Hleanor’s head and her gaze sank a little. 
She hesitated, and then turned away. But Mr. Carlisle with 
@ quick motion intercepted her. 

“ Eleanor, have you nothing kind to say to me?” he asked, 
taking her hand. And he said it well. 

‘Not just now,” said Eleanor, slowly; “ but I will try not 
to think unkindly of you, Mr. Carlisle.” 

Perhaps he understood that differently from her meaning ; 
perhaps he chose to misinterpret it; at all events, he stooped 
forward and kissed her. It brought a‘ flash of colour into 
Eleanor’s face, and she went up stairs much more angry 
-with her mitor than her last words had spoke her. The 
angry  .“9d fast when she reached her own room, and 
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could be alone and bo still. She sat down and thought how, 
while he stood there and held her hand, there had been a 
swift presentation to her mind, swift and clear, of all she 
would be giving up when she turned away from him. In 
one instant the whole view had come—the rank, the ease, 
the worldly luxury, the affection; and the question came too, 
waywardly, as impertinent questions will come, whether she 
was after all giving it up for sufficient causeP She was 
relinquishing, if she quitted him, all that the world values. 
Not quite that, perhaps; if turned out from her father’s 
family even, she was in no danger of wanting food or shelter 
or protection; for she would be sure of those and more in 
Mrs. Caxton’s house. But looking forward into the course 
of future years that might lio before her, the one alternative 
offered for her choice presented all that is pleasant in worldly 
estimation ; and on the other side there was a lonely life, and 
duty, and the affection of one old woman. But though tho 
two views came with startling clearness before Eleanor just 
at this moment, the more attractive one brought no shadow 
of temptation with it. She saw it—that was all, and turned 
away from it to consider present circumstances. 

Would her father keep to his word? It.seemed impos- 
sible; yet coolly reflecting, Eleanor thought from what she 
knew of him that he would; so far at least as to send her 
into immediate banishment. That such banishment would 
be more than temporary, she did not believe. Mr. Carlisle 
would get over his disappointment, would marry somebody 
else; and in course of time her mother and father, the lat- 
ter of whom certainly loved her, would find out that they 
wanted her at home again. But how long first? That no 
one could tell, nor what might happen in the interval; and 
when she had got so far in her thoughts, Eleanor’s tears be- 
gan to flow. She let them flow; it relieved her; and some- 
how there was a good fountain-head of them. And again 
those two pictures of future life rose up before her; not as 
matters of choice, to take one and leave the other—but as 
matters of contrast, in somewhat that entered the spring of 


tears and made them bitter. Wag something gone from her 
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life, that could never be got back again P had she lost some- 
thing that could never be found againP Was there a“ bloom 
and fragrance” waving before her on the one hand, though 
unattainable, which the other path of life with all its beauty 
did not offer? To judge by Eleanor’s tears she had some 
such thoughts. But after a time the tears cleared away, and 
her bowed face looked up as fair as a blue sky after a storm, 
And Eleanor never had another time of weeping during the 
month. 

It was a dull month to other people. It would have beon 
a dreary one to her, only that there is a private sunshine in 
some hearts that defies cloudy weather. There is an anchor 
of the soul, sure and steadfast, by which one rides content 
edly in rough water; there is a hope of glory, in the pre 
sence of which no darkness can abide; and there is a word 
with which Eleanor dried her tears that day, and upon which 
she steadied her heart all the days after. It was written by 
one who knew trouble. “The Lord is my portion, saith my 
soul; therefore will I hope in him.” It is hard to take that 
portion away from a man, or to make him poor while he 
has it. 

Eleanor had little else the remaining twenty-one days of. 
that month. What troubled her much, she could by no 
means see Julia; and she found that her sister had been 
sent home, to the Lodge at Wiglands, under charge of a 
governess; Mrs. Powle averring that it was time she should 
be in the country. London was not good for Julia. Was it 
good for any of them? Eleanor thought. But parliament 
was still sitting; Mr. Carlisle was in attendance; it w-~ 
manifest they must be so too. Everything went on mu 
as usual. Hleanor attended her father after his early dinner, 
for Mr. Powle would not come into London hours; and Mr. 
Carlisle as usual shared her office with her, except when he 
was obliged to be in the House. When he was, Mrs. Powle 
now took his place. The Squire was surly and gloomy; only 
brought out of those moods by Mr. Carlisle himself. That 
gentleman held his ground, with excellent grace and self- 
ponirol, and made Eleanor more than ever feel his power, 
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But she kept her ground too; not without an effort and & 
good deal of that old arm of defence which is called “all- 
prayer;” yet she kept it; was gentle and humble and kind 
to them all—to Mr. Carlisle himself—while he was sensible 
her grave gentleness had no yielding in it. How he admired 
her, those days! how he loved her; with a little fierce desire 
of triumph mingling, it must be confessed, with his love and 
admiration, and heightened by them; for now pride was 
touched, and some other feeling which he did not analyze. 
He had nobody to be jealous of, that he knew; unless it were 
Eleanor herself; yet her indifference piqued him. ‘He could 
not brook to be baffled. He showed not a symptom of all 
this; but every line of her fine figure, every fold of her rich, 
beuutiful hair, evory self-posscssed movement, at timcs was 
torment to him. Her very dress was a subject of irritation. 
It was ao plain, so evidently unworldly in its simplicity, that 
unreasonably enongh, for Eleanor looked well in it, it put 
Mr. Carlisle in & fume every day. She should not dress so 
when he had control of her; and to get the control seemed 
not easy; and the dress kept reminding him that he had it 
not. On the whole, probably all parties were glad when the 
sweet month of May for that season came to an end. Even 
Eleanor was glad; for though she had made up her mind 
what June would bring her, it is easier to grasp a fear in 
one's hand, like a nettle, than to touch it constantly by anti- 
sipation. So the first of June came, 
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**Come, spur away! 
I have no patience for a Jonger stay, 
But must go down, 
And leave the chanyeablo noise of this great towns . 
I will the country see, 
Where old simplicity, 
Though hid in grey, 
Doth lonk more gay 
Than foppery in plush and scarlet clad.”” 


Autioven Eleanors judgment had said whut the issue 
would be of that day’s conference, she lad made no prepa- 
ration to leave home. That she could not do. She could 
not make certain before it came tho weary forcboding that 
pressed upon her. She went to her father’s rcom aftcr din- 
ner as usual, leaning her heart on that word which had been 
her walking-staff for three weeks past,—‘ The Lord is my 
portion, saith my soul; therefore will I hope in him!” 

Mrs. Powle was there, quietly knitting. The Squire had 
gathered himself up into a heap in his casy chair, denoting 
a contracted state of mind; after that curious fashiqn which 
bodily attitudes have, of repeating the mental Eleanor 
took the newspaper and sat down. 

*Is there anything there particular?” growled the Squire. 

“I do not see anything very particular, sir. Here is the 
continuation of the debate on—— ” 

“ How about that bill of yours and Mr. Carlisle’s?” broke 
in Mrs. Powle. 

“Tt was ordered to be printed, mamma—it has not reached 
the second reading yct. It will not fox some timo.” 

DN 
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“What do you suppose will become of it then ?” 

“What the Lord pleases. I do not know,” said Elcanor, 
with a pang at her heart. “I have done my part—ell I 
could—so far.” 

“I suppose you expect Mr. Carlisle will take it up as his 
own cause, after it has ceased to be yours P” 

Eleanor understood this, and was silent. She took up 
the paper again to find where to read. 

‘‘Put that down, Eloanor Powle,” said her father, who 
was evidently in a very bad humour, as he had cause, poor 
old gentleman! there is nobody so bad to be out of humour 
with as yoursclf;—* put that down! until we know whether 
you are going to read to me any more or no. I should like 
to know your decision.” 

Eleanor hesitated, for it was difficult to speak. 

“Como!—out with it. Time’s up. Now for your answer. 
Are you going to be an obedient child, and give Mr. Carlisle 
a good wife—chP Speak!” 

“An obcdient child, sir, in everything but this. I can 
give Mr. Carlisle nothing, any more than he has.” 

“ Any more than he has? What is that?” 

“A cortain degree of esteom and regard, sir—and pote 
haps, forgiveness,” 

“Then you will not marry him, as I command you?” 

“No—I cannot.” 

“ And you won’t give up being a Methodist ?” 

“TI cannot help being what Iam. I will not go te church, 
papa, anywhere that you forbid me.” 

She spoke low, endeavouring to keep calm. The Squiro 
got up out of his chair. He had no calmness to keep, and 
he spoke loud. 

“Have you taught your sister to think there is any harm 
in dancing ?” 

“In dancing-partics, I suppose I have.” 

“And you think they are wickcd, and won’t go td 
them P” 

“I do not like them. I cannot go to them, papa, for 1 
am a servant of Christ; and I can do no work for my 
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Master thero at all; but if I go, I bear witness that they are 
good.” 

“Now hear me, Eleanor Powle,”—tho Squire spoke witk.. 
suppressed rage,— no such foolery will I have in my house, 
and no such disrespect to people that are better than you. 
I told you what would come of all this if you did not give it 
up—and I stand to my word. You come here to-morrow 
morning, prepared to put your hand in Mr. Carlisle’s and 
let him know that you will be his obedient servant—or, you 
quit my house. To-morrow morning you do one thing or 
the other. And when you go, you will stay. I will never 
have you back, except as Mr. Carlisle’s wife. Now go! I 
don’t want your paper any morc.” 

Eleanor went slowly away. She paused in the drawing- 
room—there was no one there this time—rang the bell and 
ordered Thomas to be sent to her. Thomas came, and re- 
ceived orders to be in readiness and have everything in 
readiness to attend her on a journey the next day. The 
orders were given clearly and distinctly as usual; but 
Thomas shook his head as he went down from her presence 
ot the white face his young mistress had worn. “She don’t 
use to look that way,” he said to himself, “ for she is one of 
them ladics that carry a hearty brave colour in their cheeks; 
and now there wasn’t a bit of it.” But the old servant kept 
his own counsel and obeyed directions. 

Eleanor went through the evening and much of the night 
without giving herself a moment to think. Packing occu 
picd all that time and the early hours of the next day; she 
was afraid to be idle, and even dreaded the times of prayer; 
because whenever she stopped to think, the tears would 
come. But she grew quiet; and was only pale still, when 
at an early hour in the morning she left the house. She 
could not bear to go through a parting scene with her 
father; she knew him better than to try it; and she shrank 
from one with her mother. She bid nobody good-bye, for 
she could not tell anybody that she was going. London 
atrects looked very gloomy to Eleanor that morning as she 
drove through them to the railway station. 
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She had still another reason for slipping away, in the feat 
that elso she would be detained to meet Mr. Carlisle again. 
The evening before she had had a note from him, promising 
her all frecdom for all her religious predilections and opi- 
nions—leave to do what she would, if she would only be his 
wife. She guessed he wonld endeavour to see her, if she 
stayed long enough in London after the reccipt of that note. 
Eleanor made her escape. 

Thomas was sorry at heart to see her cheeks so white yct 

whon they sect off; and he noticed that his young mistress 
hid her face during the first part of the journey. He watched 
to seo it raised up again; and then saw with content that 
Elennor’s gaze was carnestly fixed on the things without the 
window. Yes, there was something there. She felt she 
was out of London; and that whatever might be before her, 
one sorrowful and disagreeable page of life’s book was turned 
over. London was gone, and she was in the midst of the 
country again, and the country was at the beginning of 
June. Green ficlds and roses and flowery hedgerows, and 
swect air, all wooed her back to hopefulness. Hopefulness 
for the moment stole in, Eleanor thought things could 
hardly continue so bad as they seemed. It was not natural. 
Ts could not be. And yet—NMr. Carlisle was in the business, 
and mother and father were set on her making a splendid 
match and being a great lady. It might be indeed that 
there would be no return for Elcanor, that she must remain 
in banishment, until Mr. Carlisle should take a new fancy 
or forget her. How long would that be? A field for cal- 
culation over which Eleanor’s thoughts roamed for some 
time. 

One comfort she had promised herself, in seeing Julia on 
the way; so she turned out of her direct course to go to 
Wiglands. She was disappointed. Julia and her governess 
had left the Lodge only the day before to pay a visit of a 
week at some distance. By order, Eleanor could not help 
suspecting it had been; of set purpose, to prevent the 
sisters mecting. This disappointment was bitter. It was 
hard to keep from angry thoughts. Eleanor fought them 
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resolutcly, but sho felt more desolate than she had ever 
known in her life bofore. The old place of her home, empty 
and still, had so many reminders of childish and happy 
times, careless times, days when nobody thought of great mar- 
riages or settlements, or when such thoughts lay all hiddon 
in Mrs. Powle’s mind. Every treo and ryyas and book was 
so full of good and homely associations of the past. that it 
half broke Eleanor’s heart. Home associations nuw xo 
broken up; the family divided, literally and otherwise; and 
worst of all, and over which Eleanor’s tears flowed bittcrest, 
her own ministrations and influence were cut off from those 
who most needed them, and whom she most wished to bene- 
fit. Eleanor’s day at home was a day of tcars; it was im- 
possible to help it. Tho roses with their sweet faces looked 
remonstrance at her; the roads and walks and ficlds where 
she had been so happy invited her back to them; the very 
grey tower of the Priory rising above the trees held out 
worldly temptation aud worldly reproof, with a mocking 
embodiment of her causes of trouble. Eleanor could not 
bear it; she spent one night at home; wrote a letter to 
Julia, which she entrusted to a-servant’s hands for her; and 
the next morning set her face towards Plassy. Julia lay on 
her heart. That conversation they had held together the 
morning when Kleanor waylaid her—it was the last that had 
been allowed. They had never had a good talk since then. 
Was that the last chance, indeed, forever? It was impose 
sible to know. 

In spite of June beauty, it was a dreary journey to hor 
from home to her aunt’s; and the beautiful hilly outlines 
beyond Plassy rose upon her view with a new expression. 
Sterner, and graver; they seemed to say, “It is life work, 
now, my child; you must be firm, and if necessary rugged, 
like us; but truth of action has its own beauty too, and the 
sunlight of Divine favour rests there always.” A shadow- 
less sunlight lay on the crowns and shoulders of the moun- 
tains as Eleanor drew near. She got out of the carriage to 
walk the last few steps and look at the place. Plassy never 
was more lovely. An aromatic brcath, pure and strong, 
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came from the hills and gathered the sweetness of the val- 
leys. Roses and honeysuckles and jessamines and prim- 
roses, with a thousand others, loaded the air with their gifts 
to it, from Mrs. Caxton’s garden, and from all the fields and 
hedgerows around. And one after another bit of hilly out- 
line reminded Eleanor that off there went the narrow valley 
that led to the little church at Glanog; there went the road 
to the village, where she and Powis had gone so often of 
Wednesday ufternoons; and in that direction lay the little 
cot where she had watched all night by the dying woman. 
Not much time for such remembrances was there now; for 
the farmhouse stood just before her. The dear old farm- 
house! looking as pretty as everything else in its dark red 
stone walls and slate roof; stretching along the ground in 
that rambling, picturesque, and also opulent style. Eleanor 
would not knock now, and the door was not fastened to 
make her need it. Softly she opened it, went in, and stood 
upon the tiled floor. 

No sound of anything in particular; only certain tokens 
of life in the house. Eleanor went on, opened the door of 
the sitting parlour and looked in. Nobody there; the room 
in its summer state of neatness and coolness as she had left 
it. Eleanor’s heart began to grow warm. She would not 
yet summon a servant; she left that part of the house, and 
wound about among the passages till she came to the back 
door that led out into the long tiled porch where supper 
was wont to be spread. And there was the table set this 
evening ; and the wontcd glow from the sunny west greeted 
her there, and a vision of the gorgeous flower-garden. But 
Eleanor hardly saw the one thing or the other; for Mrs. 
Caxton was there also, standing by the tea-table, alone, put- 
ting something on it. Eleanor moved forward without a 
word. Her voice would not come out of her throat very 
well, 

“Eleanor!” exclaimed Mrs. Caxton. “ My dear love! what 
has given me this happiness P” 

Very strong language for Mrs. Caxton to use. Eleanor 
felt it, every word of it, as well as the embrace of those Lind 
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arms and her aunt’s kisses upon her lips; but she wus 
gilcnt. 

“‘ How come you here, my darling ?” 

“They have sent me away from home.” 

Mrs. Caxton saw that there was some difficulty of speech, 
and she would not press matters. She put Eleanor into a 
seat, and looked at her, and took off her bonnet with her 
own hands; stcoped down and kissed her brow. Eleanor 
steadied herself and looked up. 

“Tt is true, aunt Caxton. I come to you because I have 
nowhere else to be.” 

“My love, it is a great happiness to have you, for any 
cause. Wait, and tell me what the matter is by and by.” 

She left Eleanor for a moment—only a moment; gave 
some orders, and returned to hor side. She sat down and 
took Eleanor’s hand. 

“What is it, my dear P” 

And then Eleanor’s composure, which she had thought 
sure, gave way all of a sudden; and she cried heartily for a 
minute, laying her head in its old resting-place. But that 
did her good; and then she kissed Mrs. Caxton over and 
over before she began to speak. 

“They want me to make a great match, aunty; and will 
not be satisfied with anything else.” 

“ What, Mr. Carlisle P” 

“Yes.” 

“ And is that all brokon off?” said Mrs. Caxton, a little 
tone of eagerness discernible under her calm manner. 

“Tt was broken off a ycar ago,” said Eleanor, * more naa 
o year ago, It has always been broken since.” 

“TI heard that it was all going on again, I expected to 
hear of your marriage.” 

“It was not true. But it is true, that the world had a 
great deal of reason to think so; and I could not help that.” 

“ How so, Eleanor ?” 

“ Mamma, and papa, and Mr. Carlisle. They managed it.” 

“But in such a case, my dear, a woman owes it to herself 
and to her suitor, and to her parents too, to be explicit,” 
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“T do not think I compromised the truth, aunt Caxton,” 
said Eleanor, passing her hand somewhat aftcr a troubled 
fashion over her brow. “ Mr. Carlisle knew I never en- 
couraged him with more favour than I gave others. I could 
not help being with him, for mamma and he had it so; and 
they ‘were too much for me. I could not help it. So the 
report grew. I had o difficult part to play,” said Eleanor, 
repeating hor troubled gesture, and seming ready to burst 
into tears. 

“In what way, my love P” 

Eleanor did not immediately answer; sat looking off over 
the meadow, as if some danger existed to self-control; then, 
still silent, turned and met with an eloquent soft eye the 
sympathizing yet questioning glance that was fixed on her, 
It was curious how Eleanor’s eye met it; how her eye roved 
over Mrs. Caxton’s face and looked into her quict grey eyes, 
with a kind of glinting of some spirit fire within, which 
could almost be scen to play and flicker as thought and fecl- 
ing swayed to and fro. Her eye said that much was to be 
said, looked into Mrs. Caxton’s face with an intensity of half. 
specch, and the lips remained silent. ‘There was conscious- 
ness of sympathy, consciousness of something that required 
sympathy; and the seal of silence. Perhaps Mrs. Caxton’s 
response to this strange look came half unconsciously; it 
came wholly uaturally. 

“ Poor child !” 

The colour rose on Eleanor’s check at that; she turned 
her cyes away. 

“T think Mr. Carlisle’s plan—and mamma’s—was to make 
circumstances too strong for me, and to draw me on by dee 

grees. And they would, perhaps, but for all I learned here.” 

“or what you learned here, my doar ?” 

“Yes, aunty; if they could have gut me into a whirl of 
socicty—if they conld have made me love daz.ving-parties 
and theatres and the opera, and I had got bewildered and 
forgotten that a great worldly establishment is not the best 
thing—perhaps temptation would have been too much for 

me.—Porbaps it would. I don’t kuow” 
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There was a little more colour in Eleanor’s cheeks than 
her words accounted for, as Mrs, Caxton noticed. 

“Did you ever focl in danger from the temptation, 
Eleanor P” 

“Never, aunty. I think it never so much as touched me.” 

“Then Mr. Carlisle has been at his own risk,”’ said Mrs, 
Caxton. “Let us dismiss him, my love.” 

“ Aunt Caxton, I havea strange homeless, forlorn fecling.” 

For answer to that, Mrs. Caxton put her arms rourd 
Eleanor and gave her one or two good strong kisses. Thero 
was reproof as well as affection in them; Hlcanor felt both, 
even without her aunt’s words. 

“Trust the Lord. You know who has been the dwelling- 
place of his people, from all gencrations. They cannot be 
homeless. And for the rest, remember that whatevor brings 
you here brings a great boon tome. My love, do you wish 
to go to your room before you have tea ?” 

Eleanor was glad to get away and be alone for a moment. 
How homelike her old room scemed!—with the rose and 
honeysuckle breath of the air coming in at the casements. 
How peaceful and undisturbed the old furniture looked | 
The intluence of the place began to settle down upon Eleanor, 
She got rid of the dust of travel, and came down presently 
to the porch with a face as quiet as a lamb. 

Tea went on with the same soothing influence. There 
was much to tell Mleanor, of doings in and about Plagssy the 
year past; for the fact was, that letters had not been fre- 
quent. Who was sick and who was well; who had married, 
ond who was dead; who had set out on a Christian walk, 
and who were keeping up such a walk, to the happiness of 
themselves and of all about them. Then how Mrs, Caxton’s 
own household had prospered; how the dairy went on; and 
there were some favourite cows that Eleanor desired to hear 
of. From the cows they got to the garden. And all the 
while the lovely meadow valley lay spread out in its greens 
ness before Eleanor; the beautiful old hills drew the same 
luved outline across the sunset sky ; the lights and shadows 
were of Juve; aud the garden at hand was a rich mass of 


419 THB OLY NELMET. 


beauty sloping ita terraced sweetness down to the river. 
Just as it was a year ago, when the summons came for 
Eleanor to leave it; only the garden seemed even more 
gorgeously rich than then. Just the same, even to the 
dish of strawberries on the table. But that was not wreathed 
with ivy and myrtle now. 

“ Aunt Caxton, this is like the very same evening that I 
was here last.” 

“It is almost a year,” said Mra. Caxton. 

Neither added anything to these two very unremarkable 
remarks; and silence fell with the evening light, as tho 
servants were clearing away the table. Perhaps the moun- 
tains with the clear paling sky beyond them were sugges- 
tive. Both the ladies looked so. 

“ My dear,” said Mrs. Caxton then, “let me understand a 
little better about this affair that gives you tome. Do you 
come, or are you sent P” 

“It is formal banishment, aunt Caxton. I am sent from 
them at home; but sent to go whither I will. So I come 
to you.” 

“ What is the term assigned to this banishment P” 

“None. It is absolute—unless or until I will grant Mr, 
Carlisle’s wishes, or give up being, as papa says, a Metho- 
dist. But that makes it final—as far as Iam concerned.” 

“ They will think better of it by and by.” 

“T hope so,” said Eleanor faintly. “It seems a strange 
thing to me, aunt Caxton, that this should have happened 
to me—just now when I am so needed at home. Papa is 
unwell—and Iwas beginning to get his ear,—and I have 
great influence over Julia, who only wants leading to go in 
the right way. And Iam takon away from all that. I can. 
not help wondering why.” 

“ Let it be to the glory of God, Eleanor; that is all your 
concern. The rest you will understand by and by.” 

“ But that is the very thing. It is hard to see how it can 
be to his glory.” 

“Do not try,” said Mrs. Caxton, smiling. “The Lord 
never puts his children anywhere where they cannot glorify 
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him ; and he never sends them where they have not work 
to door a lesson to learn. Perhaps this is your lesson, 
Eleanor—to learn to have no home but in him.” 

Eleanor’s eyes filled very full; she made no answer. 

But one thing is certain; peace settled down upon her 
heart. It would be difficult to help that at Plassy. We all 
know the effect of going home to the place of our childhood 
after a time spent in other atmosphere; and there is a 
native air of the spirit, in which it feels the like renovating 
influence. Eleanor breathed it while they sat at the table; 
she felt she had got back into her element. She felt it 
more and more when at family prayer the whole household 
were met together, and she heard her aunt’s sweet and high 
petitions again. And the blessing of peace fully settled 
down upon Eleanor when she was gone up to her room and 
had recalled and prayed over her aunt’s words. She went 
to sleep with that glorious saying running through her 
thoughts—* Lord, thou hast been our dwelling-place in all 
gonerations,” 
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6 But there bo million hearts accurst, where no sweet sunbursts ehine, 
And there be million hearts atairst for Love’s immortal wine. 
This world is full of beauty, as other worlds above; 
And if we did our duty, it might be full of love.’”’ 


Peace had unbroken reign at Plassy from that tire. Hlea- 
nor threw herself again eagerly into ai! her aunt’s labours 
and schemes for the good and comfort of those around her. 
There was plenty to do; and she was Mrs. Caxton’s excel- 
lent helper. Powis came into requisition anew; and as be- 
forc, Eleanor traversed the dales and the hills on her various 
errands, swift and busy. That was not the only business 
going. Her aunt and she returned to their old literary 
habits, and read books and talked; and it was hard if Hlea- 
nor in her rides over the hills and over the meadows and 
along the strcams did not bring back one hand full of wild 
flowers. She dressed the house with them, getting help 
from the garden when necessary; botanized a good deal; 
and began to grow as knowing in plants almost as Mrs. 
Caxton hersclf. She would come home loaded with wild 
thyme and gorse and black bryony and saxifrage and orchis 
flowers, having scoured hill and meadow and robbed the 
hedgerows for them, which also gave her great tribute of 
wild roses. Then later came crimson campion and eye- 
bright, dog roses and honeysuckles, columbine and centaury, 
grasses Of all kinds, and harebell, aud a multitude impos- 
sible to name; though the very naming is pleasant. Eleanor 
lived very much out of doors, and was likened by ber aut 


th CORRESPONDENCE, 413 


t0 a rural Flora or Proserpine that summer; though when 
in the house she was just the most sonsy, sensible, compas 
nionable little earthly maiden that could be fancied. Eleanor 
was not under size indeed; but so much like her own wild 
flowers in pure simpleness and sweet natural good qualities, 
that Mrs. Caxton was sometimes inclined to bestow the en- 
dcaring diminutive upon her, so sound and sweet she was. 

“ And what are all these?” said Mrs. Caxton one day, 
stopping before an elegant basket. 

“Don’t you like them P” 

“Very much, Why, you have got a@ good many kinds 
here.” 

“That is Hart’s Tongue, you know—that is wall splcen- 
wort, and that is the other kind; handsome things, are they 
not P”’ 

** And this?” 

“That is the forked spleenwort. You don’t know itP I 
rode away, away up the mountain for it yesterday. Thut is 
where I got those Woodsias too—aren’t they beautifulP I 
was fortunate to find those; they are not common.” 

“No. And this is not common, to me.” 

“ Don’t you know it, aunt CaxtonP It grows just in the 
spray of a waterfall—this and this; they are polypodieg. 
That is another—that came from the old round tower.” 

“ And where did you get these ?—these waterfall ferns P” 

“TI got them at the Bandel of Helig.” 

“There? My dear child! how could you, without risk ?” 

* ‘Without much risk, aunty.” 

* How did you ever know the Bandel P” 

“T have been there before, aunt Caxton.” 

“TI think I never showed it to you?” 

* No, ma’am ;—but Mr. Rhys did.” 

His name had scarcely been mentioned before since Elea- 
nor had come to the farm. It was mentioned now with a 
cognizance of thai fact. Mrs, Caxton was silent a littic. 

“Why have you put these green things here without a 
rose or twoP they are all alone in their greenness.” 

“T like them better so, aunty. They are beautiful enough 
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by themselves; but if you put & rose there, you cannot help 
looking at it.” 

Mrs. Caxton smiled and turned away. 

One thing in the midst of oll these natural explorations 
remained unused; and that a thing most likely, one would 

have thought, to be applicd to for help. The microscope 
stood on one side, apparently forgotton. It always stood 
thore, in the sitting parlour, in full view; but nobody seemed 
to be conscious of its existence. Eleanor never touched it; 
Mrs. Caxton never spoke of it. 

From home meantime, Eleanor heard little that was satise 
factory. Julia was the only one that wrote, and her letters 
gave painful subjects for thought. Her father was very un= 
like himself, Julia said, and growing more feeble and more 
ill every day; though by slow degrees. She wished Eleanor 
would write her letters without any religion in them, for 
she supposed that was what her mother would not let her 
read; so she never had the comfort of seeing Eleanor’s let- 
ters for herself, but Mrs. Powle read aloud bits from them. 
** Very little bits, too,” added Julia. “I suppose your letters 
have more religion in them than anything else. But you 
see it is no use.” Eleanor read this passage aloud to Mrs. 
Caxton. 

“Ts that true, Eleanor P” 

“No, ma'am. I write to Julia of everything that I do, all 
day long, and of everything and everybody that interests 
me. What mamma does not like comes in, of. course, with 
it all; but I do very little preaching, aunt Caxton.” 

“I would go on just so, my dear. I would nob alter the 
style of my letters.” 

So the flowers of June were replaced by the flowers of 
July; and the beauties of July gave place to the purple 
“ling” of August, with gentian and centaury and St. John’s 
wort; and then came the autumn changes, with the less des 
licate blossoms of that later time, amidst which-the eclipsed 
mcadow-sweet came quite into favour again, Still Hleanor 
brought wild things from the hills and the streams, though 
she applied more pow to Mrs, Caxton’s home store in the 
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garden; wild mints and Artemisias and the Michaelmas 
daisy still came home with her from her rides and walks; 
the rides and walks in which Eleanor was a ministering 
angel to many a poor house, many an ignorant soul and 
many a failing or ailing body. 

Then came October; and with the first days of October 
the news that her father was dead. 

It added much bitterness to Eleanor’s grief, that Mra. 
Powle entirely declined to have hcr come home, even for a 
brief stay. If she chose to submit to conditions, her mother 
wrote, she would be welcome; it was not too late; but if she 
held to her perversity, she must bear the consequences. She 
did not own her nor want her. She gave her up to her aunt 
Cuxton. Her remaining daughter was in her hands, and she 
meant to keep her there. Hleanor, she knew, if she came 
home would come to sow rebellion. She should not come to 
do that, either then or at all. 

Mildly quict and decided Mrs. Powle’s letter was; very 

decided, and so cool as to give every assurance the decision 
would be persisted in. Eleanor felt this very much. She 
kept on her usual way of life without any variation; but the 
radiant bright look of her face was permanently saddened. 
She was just as sweet and companionable an assistant to her 
aunt as ever; but from month to month Mrs. Caxton saw 
that a shadow lay deep upon her heart. No shadow could 
have less of anything like hard edges. 
. They had been sitting at work one night late in the win- 
ter, those two, the aunt and the niece; and having at last 
put up her work, Eleanor sat gravely poring into the red 
coals on the hearth; those thought-provoking, life-stirring, 
Btrange things, glowing and sparkling between life and 
death like ourselves. Eleanor’s face was very sober. 

« Aunt Caxton,” she said at length,—‘ my life seems such 
a confusion to me!” 


“So everything seems that we do not understand,” Mrs, 
Caxton said, 

“ But is it not, aunty? I seem taken from everything 
that I ought most naturally to do-——papa, Julia, mamma. I 
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fecl like a banished person, I suppose; only I have the 
sirange feeling of being banished from my place in the 
world.” 

“ What do you think of such a life as Mr. Rhys is leading?” 

“T think it is straight and beautiful,” Eleanor answered, 
looking still into the fire. “ Nothing can be further from 
confusion. He is in his place.” 

“Tio is in a sort of banishment, however.” 

“Not from that! And it is voluntary banishmont—for 
his Mastcr’s sake. That is not sorrowful, aunt Caxton.” 

“ Not when the Lord’s banished ones make their home in 
him. And I do not doubt but Mr. Rhys does that.” 

“Have you ever heard from him, aunt Caxton?” 

“Not yet. It is almost time, I think.” 

‘Tt is almost a year and a half since he went.” 

“The communication is slow and unccrtain,” said Mrs, 
Caxton. “They do not get letters thero, often, till they are 
a year old.” 

‘“‘ How impossible it used to be to me,” said Eleanor, “to 
comprehend such a life; how impossible to understand, that 
anybody should leave home and friends and comfort, and 
take his place voluntarily in distance and danger and hea- 
thendom! It was an utter enigma to me.” 

“ And you understand it now ?” 

“QO yes, aunty,’ Eleanor went on in the same tone; and 
she had not ceased gazing into the coals;—“I see that 
Christ is all; and with him one is never alone, and under 
his hand one can never be in danger. I know now how a 
love keeps one even from fear.” 

“You are no coward naturally.” 

“No, aunt Caxton—not about ordinary things, except 
when conscience made me so, some time ago.” 

**That is over now P” 

Eleanor took her eyes from the fire, to give Mrs. Oaxton 
a smile with the words—“ Thank the Lord!” 

“Mr. Rhys is among scenes that might try any natural 
courage,” said Mrs. Caxton. “They are a desperate set of 
suvages to whom he is ministering.” 
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# What a glory, to carry the name of Christ to them !” 

“They are hearing it, too,” said Mrs. Caxton. “ But there 
fs enough of the devil’s worst work going on there to try 
any tender heart, and horrors enough to shock stout nerves, 
So it has been. I hope Mr. Rhys finds it better.” 

“I don’t know much about them,” said Eleanor. “ Are 
they much worse than savages in gencral, aunt Caxton?” 

“T think they are,—and better too, in being more intel- 
lectually developed. Morally, I think I never read of a 
lower fallen set of human beings. Human life is of no 
account; such a thing as respect to humanity is unknown, 
for the eating of human bodies has gone on to a most won- 
derful extent, and the destroying them for that purpose. 
With all that, thero is a very careful respect paid to descent 
and rank; but it is the observance of fear. That one fact 
gives you the key to the whole. Where a man is thought 
of no more worth than to be killed and eaten, a woman is 
not thought worth anything at all; and society becomcs a 
lively representation of the infernal regions, without the 
knowledge and without the remorse.” 

** Poor creatures!” said Hleanor. 

“You comprehend that there must be a great deal of trial 
to a person of fine sensibilities, in making oa home amongst 
such a people for an indefinite length of time.” 

“Yes, aunty,—but the Lord will make it all up to him.” 

* Blessed be the name of the Lord!” it was Mrs. Caxton’s 
turn to answer; and she said it with deep feeling and cm- 
phasis. 

“It seems the most glorious thing to me, aunt Caxton, to 
tell the love of Christ to those that don’t know it. I wish 
I could do it.” | 

“ My love, you do.” 

“I do very little, ma’am. I wish I could do a thousand 
times more!” 

The conversation stopped there. Both ladies remained 
very gravely thoughtful a little while longer, and then senae 
rated for the night. But the next evening, when they wera 


seated at tea alone, Mrs. Caxton recurred to the subject. 
KE 
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“ You said last night, Eleanor, that you wished you could 
do a great deal more work of a certain kind thin you do.” 

‘Yes, ma’am.” 

“Did your words mean, my love, that you are discon- 
tented with your own sphere of duty, or find it too narrow?” 

Eleanor’s eyes opened a little at that. ‘“ Aunt Caxton, I 
never thought of such a thing. I do not remember that 
I was considering my own sphere of duty at all. I was 
thinking of the pleasure of preaching Christ—yes, and the 
glory and honour—to such peor wretches as those we were 
talking of, who have never had a glimpse of the truth before.” 

“Then for your part, you are satisfied with England P” 

“Why, yes, ma’am. I am satisficd, I think—I mean to 
be—with any place that is given me. I should be sorry to 
choose for mysclf.” 

“But if you had o clear call, you would like it, to go to 
the Cape of Good Hope and teach the Hottentots P” 

“I do not mean that, aunty,” said Eleanor, laughing a 
little. “Surely you do not suspect me of any wandering 
romantic notion about doing the Lord’s work in one place 
rather than in another? I would rather teach English 
people than Hottentots. But if I saw that my place was at 
the Cape of Good Hope, I would go there, If my place were 
there, some way would be possible for me to get there, I 
suppose.” 

“You would have no fear P” said Mrs. Caxton. 

“No, aunty ; I think not. Ever since I can say, ‘The Lord 
is my Shepherd,’ I have done with fear.” 

“ My love, I should be very sorry to have you go to ‘the 
Cape of Good Hope. Iam glad there is no prospect of it. 
But you are right about not choosing. As soon as we go 
where we are not sent, we are at our own chargos.” 

Tho door here opened, and the party and the tea-table 
reccived an accession of one to their number. It was an 
elderly, homely gentleman, to whom Mrs. Caxton gave a 
very cordial reception, and whom she introduced to Elcanor 
as the Rev. Mr. Morrison. He had a pleasant face, Wleanor 
saw, and as soon as he spoke, a pleasant manner. 
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“TI ought io be welcome, ma’am,” he said, rubbing his 
hands with the cold as he sat down. “I bring you letters 
from Brother Rhys.” 

“You are welcome without that, brother, as you know,” 
Mrs. Caxton answered. “ But the letters are welcome. Of 
how late date are they ?” 

“Some pretty old—some not more ‘than nine or ten 

months ago; when he had been stationed a good while.” 

“How is he?” 

“Well, he says; never better.” 

“ And happy ?” 

“T wish I was as happy,” said Mr. Morrison. “He had 
got fast hold of his work already.” 

‘He would do that immediatcly.” 

“Ile studied the language on shipboard, all the way out; 
and he was able to hold a service in it for the natives 
only a few weeks after he had landed. Don’t you call that 
energy ?” 

“There is energy whorever ho is,” said Mrs. Caxton. 

*Ycs, you know him pretty well. I suppose they never 
have it so cold out there as we have it to-night,” Mr. Mors 
rison said, rubbing his hands. “Its stinging. That fire is 
the pleasantest thing I have seen to-day.” 

“Where is Mr. Rhys stationed P” 

“T forget—one of the islands down there, with an unine 
telligible name. Horrid places !” 

“Is the place itself disagreeable?” Eleanor asked. 

“The place itself, ma’am,” said Mr. Morrison, his face 
stiffening from its genial unbent look into formality as he 
turned to her,—‘ the place itself I do not understand to be 
very disagreeable; it is the character of the population which 
must make it a hard placo to live in. They are exceedingly 
debased. Vile people!” 

“Mr. Rhys is not alone on his station?” said Mra. 
Caxton. 

“No, he is with Mr, and Mrs. Lefferts. His letters will 
tcl you.” 

For the lcttcrs Mrs. Caxton was evidently impatient; but 
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Mr. Morrison’s refreshment had first to be attended to. 
Only fair, for he had come out of his way on purpose to 
b¥ing them to ber; and being one of a certain committee, he 
had it in his power to bring for her perusal and pleasure 
more than her own letters from Mr. Rhys, and more than 
Mr. Rhys’s own letters tothe committee. It was a relicf 
to two of the party when Mr. Morrison’s cups of tea were 
at last disposed of, and the far-come despatches were 
brought out on the green table-cloth under the light of the 
lamp. 

With her hand on her own particular packet of letters, as 
if so much communication with them could not be put off, 
Mrs. Caxton sat and listened to Mr. Morrison’s reading. 
Hlcanor had got her work. As the particular interest which 
mide the reading so absorbing to them may possibly be 
shared in a slight degree by others, it is fair to give a slight 
notion of the character of tho news contained in those closely 
written pages. The letters Mr. Morrison read were volu- 
minous; from different persons on different stations of the 
far-off mission ficld. They told of difficulties great, and 
encouragements greater; of their work and its results; and 
of their most pressing wants, especially the want of more 
men to help. The work they said was spreading faster than 
they could keep up with it. Thousands of heathen had 
given up heathenism, who in miscrable ignorance cricd for 
Christian instruction; children as wild as the wild birds, 
wanted teaching and were willing to have it; native teachers 
needed training, who had the will without the knowledge to 
aid in the service. ‘Thirty of them, Mr. Lefferts said, he had 
under his care. With all this, they told of the wonderful 
beauty of the regions where their field of labour was. Mr. 
Lefferts wrote of a little journey latcly taken to another 
part of his island, which had led him through almost every 
variety of natural luxuriance. Mountains and hills and val- 
lcys, rivers and little streams, rich woods and mangrove 
swamps, Mr. Lefferts’ journey had bcen, like Paul’s of old, 
to establish the native churches formed at different small. 
places by the way. There he married couples and baptized 
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children, and met classes and told the truth. At one place 
where he had preached, married several couples, baptized 
over thirty, young and old, and met as many in classes, Mr. 
Lefferts told of a walk he took. It led him to the top of a 
little hill, from which a rich view was to be had, while a 
multitude of exquisite shrubs in flower gave another re- 
freshment in their delicious fragrance. <A little stream 
running down the side of the hill was used by the native; 
to water their plantations of taro, for which the side hill 
was formed into terraced beds. Parroqucts and humming 
birds flew about, and the sun was sinking brilliantly in the 
western ocean line as he looked. So far, everything was 
fair, sweet, lovely; @ contrast to what he mct when he 
reached the lower grounds again. There the swarms of 
mosquitos compelled Mr. Lefferts to retreat for the night 
within a curtain canopy for protection; and thither he was 
followed by a fat savage, who shared the protection with 
himallnightlong. Another sort of expericnce! and another 
sort of neighbourhood from that of the starry white Gardenia 
flowers on the top of the hill. 

Nevertheless, of a ncighbouring station Mr. Rhys wrote 
that the people were at war, and the most horrible heathen 
practices were going on. At the principal town, he said, 
more people were eaten perhaps than anywhere clse in the 
islands. The cruelties and the horrors were impossible to 
be told. A few days before he wrote, twenty-cight persons 
had been killed and eaten in one day. They had been 
caught fishing—taken prisoners and brought home—half 
killed, and in that state thrown into the ovens; still having 
life enough left to try to get away from the fire. 

“The first time I saw anything of this kind,” wrote Mr. 
Rhys, “ was one evening when we had just finished a class- 
meeting. The evening was most fair and peaceful as we 
came out of the house; a fresh air from the sea had relieved 
the heat of the day; the leaves of the trees were glittering 
in the sunlight; the ocean all sparkling under the breeze; 
when word came that some bodies of slain people were 
bringing from Lauthala. I could hardly understand the 
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report, or credit it; but presently the horrible procession 

“game in sight, and eleven dcad bodics were laid on the 
ground immediately before us. Eleven only were brought 
to this village; but great numbers are said to have been 
killed. Their crime was the killing of one man; and when 
they would have submitted themselves and made amends, 
all this recompense of death was demanded by the offended 
chief. The manner in which these wretched crcatures were 
treated is not a thing to be described; they were not 
handled with the respect which we give to brute animals, 
The natives have looked dark upon us since that time, and 
give us reason to know that as far as they are concerned 
our lives are not safc. But we know in whose hands our 
lives are; they are the Lord’s; and he will do with them 
what he pleases—not what the heathen please. So we are 
under no concern about it.” 

The storm appeared to have passed away; for in later 
letters Mr. Rhys and Mr. Lefferts spoke of acceptable ser- 
vices among the people, and an evidently manifested feeling 
of trust and good will on their part towards the mission- 
aries. Indeed, these were often able to turn the nativcs 
from their devilish purposes and save life. Not always. 
Tho old king of that part of the country had died, and all 
the influence and all the offers of compensation made by the 
missionaries, could not prevent the slaughter of half a dozen 
women, his wives, to do him honour in his burial. Tho 
scene as Mr. Lefferts described it was heart-sickening. 

As he drew near the door of the king’s house, with the 
intent to prevail for the right or to protest against the 
wrong, he saw the biers standing ready; and so knew that 
all tho efforts previously made to hinder the barbarous ritcy 
had been unavailing. The house as he entercd was in the 
hush of death. One woman lay strangled, Another sitting 
on the floor, covered with a large veil, was in the hands of 
her murderers. A cord was passed twice round her neck 
and the ends were held on each side of her by a group of 
eight or ten strong men, the two groups pulling opposite 
ways. Sho was dead, the poor victim underneath the veil, 


IN CORRESPONDENCE, 423 


in a minute or two after the missionaries ontered; and the 
veil being taken off, they saw that it was a woman who had 
professed Christianity. Her sons were among those who 
had strangled her. Another woman came forward with 
great show of bravery when her name was called; offered 
her hand to the missionaries as she passed them; and with 
great pride of bearing submitted herself to the death which 
probably she knew she could not avoid. Everybody was 
quiet and cheerful, and the whole thing went on with the 
undisturbed order of a recognized and accustomed necessity; 
only the old king’s son, the rcigning chief for a long time 
back, was very uneasy at the part he was playing before 
the missionarics; he was the only trembling or doubtful 
one there. Yet he would not yield the point. Pride before 
oll: his father must not be buricd without the due honours 
of his position. Mr. Rhys and Mr. Lefferts had stayed to 
make their protest and offer their entreaties and warnings, 
to the very last; and then, heart-sick and almoxt faint with 
the digusting scene, had returned home. 

Yet the influence of the truth was increasing and the 
good work was spreading and growing around them, steadily 
and in every direction. A great many had renounced hea- 
thenism; not a small number were earnest Christians and 
showed the truth of their religion in their changed lives. A 
great number of reports proved this. 

“Tt is work that tries what stuff men’s hearts are of, howe 
ever,” remarked Mr. Morrison as he folded up one packet 
of letters. Neither of his hearers made him any answer. 
Mrs. Caxton sat opposite to him, decply attentive but silent, 
with her hands always lying upon her own particular 
packet. Eleanor had turned a little away, and sat with her 
side face towards Mr. Morrison, looking into the fire. Her 
work was dropped; she sat motionless. 

“T have a letter to read you now of a later date,” Mr. 
Morrison went on,—“ from Mr. Rhys, which shows how well 
he has got hold of the people, and how much he is regardcd 
by them already. It shows the influence gained by the truih, 
too, which is working there fast.” 
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After giving some details of business and of his labours, 
Mr. Rhys wrote—‘ My last notable picce of work, has been 
in the character of an ambassador of pcace—not heavenly, 
but carthly. News was brought four or five days ago that 
the heathen inhabitants of two neighbouring districts had 
engaced in open hostilities. Home business claimed me 
one day ; the next morning I sct out on my mission, with 
one or two Christian natives. The desolations of war soon 
met our eyes, in destroyed crops and a deserted -village. 
Nobody was to be seen. I and those who were with me sat 
down in the shade of some trees, while a native went to find 
the inhabitants, who had hid themsleves in a thicket of man- 
groves. As soon as the chief heard that I was there, and 
what I had come for, he declared he would be a Christian 
forthwith ; and four or five of his principal men followed his 
example. They came to me, and entered fully into my ob- 
ject; and it was decided that we should go on immediately 
to the fortress whero those who wished to carry on war had 
intrenched themselves. We got there just as the sun was 
setting; and from that time to midnight I was engaged in 
what I saw now for the first time—a savage council of war. 
Grim black warriors covered with black powder sat or stood 
about, on a little clear spot of ground where the moon shone 
down; muskets and clubs and spears lay on the grass and 
were scattered about among the boles of the trees; a heathen- 
looking scene. Till midnight we talked, and hard talking 
too; then it was ended as I had prayed it might. The 
party with whom I was had suffered already in battle and had 
not had their revenge; it was difficult to give that up; but 
atlast the chief got up and put hishand inmine. ‘Ishould 
like to be a heathen a little longer,’ he said, ‘but I will lotu, 
@s you so earnestly entreat mo.’ Lotw is their name for 
embracing Christianity. Another young warrior joined 
him; and there under the midnight moon we worshipped 
God—those two and those who were with me. In another 
part of the village a dozen women for tho first time bowed 
the knee in the same worship. 

“So fur was well; but it yet remained to induce the 
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opposite hostile party to agree to peace; you understand 
only one side was yet persuaded. Early the next morning 
I set about it. Here a difficulty met me. Tho Christian 
ehiefs made no objection to going with me to parley with 
their enemies; but I wanted the company also of another, 
the chief of this district, knowing it very important. And 
he was afraid to go. He told me%o plainly. ‘If I doas 
you ask me,’ said he, ‘I am a dead man this day.’ I did my 
best to make him think differently; a hundred men declared 
that they would die in defence of him; and at last I gained 
my point. Tui Mbua agrecd to go to the neighbourhood of 
the hostile town, if I would bring its principal men to meet 
him at an appointed place. Sowewent. This chosen place 
was a fine plot of ground enclosed by magnificent chestnut 
trees. I went on to the town, with a few unarmed men, 
The people received us well; but it was difficult to make the 
old heathen, brought up on treachery and falschood, bclicve 
that I was to be trusted. But in the end the chief and 
twenty of his men consented to go with us, and left their 
arms at home. They did it with forebodings, for I over- 
heard an old man say, as we set out from the place, ‘ We 
shall see death to-day.’ I lifted my voice and cried, ‘ To-day 
we live!’ They took up the words, and heart at the same 
time, and repeated, ‘To-day we live’—to encourage them- 
selves, I suppose, as we went towards the chestnut-tree 
mecting-ground. 

“T felt that the peace of the whole region depended on 
what was to be done there, and for my part went praying 
that all might gowell. It was an anxious moment when we 
entered the open place; any ill-looks in either party would 
chase away trust from the other. As we went in I watched 
the chief who accompanied me. He gently bowed to Tui 
Mbua, and approached him with due and evidently honest 
respect. My heart leaped at that moment. Tui Mbua looked 
at him keenly, sprang to his feet, and casting his arms about 
his enemy’s neck, gave him a warm embrace. The people 
around shouted for joy; I was still, I believe, for the very 
dcpth of mine. One of the Christian chicis spoke out and 
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cried, ‘Wo thank thee, O Lord, for thus bringing thy creas 
turcs into the way of lifo;’ and he wept aloud for very glad- 
ness. 

« After that we had snecchifying; and I returned home 
very full of thankful joy.” 

This was the last letter read. Mr. Morrison folded up his 
packed amid great silence. Mrs. Caxton seemed thought- 
full; Eleanor was motionless. 

“ He is doing good work,” remarked Mr. Morrison; “ but 
it is hard work. He is the right sort of man to go there— 
fears nothing, shirks nothing. So are they all, I believo; 
but almost all the rest of them have their wives with them. 
How came Rhys to go alone P” 

“ He docs not write os if he felt loncly,” said Mrs. Caxton. 

“Tt is better for a man to take a wife, though,” said Mr. 
Morrison. “ He wants so much of comfort and home as 
that. They get tired, and they get sick, and to have no 
woman’s hand about is somcthing to be missed at such 
times. O, we are all dependent. Mr. Rhys is domesticated 
now with Brother Lefferts and his family. I suppose he 
feels it less, because he has not had a home of his own for a 
good while; that makes a difference.” 

“Ho knows he has a home of his own too,” said Mrs. 
Caxton; “though he bas not reached it yet. I suppose the 
thought of that makes him content.” 

“Ofcourse. But in a heathen land, with heathen desola- 
tion and dark faces all around one, you have no idea how 
at times one’s soul longs for a taste of England. Brother 
Rhys, too, is a man to feel all such things. He has a good 
deal of taste, and what you might call sensitiveness to ex 
ternals.” 

“A good deal,” said Mrs. Caxton, quietly. “Then he has 
some beautiful externals around him.” 

“So they say. But the humanity is deplorable. Well, 
they will get their reward when the Master comes. A man 
leaves everything indecd, when he goes to the South Scas 
os Rhys has done. He would have been very popular in 
England,” 
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“So he will in tho islands.” 

“ Well, so it scems,” said Mr. Morrison. “ He has got the 
ear of those wild creatures, evidently. That’s the man.” 

It was time for evening prayers; and afterwards tho party 
separated; Mrs. Caxton carrying off with her her packet of 
letters unbroken. The morning brought its own business; 
the breakfast was somewhat hurricd; Mr. Morrison took 
his departure; and nothing more was said on the subject of 
South Sea missionaries till tho evening. Then the two 
ladies were again alone together. 

“Are you well to-day, Eleanor?” was Mrs. Caxton’s first 
question at the tea-tuble. 

“ Some headache, aunt Caxton.” 

“ How is that P And I have noticed that your cyes were 
heavy all day.” 

“There is no harm, ma’am. I did not sleep very well,” 

“Why not P” 

“TI think the reading of those letters excited me, aunt 
Caxton.” 

Mrs. Caxton looked at a line of faint crimson which was 
stealing up into Eleanor’s checks, and for a moment stayed 
her words. 

** My dear, there is as good work to be done here, as over 
in Polynesia.” 

“TI do not know, aunt Caxton,” said Eleanor, leaning her 
head on her hand in thoughtful wise. “ England has had 
the light a great while; it must be grand to be the first 
torch-bearers into the darkness.” 

“‘So Mr. Rhys fecls. But then, my dear, I think we are 
to uo the work given us—one here and one there ;—and let 
the Lord place his servants, and our service, as he will.” 

“T do not think otherwise, aunt Caxton.” 

“Would you like to hear some of what Mr. Rhys has 
written tomeP There is a little difference between what is 
sent to a committee, and what is for the private eye of a 
friend.” 

“Yes, ma’am, I would like it,” Eleanor said; but she did 
not say so at all eagerly; and Mrs. Caxton looked at her 
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-once or twice before she changed the subject and spoke of 
something else. She held to her offer, however; and when 
the green cloth and the lamp were again in rcadiness, she 
brought out the Iettcrs. Elcanor took some work and bent 
her head over it. 

“This is one of the latest dates,” Mrs. Caxton said as she 
opened the paper; “written after he had been there a good 
many months and had got fairly acquainted with the lan- 
guago and with the people. It seems to me he has been 
very quick about it.” 

“ Yos, I think so,” Eleanor answered; “but that is his 
way.” 

Mrs, Caxton read. 


* My pear FRIEND, 

“In spite of the world of occan rolling between us, I 
yet have a strange and swect feeling of taking your hand, 
when I set myself to write to you. Spirit and matter seem 
at odds; and far away as I am, with the vegetation and the 
air of the tropics around me, as soon as I begin upon this 
sheot of paper I secm to stand in Plassy again. The dear 
old hills rear their wild outlines before me; the green wealth 
of vegetation is at my fect, but cool and fresh as nothing 
looks to me under the northerly wind which is blowing 
now; and your image is so distinct, that I almost can grasp 
your hand, and almost hear you speak; sce you speak, I do. 
Blessed be the Lord for imagination, as well as for memory! 
Without it, how slowly we should mount to the conception 
of heavenly things and the understanding of himself; and 
the distance between friends would be a sundcring of them 
indecd. But I must not waste time or paper in telling you 
what you know already. 

“By which you will conclude that I am busy. I am as 
busy as I can possibly be. Thatis as I wish it. It is what 
[am here for. I would not have a moment unused. On 
Bunday I have four or five services, of different sorts. Week 
days I have an English school, a writing school, oue beforo 
and the other aftcr mid-day; and later still, a school for 
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native instruction. Every moment of time that is free, or 
would be, is necded for visiting the sick, whose demands 
upon us are constant. But this gives great opportunity to 
preach the gospel and win the hearts of the people. 

““Some account of a little preaching and teaching journey 
in which I took part some few months ago, I have « mind to 
give you. Our objcct was specially an island between one 
oud two hundred miles away, where many have become 
Christians, and not in name only; but where up to this time 
no missionary has been stationed, We visit them when we 
can. This time we had the advantage of a brig to make the 
voyage in; the mission ship was here with the Superine 
tendent, and ho desired to visit the place. We arrived at 
evening in the neighbourhood; at a little island close by, 
where all the people are now Christian. Mr. Lefferts went 
ashore in a canoe to make arrangements; and the next day 
we followed. It was a beautiful day and as beautiful a sight 
as eyes could sce. We visited the houses of the native 
teachers, who were subjects of admiration in every respect; 
mct candidates for baptism and examined them; marricd a 
couple; and Bro. Griffiths preached. There is a new chapel, 
of very neat native workmanship; with a pulpit carved out 
of a solid picce of wood, oiled to give it colour and gloss. In 
the chapel the whole population of the island was assembled, 
dressed in new dresscs, attentive and interested. So were 
we, you may belicve, when we remembered that only two 
years ago all these people were heathens. O! these islands 
are a glorious place now and then, in spots where the devil’s 
reign.is broken. I wish you could have scen us afterwards, 
my dear friend, at our native feast spread on the ground 
under the trees; you who never saw a table set but with 
exact and elegant propriety. We had no table; believe me, 
we were too happy and hungry to mind that. I do not 
think you would have quarrelled with our dishes; they were 
no other and no worse than the thick broad glossy leaves of 
the banana. No fault could be found with their elegance; 
and our napkins were of the green rind of the same trce, 
Cocoanut shells were our substitute for flint glass, and I like 
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it very well; especially when cocoanut milk is the refreshe 
ment to be served in them. Knives and forks we had none! 
What would you have said tothat? Our meat was boiled 
fowls and*baked yams and fish dressed in various ways; and 
the fingers of the natives, or our own, were our only dividers. 
But I have seen less pleasant entertainments; and I only 
could wish you had been there—so you might have whisked 
back to England the next minute after it was over, on some 
convenient fairy carpet such as I used to read of in Eastern 
tales when I was a boy. For us, we had to make our way 
in haste back to the ship, which lay in the offing, and could 
not come near on account of the reef barrier. We got on 
board safely, passing the reefs where once an American ship 
was wrecked and her crew killed and eaten by the people of 
theso parts. 

“The next day wo made the land we sought, and got 
ashore through a tremendous surf. Here we found the 
island had lately bcen the seat of war—some of the heathen 
having resolved to put an end by violence to the Christian 
religion there, or as they call it, the lotu. The Christians 
had gained the victory, and then had treated their enemies 
with the utmost kindness; which had produced a great 
effect upon them. The rest of the day after our landing 
was spent in making thorough inquiry into this matter; 
and in a somewhat extended preaching service. At night 
we slept on a mat laid for us, or tried to sleep; but my 
thoughts were too busy; and the clear night sky was wit- 
ness to a great many restless movements, I am afraid, before 
I lost them in forgetfulness; the occasion of which, I sup- 
pose, was the near prospect of sending letters home to Eng- 
land by the ship. At any rate, England and the South Scas 
were very near together that night; and I was fain to re- 
member that heaven is nearer yet. But the remembrance 
came, and with it sleep. The next day was a day of busi- 
ness. Marrying eouples (over forty of them), baptizing 
converts, preaching; then mecting the teachers and class- 
lusders, and examining them as to their Christian cxp:cri- 
euce, etc. From dawn till long past mid-day we were busy 
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eo; and then were ready for another feast in the open air 
like that or.e I described to you—for we had had no break- 
fast. We had done all the work we could do at that time at 
Ono, and sought our ship immcdiatcly after dinner; passing 
tlirough a surf too heavy for the canocs to weather. 

“ Let me tell you some of the testimony given by these 
converts from heathenism; given simply and heartily, by 
men who have not learned their religion by book nor copicd 
it out of other men’s mouths. It was a very thrilling thing 
to hear them, these poor cnterers into the light, who have 
but just passed the line of darkness. One said, ‘I love the 
Lord, and I know he loves me; not for anything in me, or 
for anything I have done; but for Christ’s sake alone. I 
trust in Christ and am happy. I listen to God, that he may 
do with me as he pleases. I am thankful to have lived until 
the Lord’s work has begun. I feel it in my heart! I hold 
Jesus! Iam happy! My heart is full of love to God!’ 

“ Another said, ‘One good thing I know, —tho sacred 
blood of Jesus. I desire nothing else.’ ° 

** Another,—‘ I know that God has justified me through 
the sacred blood of Jesus. I know assuredly that I am re- 
conciled to God. I know of the work of God in my soul. 
The sacred Spirit makes it clear to me. I wish to preach 
the Gospel, that others also may know Jesus.’ 

“ All these have becn engaged the past year in teaching 
or proclaiming the truth in various ways. Another of their 
number who was dying, one or two of us went to see. One 
of us asked him if he was afraid to dieP ‘No,’ he said, ‘T 
nm sheltered. The great Saviour died forme, The Lord’s 
wrath is removed. I am his.’ And another time he re- 
-marked, ‘ Death is a fearfully great thing, but I fear it not. 
There is a Saviour below the skies.’ 

“So there is a helmet of salvation for the poor Fijian as 
well as for the favoured people at home. Praise be to the 
Lord! Did I tell you, my dear friend, I was restless at the 
thought of sending Ictters home? Let me tell you now, [ 
am happy; as happy as I sould be in any place in the world; 
aud I would not be in any other place, by my own chcice, 
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for all the things in the world. I need only to be made 
more holy. Just in proportion as I am that, ] am happy 
and Iam useful. I want to be perfectly holy. But there is 
the same way of trusting for the poor Fijian and for me; 
and I believe in that same precious blood I shall be made 
clean, even as they. I want to preach Christ a thousand 
times more than J do. I long to make his love known to 
these poor people. I rejoice in being here, where every 
minute may tell actively for him. My dear friend, when we 
get home, do what we will, we shall not think we have done 
cnough. 

“ Our life here is full of curious contrasts. Within doors, 
what our old habits have stereotyped as propriety is sadly 
trenched upon. Before the ship came, Mrs. Lefferts’ stock 
of comfort in one line was reduced to a single tea-cup; and 
in other stores, the demands of the natives had caused us to 
run very short. You know it is only by payment o{various 
useful articles that we secure any service done or purchase 
any native produce. Money is unknown. Fruit and vego- 
tables, figs, fish, crabs, fowls, we buy with iron tools, pieces 
of calico, and the like; and if our supply of these runs out, 
we have to draw upon the store of things nceded by ours 
selves; and blankets and hardware come to be minus. Then, 
forgetting this, which it is easy to do, all the world without 
is a world of glorious beauty. How I wish I could show it 
to you! These islands are of very various character, and 
many of them like the garden of Eden for natural loveliness, 
showing almost every kind of scenery within a small area. 
Most of them are girdled more or less entircly by what is 
called a barrier reef—an outside and independent coral fore 
mation, sometimes narrow, sometimes miles in width, on the 
outer edge of which the sea breaks in an endless line of 
white foam. Within the reef the lagoon, as it is called, is 
perfectly still and clear; and such glories of the animal and 
vegetable world as lie beneath its surface, 1 have no time to 
describe to you now. I have had little time to examins 
them; but once or twice I have taken a canoe and a picce of 
rest, giiding over this submarine garden, and rejoicing 


IN CORRESPONDENCE, 433 


the Lord who has made everything so beautiful in its tima, 
My writing hour is over for to-day. I am going five or six 
miles to see a man who is said to be very ill. 

“Fob. 16. The man had very little the matter with him. 
I had my walk for nothing, so far as my character of doctor 
or nurse was concerned. 

“JT will give you a little notion of the beauty of these 
islands, in tho description of one that I visited a short timo 
azo. It is one of our out-stations—too small to have a 
teacher given it; so it is visited from time to time by Mr. 
Lefferts and myself. With a fair wind the distance is hardly 
o day’s journey; but sometimes, as in this case, it consumes 
two days. The voyage was made in a native canoe, manned 
by native sailors, some Christian, some heathen. They are 
good navigators, for savages, and need be, for the character 
of the seas hore, threaded with a network of coral reefs 
makes navigatiow?a delicate matter. Our voyage procecded 
very well, until we got to the entrance of the island. That 
seems a strange sentence, but the island itself is a circle 
nearly; a band of volcanic rock, not very wide, enclosing a 
lake or lagoon within its compass. There is only a rather 
narrow channel of entrance. Hero we were met by difficulty. 
The surf breaking shorewards was tremendously high, and 
meeting and struggling with it came a rush of the current 
from within. Between the two opposing waters the canoe 
was tossed and swayed like a reed. It was, for a few mo- 
ments, a scene to be remembered, and not a little terrific. 
The shoutings and exertions of the men, who felt the danger 
of their position, added to the roar and the power of the 
waters, which tossed us hither and thither as a thing of no 
consequence, made it a strange wild minute, till we emerged 

from all that struggle and roar into the still, beautiful quiet 
of the lagoon inside. Imagine it, surrounded with its bor- 
der of rocky land covered with noble trees, and spotted with 
islets covered in like manner. The whole island is of volcanic 
formation, and its rocks are of black scoria. The theory is, 
I believe, that a volcano once occupied the whole centre of 
such islands, which sinking afterwards away, left its place to 
FF 
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the occupancy of a lake instcad. Wowevor produced, the 
effect is singular in its wild beauty. The soil of this island 
is poor for any purpose but growing timber ; the inhabitants 
consequently are not many, and they live on roots and fish, 
and what we should think still poorer food, a great wood 
maggot, which is found in plenty. There are but four vil- 
lages, two of them Christian. I stayed there one night and 
the next day, giving them all I could, and it was a good 
time to me. The day after I returned home. O sweet 
gospel of Christ! which is lighting up these dark places; 
and O my blessed Master! who stands by his servants and 
gives them his own presence and love, when they are about 
his work and tho world is far from them, and men would 
call them lonely. There is no loneliness where Christ is. I 
must finish this long letter with giving you the dying testi- 
mony of a Tongian preacher who has just gone to his home. 
He came here as a missionary from his own land, and has 
worked hard and successfully. He said to Mr. Calvert the 
day before his death, ‘TI have long enjoyed religion and felt 
its power. In my former illness I was happy, but now I am 
greatly blessed. The Lord has come down with mighty 
power into my soul, and I feel the blessedness of full rest of 
soul in God. I fcel religion to be peculiarly sweet, and my 
rejoicing is great. I sce more fully and clearly the truth of 
the word and Spirit of God, and the snitableness of the 
Saviour. The whole of Christianity I sce as exccedingly 
excellent.’ 

“With this testimony I close, my dear friend. It ia 
mine; I can ask no bettcr for you than that is may be 
yours.” 


Mrs. Caxton ended her reading and looked at Eleanor. 
She had done that several times in the course of the reading. 
Eleanor was always bent over her work, and busily attentive 
to it; but on each check a spot of colour had been fixed and 
deepening, till now it had reached a broad flush. Silence 
fell as the reading ceased; Elcanor did not look up; Mrs, 
Caxton did not take her eyes from her niece's face. It was 
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with a kind of subdued sigh that at last she turned from the 
table and put her papers away. 

“Mr. Morrison is not altogether in the wrong,” she re- 
marked at length. “It is better fora man in those far-off 
regions, and amidst so many labours and trials, to have the 
comfort of his own home.” 

“Do you think Mr. Rhys writes as if he felt the want?” 

“It is hard to tell what a man wants by his writing. 
am not quite at rest on that point.” 

“ How happened it that he did not marry, like everybod 
else, before going there P” 

“ He is a fastidious man,” said Mrs. Caxton; “ one of those 
men that are rather difficult to pleasc, I fancy; and that are 
apt enough to mect with hindrances because of the very 
nice points of their own nature.” 

“JT don’t think you need wish any better for him, aunt 
Caxton, than, to judge by his letters, he has and enjoys as he 
is. He seems t9 me, and always did, a very enviable person.” 

“Can you tell why ?” 

“ Good—happy—and useful,” said Eleanor. But her voice 
was a little choked. 

“You know grace is free,” said Mrs. Caxton. “He would 
tell you so. Ring the bell, my dear. And asinner saved in 
England is as precious as one saved in Fijii Let us work 
where our place is, and thank the Lord |” 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 


** Speak, is’t 50? 
af it be so, yon have wound a goodly clue; 
If it be not, forswear’t: howe’er, I chargo thoe, 
As heaven shall work in me for thino avail, 
To toll me truly.” 


Ma. Mornison’s visit had drifted off into the distance of 
tima; and the subject of South Sca missions had passed out 
of sight, for all that appeared. Mrs. Caxton did not bring 
it up again after that evening, and Elcanor did not. ‘The 
household went on with its quiet ways. Perhaps Mrs 
Caxton was a trifle more silent and ruminative, and Eleanor 
more persistently busy. She had been used to be busy; in 
these weeks she secmed to have forgotten how to rest. She 
looked tired accordingly sometimes; and Mrs, Caxton noe 
ticed it, 

“What became of your bill, Eleanor P” she said suddenly 
one evening. They had both been sitting at work some 
time without a word. 

“‘ My bill, ma'am? What do you mean, aunt Caxton P” 

“Your Ragged school bill.” 

“It reached its second reading, ma’am; and there it met 
With opposition.” 

* And fell through ?” 

“T suppose so—for the present. Its time will come, I 
hope; the time for its essential provisions, I mean.” 

“Do you think Mr. Carlislo could have secured ils pay» 
sage P” 
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“Trom what I know and have heard of him, I have no 
doubt he could.” 

His love is not very generous,” remarkcd Mrs. Caxton. 

“Tt never was, aunt Caxton. After I left London I lad 
little hope of my bill, I am not disappointed,” . 

‘My dear, arc you weary to-night ?” 

“No, ma'am, not particularly.” 

“T shall have to find some play-work for youtodo. Your 
voice speaks something like weariness.” 

‘*T do not feel it, aunt Caxton.” 

“Eleanor, have you any regret for any part of your de- 
cision and action with respect to Mr. Carlisle P” 

“ Never, aunt Caxton. Ifow can you ask me?” 

“TI did not know but you mig™t feel weariness now at 
your long stay in Plassy, and the prospect of a continued 
life here.” 

Eleanor put down her work, came to Mrs. Caxton, knelt 
down and put her arms about her; kissing her with kisses 
that certainly carried conviction with them. 

‘It is the most wicked word I ever heard you say, aunt 
Caxton. I love Plassy beyond all places in the world, that 
I have ever beenin. No part of my life has been so pleasant 
as the part spent here. If I am weary, I sometimes fecl as 
if my life were singularly cut off from its natural duties, 
and stranded somehow, all alone; but that is an unbelieving 
thought, and I do not give it harbour at al I am very 
content—very happy.” 

Mrs. Caxton brought her hand tenderly down the side of 
the smooth cheek before her, and her eyes grew somewhat 
misty. But that was a rare occurrence, and the exhibition 
of it was immediately dismissed. She kissed Eleanor, and 
returned to her ordinary manner. 

“Talking about stranded lives,” she said; “to take another 
subject,—you must forgive me for that one, dcar,—I think 
of Mr. Rhys very often. 

“ His life is not stranded,” said Eleanor; “ it is under full 
gail.” 

* He is alone, though.” 
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“T do not belicve he feels alone, annt Caxton.* 

“TI do not know,” said Mrs. Caxton. “A man of a& sen 
sitive nature must fecl, I should think, in his circumstances 
that he has put an immense distance between himsclf anc 
all whom he loves.” 

“ But I thought ho had scarcely auy family relations left.” 

“Did it never occur to you,” said Mrs. Caxton, “ when 
you used to see him here, that there was somebody, some- 
whore, who had a picce of his heart ?” 

“No, ma’am, never!” Eleanor said with some energy. 
“I never thought he seemed like it.” 

“I did not know anything about it,” Mrs. Caxton went on 
slowly, “until a little while before he went away—some 
time after you were here. Thon I learned that it was the 
truth.” 

Eleanor worked away very diligently, and made no an- 
ewer. Mrs. Caxton furtively watched her; Eleanor’s head 
was bent down over her sewing, but when she raised it to 
change the position of her work, Mrs. Caxton saw a set of 
her lips that was not natural, 


“You never suspected anything of the kind?” she re- 
peated. 


“No, ma’am, and it would take strong testimony to make 
me believe it.” 

“Why so, pray ?” 

“I should have thought—but it is no matter what I 
thought about it.” 

“ Nay, if I ask you, it is matter. Why should it be hard 
to believe, of Mr. Rhys especially ?” 

“Nothing; only—I should have thought, if he liked any 
one—a woman—that she would have gone with him.” 

“You forget where he was bound to go. Do you think 
many women would have chosen to go with him to such & 
home—perhaps for the remainder of their lives? I think 
many would have hesitated.” 

“ But you forget for what he was going; and any woman 
whom he would have liked, would have liked his object too.” 

“You think so,” said Mrs. Caxton; “but I cannot wonder 
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at his having doubted. There are a great many questions 
about going such a journey, my dear.” 

“And did the lady refuse to go?” said Eleanor, bending 
over her work and speaking huskily. 

“T do not think he ever asked her. I almost wish he 
had.” 

“ Almost, aunt Caxton? Why, he may have done her the 
greatest wrong. She might like him without his knowing 
it; it was not fair to go without giving her the chance of 
saying what she would do.” , 

“Well, he is gone,” said Mrs. Caxton; “and he went 
alone. I think men make mistakes sometimes.” 

Eleanor sewed on nervously, with a more despcrate 
haste than she knew, or than was in the least called for by 
tho work in hand. Mrs. Caxton watched her, and turned 
away to the contemplation of the fire. 

“Did the thought ever occur to you, Eleanor,” she went 
on very gravely, “that he fancied you ?” 

Eleanor’s glance up was even pitiful in its startled appeal. 

“No, ma’am, of course not!” she said hastily. “ Except 
—O aunt Caxton, why do you ask me such a thing?” 

“ Except—my dear ?” 

“Except a foolish fancy of an hour,” said Eleanor, in 
overwhelmed confusion. “One day, for a little time—aunt 
Caxton, how can you ask me such a thing P” 

“T had a little story to tell you, my dear; and I wanted 
to make sure that I should do no harm in telling it. What 
is there so dreadful in such a question ?” 

But Eleanor only brushed away a hot tear from her flushed 
face and went on with her sewing. Or essayed to do it, for 
Mrs. Caxton thought her vision seemed to be not very clear. 

“What made you think so that time, Eleanor? and what 
is the matter, my dear P”’ 

“Tt hurts me, aunt Caxton, the question. You know we 
were friends, and I liked him very much, as I had reason; 
but I never had cause to fancy that he thought anything of 
me—only once I fancied it without cause ” 

“On what occasion, my love?” 
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“Tt was only a little thing—a nothing—a chance word. I 
saw immediately that I was mistaken.” 

“Did the thought displease you?” 

“ Aunt Caxton, why should you bring up such a thing 
naw P” said Eleanor, in very great distress. 

“Did it displease you, Eleanor P” 

“No, aunty,” said the girl; and her head dropped in her 
hands then. 

“ My love,” Mrs. Caxton said, very tenderly, “I know. ‘is 
before—I thought I did—but it was best to bring it out 
openly, for I could not else have executed my commission, 
I have a message from Mr. Rhys to you, Eleanor,” 

“A message to me?” said Eleanor, without raising hor 
head. 

“Yes, You were not mistaken.” 

**In what?” 

Eleanor looked up; and amidst sorrow and shame and 
confusion, there was a light of fire, like the touch the sum- 
mer sun gives to the mountain-tops before he getsup. Mrs, 
Caxton looked at her flushed tearful face, and the hidden 
light in her eye; and her next words were'as gentle as the 
very fall of the sunbeams themselves. 

* My love, it is true.” 

: What, aunt Caxton ?” 

“You were not mistaken.” 

* In what, ma’am ?” 

“In thinking what you thought that day, when some- 
thing—a mere nothing—made you think that Mr. Rhys 
liked you.” 

“ But, aunty,” said Hleanor,—a scarlet flood refilling the 
checks which had partially faded,—“ I had never the least 
reason to think so again.” 

“That is Mr. Rhys’s affair. But you may believe it now, 
for he told me; and I give it to you on his own testimony.” 

It was curious to Mrs. Caxton to see Hleanor’s face. She 
did not hide it; she turned it a little away from her aunt’s 
full view and sat very still, while the intense flush passed 
away, and left only a nameless rosy glow, that almost re- 
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minded Mrs. Caxton of the perfume as well as of the colour 
of the flower it was likened to. There was a certain unfold- 
ing sweetness in Eleanor’s face, that was most like tho opon- 
ing of a rosebud just getting into full blossom ; but the lips, 
unbent into happy lines, were a little shamefaced, and would 
not open to speak a word or ask another question, So they 
both sat still—the younger and elder lady. 

“Do you want me to tell you any more, Eleanor?” 

“Why do you tell me this at all now, aunt Caxton P” Elea- 
nor said, very slowly and without stirring. 

“Mr. Rhys desired I should.” 

* Why, aunt Caxton P” 

“Why do gentlemen generally desire such things to bo 
made known to young ladics P” 

“ But, ma’am !”—said Eleanor, the crimson starting again. 

“ Well, my dear P” 

“There is the whole breadth of the earth between us.” 

“Ships traverse it,” said Mrs. Caxton, coolly. 

*Do you mean that he is coming home?” said Eleanor. 
Her face was a study, for its changing lights; too quick, too 
mingled, too subtle in their expression, to be described. So 
it was at this instant. Half eager and half shamefaccd; 
an unmistakeable glow of delight, and yet something that 
was very like shrinking. 

“No, my love,” Mrs. Caxton made answer, “I do not 
mean that. He would not leave his place and his work, 
even for you.” 

* But then, ma’am—"” 

“What all this signifies P you would ask. Are you sorry— 
do you feel any regret—that it should be made known to you?” 
* No, ma'am,” said Eleanor, low, and hanging her head. 

“ What it signifies, I do not know. That depends upon 
the answer to a very practical question which I must now 
put to you. If Mr. Rhys were stationed in England, and 
could tell you all this himself, what would you say to him in 
answer P” 

“TJ could give him but one, aunt Caxton,” said Eleanor in 
the same manner. 


4A3 TIE OLD NELMET. 


“ And that would bo a grant of his demand ?” 

“ You know it would, ma’am, without asking me.” 

“Now we come to the question. He cannot leave his 
work to come to you. Is your regard for him enough to 
make you go to Fiji?” 

“Not without asking, aunt Caxton,” Eleanor said, turn- 
ing away. 

“ Suppose he has asked you P” 

“ But, dcar aunt Caxton,” Eleanor said in a troubled voice, 
“he never said one word to me of his liking for me, nor to 
draw out my feeling towards him.” 

“‘ Suppose he has said it?” 

“Tow, ma’amP By word, or in writing ?* 

“Tn writing.” 

Elcanor was silent a little, with her head turned away; 
then she said in o subdued way, “May I have it, aunt 
Caxton P” 

“‘ My dear, I was not to give them to you except I found 
that you were favourably disposed towards the object of 
them. Ifyou ask me for them again, it must be upon that 
understanding.” 

“Will you plcase to give them to me, aunt Caxton?” 
Eleanor said in the same subdued tone. 

Mrs. Caxton rose and went to a secretary in the room for 
one or two papers, which she brought and put in Eleanor’s 
hand. Then folding her arms round her, stooped down and 
kissed the turned-away face. Elcanor roso up to meet the 
embrace, and they held each other fast for a little while, 
neither in any condition to speak. 

“The Lord bless you, my child!” said Mrs. Caxton, as she 
reloased her. “ You must make theso letters a matter of 
prayer. And take care that you do the Lord’s will in this 
business—not your own.” 

“ Aunt Caxton,” said Eleanor presently, “ why was this 
not told me long ago—hbefore Mr. Rhys went away?” She 
spoke the words with difficulty. 

“Tt is too long a story to tell to-night,” Mrs. Caxton said, 
aficr hesitating. “ He was entirely ignorant of what your 
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fecling might be towards him—ignorant too how far you 
might be willing to do and dare for Christ’s sakc—and 
doubtful how far the world and Mr. Carlisle might be able 
to prevail with you if they had a fair chance. He could not 
risk taking a wife to Fiji who had not fuirly counted the 
cost.” 

“He was so doubtful of me, and yet liked moP” said 
Eleanor. 

“‘ My love, there is no accounting for these things,” Mra. 
Caxton said with a smile. 

** And he left these with you to give to me P” 

“One was left—the other was sent. One comes from 
Fiji. I will tell you about them to-morrow. It is too long 
a story for to-night; and you have quite enough to think 
about already. My dear Eleanor |” 

They parted without more words, only with another speak- 
ing embrace, more expressive than words; and without 
looking at the other, each went to her own room. Eleanor’s 
was cosy and bright in winter as well as in summer; a fire 
of the peculiar fuel used in the region of the neighbourhood, 
made of cakes of coal and sand, glowed in the grate, and 
the whole colouring of the drapery and the furniture was of 
that warm rich cast which comforts the eye and not a little 
disposes the mind to be comfortable in conformity. The 
only wood fire used in the house was the one in the sitting- 
parlour. Before her grate-full of glowing coals Eleanor sat 
down, and looked at the two letters she held in her hand, 
Looked at the handwriting too, with curious scrutiny, before 
she ventured to open and read either paper. Wondered too, 
with an odd side-thought, why her fingers should tremblo 
so in handling these, when no letter of Mr. Carlisle's 
writing had ever reminded her that her fingers had nerves 
belonging to them. One was a little letter, which Mrs. 
Caxton had told her was the first to be read; it was ad- 
dressed, “In the hand of Mrs. Caxton, for Miss Eleanor 
Powle.” That note Eleanor’s little fingers opened with as 
slight tearing of the paper as might be. It was in few words 
indeed, 
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“ Although I know that these lines will never mect the 
eyo of her for whom they are written, unless she be favour- 
ably inclined both to them and to me; yet in the extreme 
doubt which possesses me whether that condition will be 
ever fulfilled, and consequently whether I am not writing 
what no one will ever read, I find it very difficult to say 
anything. Something charges me with foolhardiness, and 
something with presumption; but there is a something else, 
which is stronger, that overthrows the charges and bids mo 
go on. 

“If you ever see these lines, dear Eleanor, you will know 
alroady what they have to tcll you; but it is fit you should 
have it in my own words; that—not the first place in my 
heart—but the second—is yours; and yours without any 
rivalry. There is one thing dearer to me than you—it is my 
King and his service; after that, you have all the rest. 

“ What is it worth to you? anything? and what will you 
say to me in reply P 

“When you read this I shall be at a distance—before I 
can read your answer I shall bo at the othor side of the 
globe. Iam not writing to gratify a vague sentiment, but 
with a definite purpose—and cven, though it mocks me, a 
definite hope. It is much to ask—I hardly dare put it in 
words—it is hardly possible—that you should come to me. 
But if you are ready to do and venture anything in the ser- 
vice of Christ—and if you are willing to share a life that is 
wholly given to God, to be spent where and how he pleases, 
and that is to take up its portion for the present and pro- 
bably for long, in the depths of South Sea barbarism—let 
your own heart tell you what welcome you will receive. 

“I can say no more. May my Lord bless and keep you. 
May you know the fulness of joy that Jesus can give his 
beloved. May you want nothing that is good for you. 

“R. Ritys.” 


The other letter was longer. It was dated “Island Vul- 
anga, in the South Seas, March, 18—,” ~ 
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“My Dear Erranon,— : 

‘IT do not know what presumption moves me to address 
you again, and from this far-away place. I say to mysclf 
that it is presumption; and yet I yield to tho impulse. 
Perhaps it is partly the wish to enjoy once at least even this 
fancied communion with you, before some news comes which 
may shut mie off from it forever. But I yield to the temp< 
tation. I feel very far from you to-day; the tops of the 
bread-fruit trees that I seo from my window, the banana 
tree with its bunches of fruit and broad bright lcaves just 
before my door—this very hot north wind that is blowing 
and making it so difficult to do anything and almost to 
breathe—all remind me that I am in another land; and by 
the very force of contrast, the fresh Welsh mountains, the 
green meadows, the cool sweet air of Plassy—and your face 
—come before me. Your face, most of all. My mind can 
think of nothing it would be so refreshing to sce. I will 
write what I please; for you will never read it if the reading 
would be impertinent; and something tells me you will 
read it. 

“This is one of the hot months,-when exertion is at times 
very difficult. The heat is oppressive, and takes away 
strength and endurance. But it is for my Master. That 
thought cures all. To be weary for Christ, is not to be 
weary; it is better than any delights without him. Soeach 
day is a boon; and each day that 1 have been able to fill up 
well with work for God, I rejoice and give thanks, There is 
no limit here to the work to be done; it presses upon us at 
all points. We cannot teach all that ask for teaching; we 
can hardly attend to the calls of the sick; hundreds and 
hundreds stand stretching out their hands to us with the 
prayer that we would come and tell them about religion, 
and we cannot go! Our hands are already full; our hearts 
break for the multitudes who want the truth, to whom we 
cannot give it. We wish that every talent we have were 
multiplied. We wish that we could work all night as well 
as all day. Above all, J want to be more like my Lord. 
When I am all Christ's, then I shall be to the praise of his 
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glory, who called me out of darkness into his marvellous 
light. I want to be altogether holy; then I shall be quite 
happy and useful, and there is no other way. Are you satis- 
fiod with less, Eleanor? If you are, you are satisfied with 
less than satisfies Christ. Jind out where you stand. Re- 
member, it is as true for you as it was for Paul to say, 
‘Through Christ I can do all things.’ 

“There are a few native Christians here who are ears 
nestly striving to be holy. But around them all is darkness 
—blacker than you can even conccive. Where the Sunof 
righteousness has shined, there the golden beams of Fiji's 
morning lic; it is a bright spot here and there; but our 
eyes long for the day. Wo know and believe it is coming, 
But when? I understand out here the meaning of that 
recommendation—‘ Pray ye therefore the Lord of the har- 
vest, that he would send forth labourers into the harvest,’ 
You can hardly understand it in England. Do you pray 
that prayor, Eleanor P 

“ Before I left England I wrote you a note; amid the 
exquisite pleasure and pain of which lurked a hope—with- 
out which it would not have been written, but which I now 
seo to have becn very visionary. Itis possible that circum- 
stances may be so that the note may have been read by 
you; in that case Mrs. Caxton will give you this; but at the 
distance of space and time that intervenes now, and with 
cooler thoughts and better knowledge, I feel it to be scarcely 
possible that you should comply with the request I was 
daring enough to make to you. Ido not expectit. I have 
ceased to allow myself to hope forit. I think I was unrea- 
sonable to ask—and I will never think you unreasonable 
for refusing—so extravagant a demand. Even if you were 
willing, your friends would not allow it. And I would not 
disguise from you that the difficulties and dangers to be met 
in coming here, are more and greater than can possibly 
have been represented to you. Humanly speaking, that is; 
I have myself no fear, and never have felt any. But the 
evils that surround us—that come to our knowledge and 
under our very eyes—are real and tangible and dreadful. 
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So much the more reason for our being here;—but so much 
the less likely that you, gently reared and delicately cared 
for, will be allowed to risk your delicate nurture in this land 
of savages. There is cannibalism here, and to the most 
dreadful extent; there is all the defilement of life and man- 
ners that must be where human beings have no respect for 
humanity; and all this must come more or less under the 
immediate knowledge and notice of those that live here. The 
Lord God is @ sun and shicld; we dwell in him and not in 
the darkness; neverthcless our cyes see what our hearts 
grieve over. I could not shield you from it entircly were 
you here; you would have to endure what in England you 
could not endure. There arc minor trials many and often 
to be encountered; some of which you will have learned 
from other letters of the mission. 

“The heathen around us are not to bo trusted, and will 
occasionally lay their hands upon something we need very 
ouch, and carry it off. Not long ago, the house of Mr. 
Thomas, on a neighbouring station, was entered at night 
and robbed of almosé all the wearing apparel it contained. 
The entrance was effected silently, by cutting into the thin 
reed and grass wall of the house; and nobody knew any. 
thing of the matter till next morning. Then the signs 
showed that the depredators had been prepared to commit 
violence if resisted. I do not know—but I am inclined to 
think such a thing would not happen in my house. I have 
been enabled to gain the good will of the people very gene- 
rally, by kindness to the sick, etc.; and two or three of the 
most powerful chiefs in this vicinity have declared them- 
selves each formally my ‘friend ’—a title of honour which I 
scrupulously give and take with them. Novertheless they 
are not to be relied upon. What ofthat? The eternal God 
is our refuge! Aftcrall, I come back into fecling how safe 
we are, rather than how exposed. 

“Yet all I have told you istrue, and much more. Let no 
one come here who does not love Christ well enough to 
suffer the loss of all things for his sake, if necessary; for it 
may be demanded of him. He wants the helmet of salve 
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tion on his head; but with that, it does not mattcr where 
wo are—glory to the Captain of our salvation! Fiji is very 
near heaven, Eleanor—nearer than England; and if I dared, 
I would say, I wish you were hcre;—but I do not dare. I do 
not know what is best. I leave you to your own judgment 
of what you ought to do, and to that better direction which 
will teli you. For me, I know that I shall not want—not 
so but that I can find my supply; and soon I shall be where 
I shall not want at all, Meanwhile every day is a glad day 
to me, for it is given to my Lord; and Jesus is with me, 
The people hear the word gladly, and with somo fruit of it 
continually our hearts are checred. I would not be any- 
where else than I am. My choice would be, if I had ms 
choice, to live and die in Fiji. 

“TI daro not trust myself to say the thoughts that come 
surging up for utterance; it is wiser not. If my first note 
to you was presumptuous, this at least is the writing of a 
calmer and wiser man. I have resigned tho expectations of 
amoment. But it isno harm for me to say I love you ag 
well as ever; that I shall do, I think, till I die; although I 
shall never sce you again, and dare not promise myself I 
shall ever again write to you. It may be it will be best not, 
even as a friend, to do that. Pcrhaps as a friend I could 
not. It is not as a friend that I sign myself now, 

“Rowand Rays.” 


Poor Eleanor! She was, of all people in the world, the 
least given to be sentimental or soft-hearted in a foolish 
way; but strong as she was, there was something in these 
letters—or some mixture of things—that entered her heart 
like an arrow through the joints of an armour, and found 
her as defenceless. Tears came with that resistless, ceasee 
less, moasureless flow, as when the secret nerve of tenders 
ness has been reached, and every barrier of pride or self- 
consideration is broken down or passed over. So kecn the 
touch was to Eleanor, that weeping could not quict it. 
A ftor all, it was only a heavy summer shower—not a winter 
storm. Eleanor hushed her sobs at last vo begin her prayers; 
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and there the rest of the night left her. The morning was 
dawning grey in the east, when she threw herself upon her 
bed for an hour’s sleep. Sleep came then without waiting. 

- Perhaps Mrs. Caxton had not been much more reposeful 
than her niece; for she was not the first one down stairs. 
Eleanor was there before her; Mrs. Caxton watchcd her ag 
she came in; she was ceremoniously putting the fire in best 
burning condition, and brushing up the ashes from the 
hearth. As Mrs. Caxton came near, Eleanor looked up, and 
a silent greeting passed between them; very affectionate, 
but silent evidently of purpose. Neither of them was ready 
to speak. The bell was rung, tho servants were gathered; 
and immediately after prayers breakfast was brought in. It 
was a silent meal for the first half of it. Mrs. Caxton still 
watched Eleanor, whose eyes did not readily meet hers. 
What about her? Her manner was as usual, one woul 
have said; yet it was nof—nor was she. A little delicate 
undefined difference made itself felt; and that Mrs. Caxton 
was studying. A little added gracc; a little added deft- 
ness and alacrity; Mrs. Caxton had seen it in that order 
taken of the fire before breakfast; she saw it and read it 
then. And in Eleanor’s face correspondingly there was the 
same difference; impossible to tell where it lay, it was 
equally impossible not to perceive it. Though her face was 
grave enough, there was a beauty in the lines of it that yes- 
terday had not scen; a nameless witness in the corners of 
her mouth, that told tales the tongue would not. Mrs, 
Caxton looked on and saw it and read 16, for half the break- 
fast time, before she spoke. Maybe she had a secret sigh 
or two to cover; but at any rate there was nothing like that 
in her look or her voice when she spoke. 

“ So you will go, Eleanor ?” 

Eleanor started, and coloured; then looked down at her 
plate, the blush growing universal. 

‘Have you decided, my love P” 

Eleanor leaned her head upon her hand, as if with the 
question came the remembrance of last night’s burden of 
thoughts; but her answer was a quiet low “ yes.” 

GG . és 
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‘May I know—for I feel myself responsible to a degree in 
this matter—may I know, on what ground ?” | 

Eleanor’s look was worth five hundred pounds. The 
little glance of surprise and consciousness—the flash of hid- 
den light, there was no necd to ask from what magazine, 
answeréd socompletcly, so involuntarily. She cast down her 
eycs immedihtely, and answered in words sedate enough— 

*Bocause I am unable to come to any other decision, 
ma'am.” 

“But Eleanor, my dear,” said Mrs. Caxton,—do you 
know, Mr. Rhys himself would be unwilling you should 
come to him for his own sake alone—in Fiji.” 

Eleanor turned away from the table at that, and covered 
her face with her hands; a perfect rush of confusion bring- 
ing over face and neck and almost even over the little white 
fingers, a suffusing crimson glow. She spoke presently. 

“‘T cannot say anything to that, aunt Caxton. I have tried 
myself as well as I can. I think I would go anywhere and 
do anything where I saw clearly my work and my place were 
put for me. Ido not know anything more about it.” 

“My love, that is enough. I believe you. I entirely ap- 
prove your decision. I spoke because I needed to ask the 
question he would have asked if he had been here. Mr. 
Rhys has written to me xery stringently on the et re 

“So he has to me, ma’am.” 

“If you have settled that question with your conscience, 
my dear, there is no more necessary to be said about it. 
Conscience should be clear on that point, and the question 
settled securely. Ifit is not, you had better take time for 
thought and self-searching.” 

“T do not need it, aunt Caxton.” 

Mrs. Caxton left her place and came round to Eleanor, for 
the sole purpose of taking her in her arms and kissing her, 
Grave, earnest kisses, on brow and cheek, speaking a heart 
full of sympathy, full of tenderness, full of appreciation of 
all that this decision of Hleanor’s involved, full of satisfaction 
with it too. A very unusual sort of demonstration from 
Mrs. Caxton, as was the occasion that called for it. Eleanor 
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received it as the seal of the whole business between them. 
Her aunt’s arms detained her lovingly while she pressed 
her lips to every part of Eleanor’s face; then Mrs. Caxton 
went back to her place and poured herself out another cup 
of coffee. Sentiment she had plenty; she was not in the 
least bit sentimental. She creamed her coffee thoughtfully 
and broke bread and eat it, before she came out with another 
question. 

“ When will you go, Eleanor P” 

Eleanor looked up doubtfully. “Where, aunt Caxton ?™ 

“To Fiji.” 

There seemed to be some irresolution or uncertainty in 
the girl’s mind; for she hesitated. 

“ Aunt Caxton, I doubt much—my mother will oppose 
my going.” 

“T think she will. But I think also that her opposition 
can be overcome. When will you write to her P” 

“T will write to-day, ma'am.” 

‘“We must have an answer before we send any other let- 
ters. Supposing she does not oppose, or that her opposition 
is set aside, I come back to my question. When will you 
go Pp” 

Eleanor looked up doubtfully again. “I don't know, 
ma'am; I suppose opportunities of going only occur now 
and then.” 

“That is all—with long intervals sometimes. Opportu- 
nities for your going would come only rarely. You must 
think abont it, Eleanor; for we must know what we are to 
tell My. Rhys.” 

Eleanor was silent; her colour went and came. 

“You must think about it, my dear. If you write to Mr. 
Rhys to-day and send it, we may get an answer from him 
possibly in twenty months—possibly in twenty-four months. 
Then if you wait four or five months for an opportunity to 
‘make the voyage, and have a reasonably good passage, you 
may see your friend in three years from now. ‘But it might 
well happen that letters might be delayed, and that you 
might wait much longer than four or five months for a ship 
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and company in which you could sail; so that the three 
years might be nearer four.” 

“T have thought of all that, aunt Caxton,” Eleanor said, 
while the colour which had been varying in her cheeks fixed 
itself in two deep crimson spots. 

Mrs. Caxton was now silent on her part, slowly finishing 
her coffee and putting the cups together on the tray. She 
left it for her nicce to speak next. 

“TI have thought of all that, aunt Caxton,” Eleanor re- 
peated after a little while,—“ and——” 

“Well, my love P”’ 

“ Aunt Caxton,” said the girl, looking up now, while her 
cheeks and brow were all one crimson flush,—“ is it un- 
maidenly in me—would it be—to go so, without being 
asked P” 

“Has he not asked youP” 

*Yes,ma’'am. But-——” 

“What?” 

“ Not since he got there.” 

“Have you reason to think his mind is altered on the 
subject P” 

“ No, ma'am,” said Eleanor, drooping her head. 

“What does your own feeling bid you to do, my love P” 

“T have thought it all over, aunt Caxton,” said the girl 
slowly,—“TI did that last night; I have thought of every- 
thing about it; and my feeling was——” 

** Well, my love P” 

“My feeling, as far as I am concerned—was to take the 
first good opportunity that offered.” 

“My love, that is just what I thought you would do; 
and what I would have you do, if you go at all. It is not 
unmaidenly. Simple honest frankness is the most maidenly 
thing in the world, when it is a woman’s time to speak. The 
fact that your speaking must be action does not alter the 
matter. When it takes two years for people to hear from | 
each other, life would very soon be spent in the asking of a 
few questions and getting the answers tothem. I am adis- 
interested witness, Eleanor; for when you are gone, all I: 
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eare for in this world is gone. You are my swn child to 
me now.” 

Eleanor’s head bent Icwer. 

“But I am glad to have you go, nevertheless, my child. 
I think Mr. Rhys wants you even more than I do; andI 
have known for some time that you wanted something 
And besides—I shall only be separated from you in body.” 

Eleanor made no response. 

“What are you going to do now?” was Mrs. Caxton’s 
question in her usual calm tone. 

“Write to mamma.” 

“Very well, Do not send your letter to her without 
letting mine go with it.” 

“But, aunt Caxton,” said Eleanor, lifting up her head,— 
“my only fear is—I am quite satisfied in my own mind, and 
I do not care for people—my only fear is, lest Mr. Rhys 
himself should think I come too easily. You know he is 
fastidious in his notions.” She spoke with great difficulty, 
and with her face a flame. 

“Your fear will go away when you have heard my story,” 
said Mrs. Caxton tranquilly. “I will give you that to-night. 
He is fastidious; but he is a sensible man.” 

Quieted with which suggestion, Eleanor went off to her 
desk. 


CHAPTER XXIX. 


** But never light and shade 
Oonrsed one another more on open ground, 
Beneath a troubled heaven, than red and pale 
Across tho face of Enid hearing her.” 


Various Ictters were written that day. In the evening 
the two ladics came together again cheerfully. The time 
between had not all been spent in letter-writing, for the 
world does not stand still for love matters. Elcanor had 
been out the whole afternoon on visits of kindness and help 
to sick and poor people. Mrs. Caxton had been obliged to 
attend to the less interesting company of one or two cheese- 
factors. At the tca-table the subject of the morning came 
back. 

“You posted your letter and mine, Eleanor?” 

“Yes, ma’am. But I cannot think mamma’s answer will 
be favourable. I cannot fancy it.” 

“ Well, we shall see. The world is a curious world; and 
the wind does not always blow from the quarter whence we 
expect it. We must wait and pray.” : 

“Tam puzzled to imagine, aunt Caxton,” Eleanor said, 
after some pause, “how you came to know all about this 
matter in the first place. How came you to know what I 
never knew ?” 

“That is my story,” said Mrs. Caxton. “ We will let tho 
table be cleared first, my dear,” 

So it was done. But Eleanor left her work by her side 
to-night, and looked into her aunt’s face to listen. 
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“TI never should have known about it, child, till you had, 
if you had been here. You remember how you went away 
in a hurry. Who knows? Perhaps, but for that, none of 
us would have been any wiser to-day on the subject than we 
were then. It is very possible.” 

“ How, ma’am ?” 

“You disappeared, you know, in one night, and were gone. 
When Mr. Rhys came home, the next day or the samo day, I 
saw that he was very much disappointed. That roused my 
suspicions of him; they had been only doubtful before. He 
is not a person to show what he thinks, unless he chooses.” 

“So I knew; that made me surprised.” 

“TI saw that he was very much disappointed, and looked 
very sober; but he said hardly anything about it, and I was 
forced to be silent. Then im a little while—a few weeks, I 
think—he received his appointment, with the news that he 
must sail very soon. He had to leave Plassy then in a very 
few days; for he wanted some time in London and elsewhere. 
I saw there was something more than leaving Plassy upon 
his mind; he was graver than that could make him, I knew; 
and he was giving up something more than England, I knew 
by his prayers. 

“One night we were sitting here by the fire—it was a 
remarkably chill evening, and we had kindled a blaze in the 
chimney and shut the windows. Mr. Rhys sat silent, watch- 
ing the fire and keeping up the blaze; too busy with his own 
thoughts to talk tome. Iwas taken with a spirit of med- 
dling which does not very often possess me; and asked him 
how much longer he had to stay. He said how long, in so 
many words; they were short, as pain makes words. 

“* How comes it,’ I asked, plunging into the matter, ‘ that 
you do not take a wife with you, like everybody else?’ 

‘He answered, in dry phrases, ‘that it would be presump- 
tion in him to suppose that anybody would go with him, if 
he were to ask.’ 

“TI said quietly, I thought he was mistaken; that anybody 
who was worthy of him would go; and it could not be pre- 
ewmption to ask anybody else, 
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«You do not realize, Mrs. Caxton, how much it would be 
asking of any one,’ he said; ‘you do not know what sacri- 
fices it would call for.’ : 

* «Love does not care for sacrifices,’ I reminded him. 

“<T have no right to suppose that anybody has such a 
depree of regard for me,’ he said. 

“TI can’t tell what in his manner and words told me there 
was more behind. They were a little short and dry; and his 
ordinary way of speaking is short sometimes, but never with 
a sort of cdgo like this—a hard edge. You know it is as 
frank and simple when he speaks short as when his words 
come out in the gentlest way. It hurt me, for I saw that 
something hurt him. 

“JT asked if there was not anybody in England good enough 
for himP He said there were a great many too good. 

“*Mr, Rhys,’ said I,—I don’t know what possessed me to 
be so bold,—‘ I hope you are not going to leave your heart 
behind with somebody, when you go to Fiji?’ 

“ He got up, and walked once or twice through the room, 
went out and presently came back again. I was afraid I had 
offended him, and I was a good deal troubled; but I did not 
know what to say. He sat down again, and spoke first. 

‘Mrs, Caxton,’ said he, ‘since you have probed the 
truth, I may as well confess it. Iam going to do the unwise 
thing you have mentioned.’ 

“ «Who ere you going to leave your heart with, Mr. Rhys?’ 
T asked. 

“With the lady who has just left you.’ 

*¢ Hleanor ?’ 

“* Yos,’ he said. 

“*Have you told her, Mr, Rhys?’ I asked, 

“ Ho said no. 

“© You are not going to do her the injustice to go and not 
speak to her?’ 

“* Why should I tell her?’ he said. 

“<*There might be several answers given to that,’ I said; 
‘but the best one at present seems to be, why should you 
not? 
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“* Wor several reasons,’ he said. ‘In the first place, I do 
not know at all whether Miss Powle has that degree of love 
to Christ that she would be willing to forsake all her earthly 
prospects—home and friends—for hard work in his service. 
In the second place, even if she have that, I have not the 
slightest reason to believe that she—that she cares enough 
for me to go with me at my asking.’ 

“‘¢« And do you mean to go in ignorance?’ I said. 

“ * Yes—I must.’ 

“I waited a little, and then I told him I thought he was 
wrong. 

© «Why P’ he asked quickly. 

“‘* People cannot see each other's hearts,’ I said. ‘ Sup- 
pose that she have the same secret feeling towards you that 
you have towards her. She cannot speak—you will noo; 
and so both would be unhappy for nothing,’ 

** *T never saw the least thing like it,’ he said. 

“<T suppose she might say the same of you, might she 
not P’ 

“* Yes, and with truth; for knowing the uncertainties— 
or rather the cortainties of my position, I havo not given 
her the least cause.’ 

“Yon could hardly expect demonstrations from her ix 
that case,’ I said. 

“ «There is no chance, Mrs. Caxton, even if it were accords 
ing toyoursupposition® Her friends would never permit her 
to marry a man with my lot in life; and I do not know that 
IT ought to ask her, even if they would. She has a very fair 
prospect for this world’s happiness.’ 

«What do you think of your own lot in life?’ ITaskod him, 

“*J would not exchange it, you know,’ he said ‘for any 
other the world could offer me. It is brighter and better.’ 

“ ¢Tt strikes me you are sefish,’ I told him. 

“He laughed a little for the first time, but he grew as 
grave as possible immediately after. 

‘“‘*T have not meant to be selfish,’ he said. ‘But I could 
not take a woman to Fiji, who had not thoroughly con- 
sidered the matter and counted the cost. That could not 
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be done in a little while. The world has a fair chance now 
to see if it can weaken Miss Powle’s principles or overcome 
her faithfulness to them. It is better that she should try 
herself perhaps, before having such a question asked of her.’ 

“ * And suppose she comes clear out of the trial P’ I said. 

*¢Then I shall bo in Fiji.’ 

“* We were both silent a while. He began then. 

“ ¢ Mrs. Caxton, without invading any confidences or seeke 
ing to know anything that should not be known—may I ask 
you a question P* 

“ ‘Certainly,’ I said. ‘I reserve the discretion of answer- 
ing.’ 

“*Ofcourse. Your words look like a rebuke of the atti- 
tude I have taken towards this subject. Is it proper for me 
to ask, whether you have any foundation for them beyond 
your general knowledge of human nature and your good will 
towards meP I mean—whether you, as a fricnd, sce any 
ground of hope for mc ?’ 

“<Tf you were going to stay in England,’ I said, ‘I would 
answer no such question. Every man must make his own 
observations and run his own risk. But these circumstances 
are different. And appealed to as a friend—and answering 
on my own observations simply—I should say, that I think 
your case not hopeless.’ 

“I could see the colour rise in his cheek; but he sat quite 
still, and did not speak till it faded again. 

“*] have never heard a word on the subject,’ I told hira, 
‘T do not say I am certain of anything. I may mistake. 
Only, sceing you are going to the other end of the world, 
without the chance of finding out anything for yourself, I 
think it fair to tell you what, as a woman, I should judge of 
the case.’ 

“ «Why do you tell me?’ he said quickly. 

“Tam but answering your question. You must judge 
whether the answer is worth anything.’ 

“He half laughed again, at himself; at least I could see 
the beginning of a smile; but he was too terribly in earnest 
to be anything but serious. He sat silent; got up and 
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fidgetied round the room; then came and stood by the 
chimncy-piece, looking down at me. 

“< Mrs, Caxton,’ he said, ‘I am going to venture to ask 
something from you—to fulfil a contingent commission. 
When I am gone, if Miss Powle returns to you, or when 
you have otherwise opportunity—will you, if you can, find 
out the truth of her feeling on these subjects, which I have 
failed to find outP ‘You tempt me beyond my power of self- 
abnegation.’ 

“ «What shall I do with the truth, if I find it, Mr. Rhys ?’ 

“**In that case,’ he said, ‘if it is as you suppose it possible 
it may be, though I dare not and do not hope it;— if it be 
so, then you may tell her all I have confessed to you to- 
night.’ 

66 € Why Pp’ 

«You are uncommonly practical to-night,’ he said. ‘I 
could have but one motive in discovering it to her,’ 

“* To ask her to follow you to Fiji?’ 

“*T dare not put it in words. I do not believe the chance 
will ever come. But Iam unable to go and leave the chance 
changed into an impossibility.’ 

“* We are talking of whut may be,’ I said. ‘But you do 
not suppose that she could follow you on my report of your 
words alone ?’ 

“*T shall be too far off to speak them myself.’ 

“¢ You can write, then,’ I said. 

“*Do you remember what the distances are, and the 
intervals of time that must pass between Ictter and letter ? 
When should I write?’ 

*** Now—this evening. I am not thinking of such court. 
ship as took place in the antediluvian days.’ 

“¢T cannot write on such an utter uncertainty. I have 
not hope enough; although I cannot bear to leave the coun- 
try without enlisting you to act for me.’ 

“¢¢J] shall reconsider the question of acting,’ I said, ‘if I 
have no credentials to produce. I cannot undertake to tell 
anything to Eleanor merely to give her pleasure—or merely 
to give her pain.’ | 
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“Would you have me write to her here—now?’ he asked. 

“*Yos, I would,’ I told him. 

“Ho sat pondering the matter a littlo while, making up 
the fire as you did this morning—only with a very different 
face; and then with a half laugh he said I was making a 
fool of him, and he went off. I sat still—-and in a few 
minutes he came down and handed me that note for you.”’ 

Eleanor’s checks would have rivalled the scarlet Lobelia, 
or Indian mallow, or anything else that is brilliant. She 

-_kept profound silence. It was plain enough what Mr. Rhys 
expected her to do—that is, supposing he had any expecta- 
tions. Now her question was, what would her mother say? 
And Eleanor in her secret heart looked at the probability of 
obstinate opposition in that quarter; and then of long, long 
waiting and delay; perhaps never to be ended but with the 
time and the power of doing what now her heart longed to 
do. The more she thought of it, the less she could imagine 
that her mother would yield her consent; or that her op- 
position would be anything but determined and unqualified. 
Then what could she do? Eleanor sighed. 

“No,” said Mrs. Caxton. “ Have patience, my dear, and 
believe that all will go right, however it gocs, Eleanor. We 
will do our part, but we must be content with our part. 
There is another part, which is the Lord’s; let him do that, 
aud let us say it is well, Hleanor. Till we have learnt that, 
we have not learnt our lesson.” 

“TI do say it, and will, aunt Caxton,” said the girl, Buti 
she said nothing more that night. 

- To tell the truth, they were rather silent days that 
followed, Mrs. Powle’s letters of answer did not come 
speedily; indeed, no one knew at Plassy just where she 
might be at this time, nor how far the Plassy letters might 
have to travel in order to reach her, for communication was 
not frequent between the two families. And till her answer 
came, Eleanor could not forget that.the question of her life 
was undecided; nor Mrs. Caxton that the decision might 
take away from her, probably for ever, the only living thing 
that was very dear to her. That was Eleanor now. They 
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were very affectionate to each other those days, very tender 
and thoughtful for each other; not given to much talking, 
Eleanor was a good deal ont of the house; partly busy with 
her errands of kindness, partly stilling her troublesome and 
impatient thoughts with long roamings on foot or on noe 
back over the mountains and moors. 

“The spring has come, aunt Caxton,” she said, coming in 
herself one day, fresh enough to be spring’s impersonation. 
“T heard a blackbird and a wheat-ear; and I have found a 
‘violet for you.” 

“ You must have heard blackbirds before. And you have 
got more than violets there.” 

“Yes, ma’am—not much. I found the Nepeta and the 
ivy-leaved Veronica under the hedge, and whitlow grass 
near the old tower. That’s the willow catkin, you know, of 
course—and sloe, That's all—but it’s spring.” 

A shade came over the faces of both. Where might 
another spring find her? 

“T have got something more for you,” said Mrs. Caxton. 

“My Ictter, ma’am !—Had you one, aunt Caxton P” 

“Yes.” 

Eleanor could not tell from her aunt’s answer what the 
letter might be. She went off with her own, having parted 
suddenly with all the colour she had brought in with her, 
It returned again, however, soon. 

Mrs. Powle declared that according to all her experience 
and power of judging of the world, her daughter and her 
sister Mrs. Caxton were both entirely crazy. She had never, 
in her life, heard of anything so utterly absurd and ridiculous 
as the proposition upon which they had required her to give 
an opinion. Her opinion found no words in the English 
language strong enough in which to give it. That Eleanor 
should be willing to forego every earthly prospect of good or 
pleasure, was like Eleanor; that is, it was like the present 
Eleanor—an entirely infatuated, blind, fanatical, unreason- 
able thing. Mrs. Powle had given up the expectation of 
anything wiser or better from her, until years -and the con- 
sequences of har folly should bave taught her, when it would 
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be too late. Why Elcanor, if she wished to throw her- 
self away, should pitch upon the South Seas for the place 
of her retirement, was a piece of the same mysterious 
fatuity which marked the whole proceeding. Why she could 
think of no pleasanter wedding journey than a voyage of 
twelve thousand miles in search of a husband, was but an- 
other incomprehensible point. Mrs. Powle had a curiosity 
to know what Eleanor expected to live upon out there, 
where, she presumed, the natives practised no agriculture, 
and wheaten flour was a luxury unknown? And what she 
expected to do? However, having thus given her opinion, 
Mrs. Powle went on to say, that she ‘must quite declino to 
give it. She regarded Eleanor o# entirely the child of her 
aunt Caxton, as she understood was also Mrs. Caxton’s own 
view; most justly, in Mrs. Powle’s opinion, since conversion 
and adoption to Mrs. Caxton’s own family and mind must 
be amply sufficient to supersede the accident of birth. At 
any rate, Mrs. Powle claimed no jurisdiction in the matter; 
did not choose to exercise any. She felt herself incompe- 
tent. One daughter she had still remaining, whom she 
hoped to keep her own, guarding her against the influences 
which had made so wide a separation between her eldest 
and the family and sphere to which she belonged. Julia, 
she hoped, would one day do her honour. As for the islands 
of the South Seas, or the peculiar views and habits of life 
entertained by those white people who chose them for their 
residence, Mrs. Powle declared she was incapable from very 
ignorance of understanding or giving judgment about them, 
She made the whole question, together with her daughter, 
over to her sister Mrs. Caxton, who she did not doubt would 
do wisely according to her notions. But as they were not 
the notions of the world generally, they were quite incom- 
prehensible to the writer, and in a sphore entirely beyond 
and without her cognizance. She hoped Eleanor would be 
happy—if it were not absurd to hope an impossibility. 
But on one point the letter was clear, if on no other. Hleae 
nor should not come home; she had ruined her own pro- 
Bpects; Mrs. Powle could not help that; she should not ruin 
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Julia’s, Whether she stayed in England or whether sho 
went on her fool’s voyage, this was a certain thing. She 
should not see Julia, to infect her. Mrs. Powle desired to be 
informed of Elecanor’s movements; that if she went, she her- 
self might meet her in London before she sailed. But she 
would not let her sce Julia either then or at any time. 

This cruel letter broke Eleanor down completely. It set- 
tled the question of her life indeod; and settled it according 
to her wish and against her fears; but for all that, it was a 
letter of banishment and renunciation. With something of 
the feeling which makes a wounded creature run to shelter, 
Eleanor gathered up her papers and went down to Mrs, 
Caxton; threw them into her lap, and kneeling beside her, 
put herself in her arms. 

“What is it, my child?” said Mrs. Caxton. “ What docs 
your mother say to you?” 

“She gives her consent—but she gives me up to you, 
aunt Caxton. She counts me your child and not hers.” 

“My love! I asked her to do so. You have been mine, in 
my own mind, for a long time past. My Eleanor !”—And 
Mrs. Caxton’s kiss and her warm claspiug arms spoke more 
than her words. . 

“But she renounces me—and she will not let me see 
Julia.”—Eleanor was in very great distress, 

“ She will by and by. She will not hold to that.” 

“She says she will not at all, O aunt Caxton! I want to 
see Julia again!” 

“Were you faithful to Julia while you were with her?” 

“Yes—I think so—while I could. I had hardly any 
chance the last winter I was at home; we were never toge- 
ther; but-I seized what I could.” 

“Your mother kept you apart P” 

“T believe so.” 

“My child, remember, as one day is with the Lord as a 
thousand years, so one word is as a thousand words; be can 
make it do his work. All we have to do is to be faithful, 
and then trust. You recollect the words of that grand 
hymn on the will of God— . 
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“ ¢ J do the little I can do, 
And leave the rest to thee.‘ 
“T don’t think I know it.” 
Mrs, Caxton went on. 
*¢ When obstacles and trials seem 
Like prison walls to be, 
I do tho little I can do, 
And leave the rest to thee, 
$7 know not what it is to doubt; 
My heart is ever gay; 
I run no risk, for, come what will,” 
Thou always hast thy way. 
®*] have no cares, O blessed willl 
For all my cares are thine. 
I live in triumph, Lord, for thou 
Hast made thy triumphs mine,’ ” 

Eleanor lifted up her face, and pressed a long kiss on her 
aunt’s lips. “ But I want to see Julia!” 

“ My love, I think you will. It will be some time yet bofore 
you can possibly leave England. I think your mother will 
withdraw her prohibition before that time. Meanwhile——” 

Eleanor lay with her head on Mrs. Caxton’s bosom, her 
brown eyes looking out with a sweet and sorrowful wistfal- 
ness towards the light. Mrs. Caxton read them. 

“This gift would be very precious to me, my child,” she 
said, tightening the pressure of the arms which still were 
wrapped round Eleanor,—“ if I were not obliged so soon to 
make it over to somebody else. But I will not be selfish. It 
is unspeakably precious tome now. It gives me the right to 
take care of you. I asked your mother for it. Iam greatly 
obliged to her. Now, what are you going to do to-day ?” 

**Write—to Fiji,” said Eleanor slowly and without moving, 

** Right; and so will I. And do not you be overmuch cone 
cerned about Julia. There is another verse of that hymn, 
which I often think of— 

“*T love to see thee bring to nought 
The plans of wily men; 
When simple hearts outwit the wise, 
O thon art, loveliest then!” 


CHAPTER XXX, 


“Tf Proteus liko your journey, when you come, 
No matter who's displeased when you are gono? 
I fcar mo he will scarce be plensed withal,” 


Tie way was clear, and Eleanor wrote to Fiji as she had 
said, She could not, however, get rid of her surprise that 
her mother had permitted the tenor of these letters to be 
what it was. What had moved Mrs, Powle so to act againnt 
all her likings and habits of action? How came sho to allow 
her daughter to go to the South Seas and be a missionary P 

Several things which Eleanor knew nothing of, and which 
so affected the drift of Mrs. Powle’s current of life that she 
was only, according to custom, sailing with it and not 
struggling against it. When people secm to act unlike them- 
selves, it is either that you do not know themselves, or do 
not know some other things which they know. So in this 
case. For one thing, to name the greatest first, Mr. Carlisle 
was unmistakeably turning his attention to another lady, a 
new star in the world of society—an earl’s daughter and an 
heiress. Whether heart-whole or not, which was best known 
to himself, Mr, Carlisle was prosecuting his addresses in this 
new quarter with undoubted zeal and determination. It 
was not the time for Eleanor now to come home! Let her 
do anything else—was the dictate of pride. Now to come 
home, or even not to come home, remaining Eleanor Powle, 
was to confess in the world’s eyo a lamentably lost game; 
to take place as a rejected or vainly ambitious girl; the 
would-have-been lady of Rythdale Anything but thas? 

HH 
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Eleanor might almost better dic at once. She would not 
only have ruined her own prospects, but would greatly 
injure those of Julia, on whom her mother’s hopes and pride 
were now ull staked. Alfred was taken from her and put 
under guardians; Mrs. Powle did not build anything on 
him; ho was a boy, and when he was a man he would bo 
only Alfred Powle. Julia promised to be a beauty; on her 
making o fine match rested all Mrs, Powle’s expectations 
from this world; and she was determined to spare no pains, 
expense, nor precautions. Therefore she resolved that the 
sisters should not bo together, cost what it might. Goode 
byo to all her carcs or hopes on Julia’s behalf, looking to a 
great establishment, if Julian became a Methodist! She 
might go on a farm like her aunt, and sell cheeses. The 
thought of those cheeses froze the blood in Mrs. Powle's 
veins; that was a characteristic of good blood, e+e firmly 
believed. Thereforc on every account, for every’ reason, 
nothing better could happen than that Eleanor should go 
to the South Seas. She would escape the shame of coming 
home; Julia would bo out of danger of religious contamie 
nation; and she herself would be saved from tho necessary 
odium of keeping one daughter in banishinent and the other 
in seclusion; which odium sho must incur if both of them 
remained in England and neither of them ever saw the 
other. All this would be cleverly saved. Then, also, if 
Elcanor married a missionary and went to the other end of 
tho world, her case could bo very well dismissed as one 
of a religious enthusiasm—a visionary fanatical excitement. 
Nay, there could be mado even a little éclat about it, 
There wonld be no mortification, at any rate, comparable 
to that which must attend supposed overthrown schemes 
and disappointed ambition, Eleanor had chosen her own 
course, backed by her wealthy relation Mrs. Caxton, who 
had adopted her; and whose views were entirely not of this 
world. Mrs. Powle deplored it, of course, but was unable to 
help it. Besides, Mra.. Caxton had answered, on her own 
knowledge, for the excellent character and superior quali- 
ties of the gentleman Elcanor was to marry; there was no 
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fault to be found with him at all, except that he was a fanatic ; 
and as Eleanor was a fanatic heraclf, that was only a one- 
sided objection. 

Yes, Mrs. Caxton had answered for all that, on her own 
knowledge, of many years’ standing; and she had suid 
something more, which also weighed with Mrs. Powle, and 
which Mrs. Powle could also mention among the good fea- 
tures of the case, without stating that it had had the force 
of an inducement with herself. Mrs. Caxton had asked 
indeed to be permitted to consider Eleanor her own, and had 
promised in that case to make Eleanor entirely her own 
care, both during Mrs. Caxton’s life and afterwards; leaving 
Mrs, Powle free to devote all her fortune to Julia that would 
have been shared with Julia's sister. Mrs. Powle’s means 
wero not in her estimation large; sho wanted every penny 
of them for the perfecting and carrying out of her plans 
which reyarded her youngest daughter: she consented that 
the elder should own another mother and guardian. Mrs. 
Powle agrecd to it all. But not satisfied with any step of 
the whole affair nevertheless, which all displeased her, from 
beginning to end, her own action included, she expressed 
her determination to Eleanor in terms which half broke 
Eleanor’s heart, and left a long, lingering, sore spot there. ‘To 
Mrs. Caxton Mrs. Powle's writing was much better worded ; 
civil if not kind, and well-mannered if not motherly. 

The thing was done, at al] events; Elcauor was formally 
made over to another, and left free to do whatever her new 
guardian pleased. Letters of a differcnt sort of temper were 
sent off upon their long journcy to the South Soas; and 
there began a busy time at Plassy, in anticipation of Elca- 
nor’s following them. It was still very uncertain when that 
might be; opportunities must be waited for—such an oppore 
tunity as would satisfy Mrs. Caxton. In the meanwhile a 
great deal of business was on hand. Mrs. Caxton oven 
made a journey up to London and took Elcanor with her, 
for the sake of inquiries and arrangements which could not 
be attended to from a distance. For the sake of purchases 
too, which could be made nowhere but in London. For 
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Mrs. Caxton was bent, not only on supplying Eleanor with 
all that could be thought of in the way of outfit, but also on 
potting together to accompany or precede her everything 
that could be sent that might be uscful or helpful to Mr. 
Rhys or comfortable in the houschold; in short, to transfer 
England as nearly as possible to Fiji. As freights of course 
were expensive, all these matters must be found and com- 
pressed in tho smallest compass they could possibly know 
as thoir limits; and Mrs. Caxton was very busy. London 
did not hold them but a fortnight; the rest of the time, work 
was done at Plassy. 

And the months rolled on. Cheeses were turned off as 
usual, and Mrs. Caxton’s business was brisk as ever. Elea- 
nor’s outfit pradually got ready; and before and after that was 
truc, Eleanor’s visits among her neighbours and poor people 
wero the same asever. Sho had strength and spirit enough 
for all calls upon either; and her sweet diligence seemed 
to be even more than ever, now that work at Plassy was 
drawing towards aclose. Still Eleanor gathered the spoils of 
the moors and tho hedgerows, as she went and came on her 
errands; climbed the mountain on Powis, and explored the 
rocks and the waterfalls on her way. As usual, her hands 
came homo full. The house was gay with broom again in 
its season; before that the violets and wood anemone had 
made the tea-table and the breakfast-table sweet with their 
presence. Blue-bells and buttercups and primroscs had 
their time, and lovely they looked, helped out by the yellow 
furze blossoms which Eleanor was very fond of. Then the 
scorpion grass, of both kinds, proclaimed that it was sume 
mer; and borage was bright in the sitting-room. Eleanor 
could hardly look at it without an inward smile and sigh, 
remembering the cheering little couplet which attached to 
it by old usage, and Julia, from whose lips she had first 
heard it, and the other lips that had given it to Julia. 
Corn-marigold was gay again in July, and the white black- 
berry blossoms came with crane’s-bill and flax, campion and 
willow-herb, specdwell and vetchling. Any one well ace 
quainted with the wild things that grow and blossom in the 
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land, might have known any day what time of the year it 
was by going into Mrs. Caxton’s sitting-parlour and using 
his eyes. Until the purple ling and loosestrifc, gave place 
to mint and maiden pink and late mcadow-sweet; and then 
the hop vine and meadow saffron proclaimed that summer 
was over. But ferns had their representatives at all times. 

Summer was over; and no chance for Elcanor’s sailing 
had yet presented itself. Preparations were all made; and 
the two ladies lived on in waiting and in the enjoyment of 
each other, and doubtless with a mixture of thoughts that 
were not enjoyment. But a very sweet even glow of lovo 
and peace and putience filled the house. Letters wero 
written; and once and again Ictters had arrived, even from 
Mr. Rhys. They told of everything going on at his station; 
of his work and pleasures; of the progress the truta was 
making; and the changes comiug, even while le looked, 
upon the population of the islands, their manners and chia- 
racter. There never were letters, I suppose, more thoroughly 
read and studied and scarched out in every detail, than all 
those letters were by Eleanor; for every fact was of import 
ance to her; and the manner of every word told her somes 
thing. They told her whut made her eyes fill and her pulse 
beat quick. But among them there was not a word to here 
self. No, and not even a word about herself. In vain Elea 
nor hoped for it and searched for it. There was not even 
an allusion that looked her way. 

“Do you want to know what I am doing?” Mr. Rhys 
wrote in one of these letters. “You see by my date that I 
am not in the place I last wrote from. I am alone on this 
island, which has never had a resident missionary, and 
which has people enough that necd the care of ono; so it 
has been decided that I should pitch my tent here for somo 
months. There is not a large population—not quite five 
hundred people in the whole island; but almost all of them 
that are grown up are professing Christians—members of 
the church, and not disgracing their profession. The his 
tory of the church in this place is wonderful and even of 
romantic interest. One of their chiefs, being in another 
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part of Fiji, fell in with a chief who was a Christian. From 
him ho learned something of the new religion, and carried 
back to Ono thus much of truth—that Jehovah is the only 
God, and that all worship and praise is his due. Further 
than this, and the understanding that the seventh day 
should be especially spent in his service, the Ono chief 
knew nothing. Was not that a little seed for a great tree 
to grow from? But his island had just been ravaged by 
diseaso and by war; in their distress the people had applied 
in vain to their old gods to save them; they were convinced 
now frem what they heard that help is in the Lord alone, and 
they resolved to seek him. But they knew not the Lord, 
nor his ways, and there was no ono to teach them. Fancy 
that company of heathens renouncing heathenism—setting 
apart the seventh day for worship, preparmg food before- 
hand so that tho day might be hallowed, putting on their 
best dresses and fresh oil, and meeting to seek the unknown 
God! O kingdom of Christ, come, come! 

““Whon they wore met, they did not know how to begin 
thoir service. However, as old custom roforred them to 
their priests for intcrcourse with heaven, they bethought 
them to apply to one now, and told him what they wanted, 
I do not understand what influenced the man; but however, 
heathen priest of a heathen god as he was, he consented to 
officiate for this Christian scrvice. The priest came; the 
assombly sat down; and the pricst made a prayer, after this 
fashion, as it has been reported to me. He did not then 
renounce heathenism, you understand. 

“* Lord, Jehovah! here are thy people ; they worship thee. 
I turn my back on theo for the present, and am on another 
tack, worshipping another god. But do thou bless these 
people; keep them from harm, and do them good.’ 

That was the beginning; and doubtless the Lord hearke 
encd and heard it. For awhilo they went on as they had 
begun; then wanting somcthing more, they sent messen- 
gers to Tonga to beg for teachers. Now, as I said, the 
people are nearly all Christians, and not in namo only; and 
all the children aro brought to be taught. Here am I;° 
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don’t you think 1 am ina good placeP But Iam here only 
for o little while; moro cannot be spared to so small a popue 
lation at this time. 

“To get here, one has to shoot something such o gulf as | 
described to you at Vulanga. The barrier reef has a small 
opening. At particular times of tide aboat can go through, 
but with the rush of waves from without, meeting the tree 
mendous current from within, it is an exciting business, 
somewhat dangerous as well as fearful. The ships cannot 
get inside the barrier. The night I came, canoes came out 
to mect me, bringing a present of yams as their contribution 
to our fund; they brought as many as the vessel could find 
room for. In the canoe with the Ono people [ felt myself 
with friends; I had visited the place before, and they knew 
me. The current made fearfully hard work for them, but it 
was love’s labour; they felt about me, I suppose, something 
as the Gulatians did towards Paul. The next day was Sun- 
day. Ipreached to an attentive congregation, and had a 
happy time. Now I will give you a notion of my run of 
employments at the pfcsent time. 

“First. Playing bookbinder. Fact. One has to play all 
sorts of things here, and the more the better. My work 
was to stitch, fold (fold first) and cover, so many copies of 
the New Testament as I had brought with me—printed, but 
in shects. I did them strong, more than that I will not 
answer for; but I wish I could send you a copy. It would 
be only a curiosity in art though; you could not read it. It - 
is an admirable translation in Fijian. As I have had but 
very slight previous practice in bookbinding, my rate of pro- 
gress was at first somewhat slow; and after a few days of 
solitary labour, I was glad to accept the offer of help from 
four or five native apprentices—some of our local preachers, 
They took to the work kindly, and in five weeks we finished 
the edition—sixty copies. Icould do the next sixty quicker 
These are the first Fijian Testaments in Ono, and you can 
understand—or you cannot—what a treasure. The natives 
who came to purchase them found no fault with the binding, 
Tassure you. So you see I have been bookseller as well as 
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the other thing, and I reccived pay for my Testaments in 
sinnct—you know what that is. It is as good as money for the 
mission use here in Fiji. During these bookbinding weeks 
J was making excursions hither and thither, to preach and 
baptize, Twice a week I took a time to see the local preach- 
ers and teachers and examine them and hear them read, 
and talk to them and be talked to by them. Every Tuesday 
and Friday Idid this. The whole course of the week’s work 
is now something like the following: 

“Sunday begins with a prayer-meeting. Afterwards old 
and young have o catechism exercise together. Morning 
and afternoon, preaching. 

“nor fis wiv? the morning there is a children’s school, and 
Juonuon a school for grown people. I question both 
tho afternche sermons of the preceding day, and I hopo 
classes on ty have as good memories. ‘Theo afternoon school 
English peopl prayer-mecting. Tuesdays and Fridays I 
is followed by Xmocting in addition. 
havo the tcacherayreach, have leaders’ meeting, and give 
“Wednesday I pk to come. ° 
out work for the ween at one of the neighbouring towns, 
“Thursday, preachi1,\-mocting. 
and a sort of young clas at I do. 
“ Friday, I have said wKnecting, 
“ Saturday has a prayor-, Work. Then there are the sick 
“So much for the regular rate studies; and there is nob 
to look after, and my own priednot be spared are claimed 
. & minute to spare. A fow that og. high court and revel here 
by the mosquitos, which hold thoi p, that 1 know, their head- 
at Ono; of all places on the pan ath Brother Lefferts and 
quarters. When I was here before y 2 read something that 
others, two of them could not sit atill 4 P°% one holding the 
Wanted to be read; they walked the #yl@2S moequitos with 
candle the other the paper; both § piweuperament—for I 
both hands. I am of & less excitable t th 
Contrive to live a litile more quietly a testimonies of 

“ Shall I tell you some of hess nati ‘nadols P At our 

oe who a little while ago worshipped N Chey did my 
vertsast lately some thirty ar forty spake, 1, 
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heart good. So may they yours! These people said but fow 
words, full of feeling ; my report cannot at all give the effect, 
I wish it could. 

“One old chief, who could hardly speak for feeling, said, 
‘These are new things to me in these days;’ (he meant the 
love-feasts) ‘I did not know them formerly. My soul is 
humbled. I rejoice greatly in the Lord. I rejoice greatly 
for sending his servants.’ 

“A Tongan teacher—‘I desire that God may rule over 
me,’ (i.e. direct me) ‘I desire not to govern myself. I 
know that I am a child of God: I know that God iz 
my father. My friends wrote for me to go to Tonga; 
but I wondered at it. I wish to obcy the Father of my 
soul.’ 

“ A local preacher— I know that God is near, and helps 
me somctimes in my work. I love all men. Ido not fear 
death; ono thing I fear—the Lord.’ 

“Leva Soko, a female class-leader, a very holy woman, 
said—this is but a part of what she said—‘ My child died, 
but Lloved God the more. My body has been much afflicted, 
but I love him tho more. I know that death would only 
unite me to God.’ 

“A teacher, a native of Ono, who had gone to a much Icss 
pleasant place to preach the gospel, and was home on a visit, 
spoke exceedingly well. ‘I did not leave Ono that I might 
have more food. I desired to go that Imight preach Christ. 
I was, struck with stones twice while in my own house; 
but I could bear it. When the canoes came, they pillaged 
my garden; but my mind was not pained at it: I bore it 
only.’ ; 

“A local preacher—I am a very bad man; there is no 
good thing in me; but I know the love-of God. There are 
not two great things in my mind; there is one only—the 
love of God for the sake of Christ. I know that Iam a 
child of God. I wish to repent and beliove every day till I 
die.’ 

“Theso are but a specimen, my dear friend. The other 
day, in our teacher's meeting, we were reading the nine- 
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teenth chapter of John. An old teacher read the eighteenth 
verse in his turn—the words, ‘Whore they crucified him, 
and two others with him, on either side one, and Jesus in 
the midst.’ He could hardly get through it, and then 
burst into tears and wept aloud. This man was a canniba} 
once. And now his life speaks for the truth of his tears. 
“Good night. Tho mosquitos are not favourable to epistle 
writing. Iam well. Remember me, as I remembcr you. 
“KR. R.” 


“ Aunt Caxton,” said Eleanor, after reading this lettcr for 
the second or third time, “have we a supply of mosquito 
netting among my boxes? I could get the better of the 
mosquitos, I think.” 

“How would you like to help bind books?” said Mrs. 
Caxton. “Or translate? Mr. Rhys scoms to be about that 
business, by what he says in the other letter.” 

“ Ho would not want help in that,” said Eleanor, musing 
oud flushing. “ Aunt Caxton—is it foolish in mo to wish I 
could hear once more from Mr. Rhys before I go ?” 

“Only a little foolish, my love; and very natural.” 

“Then why is it foolish ?” 

“Because reason would tell you that it is simply im- 
possible your letters could receive an answer by this time. 
They have, perhaps, but barely got to Mr. Rhys this minute, 
And reason would tell you further, that there is no ground 
for supposing he is in any different mind from that ex- 
pressed when he wrote to you.” 

“But—you know—since then he does not say one word 
about it, nor about me,’’ said Eleanor, flushing pretty deep. 

“There is reason for that, too. Ho would not allow him- 
self to indulge hope; and therefore he would not act as if 
hoe had any. That sight of you at Brighton threw him off 
a good deal, I judge.” 

“He told you he saw me P” 

“Te wrote to me about it.” 

“Did he tell you how he saw me?” 

e Y ea.” 
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“What more P” 

“ He said he thought there was little chance I would have 
any use for his letters; he saw the world was closing its 
nets around you fast; how far they were already successful 
he could not know; but he was glad he had seen what for- 
bade him in time to indulge vain anticipations.” 

“QO, aunt Caxton!” said Eleanor, “O, aunt Caxton! what 
a strange world this is, for the way people’s lives cross each 
other, and the work that is done without people's knowing 
it! If you knew—what that meeting cost me!——" 

“My dear child! I can well believe it.” 

“And it aroused Mr. Carlisle's suspicions instantly, I 
knew. If I made any mistake—if I erred at all, in my 
behaviour with regard to him, it was then and in conse- 
quence of that. If I had faltered a bit then—looked grave, 
or hung back from What was going on, I should have ex- 
posed myself to most cruel interpretation. I could not risk 
it. I threw myself right into whatever presented itsclf— 
went into the whirl—welcomed everybody and everything— 
only, I hoped, with so general and impartial a welcome as 
should prove I preferred none exclusively.” 

Eleanor stopped, and the tears came into her cyes. 

“My child! if I had known what danger you were in, I 
should have spent even more time than I did in praying for 
you.” 

“IT suppose I was in danger,” said Eleanor, thoughtfully. 
“Tt was a difficult winter. Then do you think Mr. Rhys 
gave me up ?” 

“No,” said Mrs. Caxton, smiling. “ You remember he 
wrote to you after that, from Fiji; but I suppose he tricd to 
make himself give you up, as far as hope went.” 

“For all that appears, I may be here long enough yet to 
have letters before 1 go. We have heard of no opportunity 
that is likely to present itself soon. Aunt Caxton, if my 
feeling is foolish, why is it natural P” 

“‘ Because you are & woman, my dear.” 

“ And foolish ?” 

“Not at all; but feeling takes little counsel of reason in 
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some cases. Iam afraid you will find that out again before 
you get to Mr. Rhys—ajter that, I do not think you will.” 

The conversation made Elcanor rather more anxious than 
sho had been before to hear of a ship; but October and 
November passed, and the prospect of her voyago was as 
misty as ever. 

Again and again, Jl summer, both she and Mrs. Caxton 
had written bogging that Mrs. Powle would make a visit 
to Plassy, and bring or send Julia. In vain. Mira. Powie 
would not come—Julia could nat 
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“A wild dedication of yourselves 
To anpath’d watcrs, nndream’d shores; most certain, 
To miseries enough.” 


Iv a neat plain drawing-room in a plain part of London, 
sat Mrs. Caxton and Eleanor. Eleanor, however, soon left 
her seat and took post at the window; and silence reigned 
in the room, unbroken for some length of time except by the 
soft rustle of Mrs. Caxton’s work. Her fingers were rarcly 
idle. Nor were Eleanor’s, hands often empty; but to-day 
she stood still as a statue before the window, while now and 
then a tear softly rolled down and dropped on her folded 
hands. ' There were no signs of the tears, however, when 
the girl turned round with the short announcement— 

“‘ She’s here!” 

Mrs. Caxton looked up a little bit anxiously at her adopted 
child; but Elcanor's face was only still and pale. The next 
moment the door opened, and, for all the world as in old: 
times, the fair face and fair curls of Mrs. Powle appeared. 
Just the same; anless just now she appeared a trifle fright- 
ened. The good lady felt so. Two fanatics! She hardly 
knew how to encounter them. And then, her own action, 
though she could not certainly have called it fanatical, had 
been peculiar, and might be judged divers ways. Moreover, 
Mrs. Powle was Eleanor’s mother. 

There was one in the company who remembered thats 
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witness the still close embrace which Eleanor threw around 
her, and the still hiding of the girl's face on her mother's 
bosom. Mrs. Powle returned the embrace heartily enough ; 
but when Eleanor’s motionless clasp had lasted as long as she 
knew how to do anything with it, and longer than she felt to be 
graceful, Mrs. Powle whispercd— 

“Won't you introduce me to your aunt, my dear,—if this 
is she?” 

Eleanor released her mother, but sobbed helplessly for a few 
minutes; then she raised her head and threw off her tears; 
and there was to one of the two ladies an exquisite grace in the 
way she performed the required office of making them known 
to cach other. The gentlencss of a chastened heart, the 
strength of a loving one, the dignity of a humble one, made 
her face and manner so lovely that Mrs. Caxton involuntarily 
wished Mr. Rhys could havesecn it. ‘“ But he will have chance 
enough,” she thought, somewhat incongruously, as she met 
and returned her sistcr-in-law’s greetings. Mrs. Powle made 
them with ceremonious respect, not make believe, and with a 
certain eagerness which welcomed a diversion from Elcanor’s 
somewhat troublesome agitation. Elcanor’s agitation troubled 
no onc any more, however; she sat down calm and quiet; and 
Mrs. Powle had leisure, glancing at her from time to time, to 
get into smooth sailing intercourse with Mrs. Caxton. She 
took off her bonnet, and talked about indifferent things, and 
sipped chocolate; for it was just lunchcon time. Ever and 
anon her eyes came back to Eleanor; evidently as to something 
which troubled her and which puzzled her; and Mrs, Caxton 
saw, which had also the effect of irritation too. Very likely, 
Mrs. Caxton thought! Conscience on one hand not satisfied, 
and ambition on the other hand disappointed, and Eleanor 
the point of meeting for both uneasy feelings to concentrate 
their forces. It would come out in words soon, Mrs. Caxton 
knew. But how lovely Eleanor seemed to her. There was 
not even a cloud upon her brow now, fair as it was pure and 
strong. ; 

“And so you are going?” Mrs. Powle began at last, ina 
somewhat constrained voice. Elesnor smiled. 
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“ And when ate you going ?” 

“ My letter said, Next Tuesday the ship sails.” 

“ And ‘pray, Eleanor, you are not going alonc P” 

“No, mamma. A gentleman and his wife are going the 
whole voyage with me.” 

“ Who are they ?” 

“A Mr. Amos and his wife.” 

“ What are they, then? missionaries?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“ Going to that same place P” 

“Yes, ma’am—very nicely for me.” 

‘ “Pray how long do you expect the voyage will take 
you P” 

“T am not certain—it is made, or can be made, in four or 
five months; but then we may have to stop awhile at 
Sydney.” 

“Sydney ? what Sydney? Where is that ?” 

“Australia, mamma,” said Eleanor, smiling. ‘‘ New South 
Wales. Don’t you know?” 

“ Australia! Are you going there? To Botany Bay?” 

“No, mamma; not to Botany Bay And I only take 
Australia by the way. I go further.” 

“ Further than Botany Bay ?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“Well certainly,” said Mrs. Powle, with an accent of ree 
strained despair, “the present age is enterprising beyond what 
was ever known in my young days. What do you think, sister 
Caxton, of a yoang lady taking a voyage five months long after 
her husband, instead of her husband taking it for her? He 
ought to be a grateful man, I think!” 

“Certainly; but not too grateful,” Mrs. Caxton ane- 
swered, composedly; “for in this case necessity alters the 


“T do not understand such neceasitica,” said Mrs. Powle; “at 
least if 2 thing cannot be done properly, I should say it was 
better not to do it at all. However, I suppose it is too late to 
speak now. I would not have my daughter-hold herself so 
lightly as to confer such an honour on any man; but I gave her 


480 THE OLD HELMET. 


to you to dispose of, so no doubt it is all right. I hope Mr. 
What’s-his-name is worthy of it.” 

‘‘ Mamma, let me give you another cup of chocolate,” said 
Eleanor. And she served her with the chocolate and the toast 
and the hung beef, in a way that gave Mrs. Caxton’s heart a 
feast. There was the beautiful calm and high grace with which 
Eleanor used to meet her social difficulties two years ago, and 
baffle both her trialsand hertempters. Mrs. Caxton had never 
scen it called for. Iler face showed not the slightest embarrass- 
ment at her mother’s words; not a shade of rising colour did 
dishonour to Mr. Rhys by proving that she so much as even 
felt the slurs against him, or the jealousy professed on her own 
behalf. Eleanor’s calm sweet face was an assertion both of his 
dignity and her own. Perhaps Mrs. Powle felt herself in a 
hopeless case. 

“What do you expect to live on out there?” she said, chang- 
ing her ground, as she dipped her toast into chocolate. “ You 
won't have this sort of thing.” 

“T have never thought much about it,” said Eleanor, 
smiling. “Where other people live and grow strong, I suppose 
I can.” 

“No, it does not follow at all,” replied her mother. “ You 
are accustomed to certain things, and you would feel the want 
ofthem. For instance, will you have bread like this out there ? 
wheat bread ?” 

‘7 shall not want chocolate,” said Eleanor. “ The climate 
is too hot.” 

“ But bread ?” 

“Wheat flour is shipped for the use of the mission families,” 
said Mrs. Caxton. “It is known that many persons would 
suffer without it; and we do not wish unnecessary suffering 
should be undergone.” 

‘Have they cows there P” 

“Mamma!” said Eleanor, laughing. 

“ Well, have they P _ Because Miss Broadus or somebody was 
seying the other day, that in New Zealand they never had them 
till we sent them out. So I wondered aa ie whether they 
had in this place.” 
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“T fancy not, mamma. You will have to think of meas 
drinking my tea without cream.” 

‘So you will take tea there with you ?” 

“Why not?” 

“J have got the impression,” said Mrs. Powle, “somehow, 
that you would do nothing as other people do. You will drink 
tea, will you? T’ll give you a box.” 

** Thank you, mamma,” said Eleanor, but the colour flushed 
now to the roots of her hair,—‘‘aunt Caxton has given me a 
great stock already.” 

“And coffee ?” 

‘“‘'Yes, mamma—for great occasions—and concentrated milk 
for that.” 

“Do tell me what sort of a place it is, Eleanor.” 

“Tt is a great many places, mamma. It is a great many 
islands, large and small, scattered over some hundreds of miles 
of ocean; but they are so many and so near each other often, 
and so surrounded with intcrlacing coral reefs, that navigation 
there is in a kind of network of chayciels. The islands are of 
many varicties, and of fairy-land ocauty; rich in vegetation 
and in all sorts of natural stores.” 

“Not cows.” 

“No, ma'am. I meant, the things that grow out of the 
ground,” said Eleanor, smiling again. ‘Cows and shecp and 
horses are not among them.” 

“Nor horses either? How do you go when you travel?” 

“In a canoe, I suppose.” 

“With savages?" exclaimed Mrs. Powle. 

‘Not necessarily. Many of them are Christians.” 

“The natives?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“Then I don't see what you are going for. Those that are 
Christians already might teach those that are not. But, 
Eleanor, who will marry you?” 

A bright rose-colour came upon the girl's check. ‘“ Mamma, 
there are clergymen enough there.” « 

“ Clergymen? of the Church?” 

“I beg your pardon, mamma; uo. 

11 
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“Well, that isas you look at things. I know you and my 
sister Caxton have wandered away,—but for me, I should feel 
lost out of the Church. It would be very essential to me. 
Are there no Church people in the islands at all?” 

“T believe not, mamma.” 

“ And what on earth do you expect to do there, Eleanor?” 

**T cannot tell you yet, mamma; but I understand every- 
body finds more than enough.” 

* What, pray?” 

“The gencral great busincss, you know, is to carry light to 
those that sit in darkness,” 

“Yes, but you do not expect to preach, do you?” 

Eleanor smiled, she could not help it, at the bewildered air 
with which this question was put. “I don’t know, mamma. 
Do not you think I could preach to a class of children?” 

“But, Eleanor! such horrid work. Such work for you!” 

“Why, mamma?” 

“Why? With your advantages and talents and cducation. 
Mr. —— no matter who, but who uscd to be a good judge, said 
that your talents would give anybcdy clse’s talents enough to 
do;—and that you should throw thcm away upon a class of 
half-naked children at the antipodes! "°—— 

“There will be somebody else to take the benefit of them 
first,” Mrs. Caxton said, very composedly. “I rather think 
Mr. Rhys will sce to it that they are not wasted.” 

“Mamma, I think you do not understand this matter,” 
Eleanor said, gently. ‘* Whoever made that speech flattcred 
me; but I wish my talents were ten times so much as they are, 
that I might give them to this work.” 

* To this gentlcman, you mean!” Mrs. Powle said, tartly. 

A light came into Elcanor's eyes; she was silent a minute, 
and then with the colour rising all over her face she said, 
“He is abundantly worthy of all and. much more than I 
am.” 

“Well, I do not understand this matter, as you said,” Mrs. 
Powle answered, in some discomfiture. “Tell me of something 
I do understand. What socicty will you have where you are 
going, Eleanor?” 
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*T shall be too busy to have much time for socicty, mamma,” 
Elcanor answered, good-humouredly. 

“No such thing—you will want it all the more. Sister 
Caxton, is it not so?” 

** People do not go out there without consenting to forczo 
many things,” Mrs. Caxton answered ; “ but there is One who 
has promised to be with his servants when they are about his 
work ; and I never heard that any one who had that society, 
pined greatly for want of other.” 

Mrs. Powle opened her eyes at Mrs. Caxton’s quiet face; she 
set this speech down in her mind as uncontaminated fanaticism. 
She turned to Eleanor. 

‘Do the people there wear clothes?” 

“The Christians clothe themselves, mamma; the heathen 
portion of the people hardly do, I belicve. The climate 
requires nothing. They have a fashion of dress of their own, 
but it is not much.” 

‘“‘ And can you help seeing these heathen?” 

“No, of course not.” 

“Well you are changed!” said Mrs. Powle. “I would 
never have thought you would have consented to such degra- 
dation.” 

“T go that I may help mend it, mamma.” 

“Yes, you must stoop yourself first.” 

“Think how Jesus stooped—to what degradation—for us 

all.” 
Mrs. Powle paused, at the view of Eleanor’s glistening eyes. 
It was not easy to answer, moreover. 

“T cannot help it,” she said. “You and I take different 
views on the subject. Do let us talk of something else; I am 
always getting on something where we cannot agree. Tell me 
about the place, Eleanor.” 

“ What, mamma? I have not been there.” 

“No, but of course you know. What do you live in? 
houses or tents?” 

“I do not know which you would call them; they are not 
stone or wood. There is a skeleton frame of posts to uphold 
the building: but the walls are made of different thick. 
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nesses of reeds, laid different ways and laced together with 
ginnet.” 

‘What's sinnet 9” 

“A strong braid made of the fibre of the cocoanut—of the 
husk of the cocoanut. It is made of more or less size and 
strength, and is used instcad of iron to fusten a great many 
sorts of things; carpentry and boat-building among them.” 

“ Goodness! what a place. Well, go on with your house.” 

“That is all,” said Eleanor, smiling; “except that it is 
thatched with palm Ieavos, or grass, or cane leaves. Sometimes 
the walls are covered with grass; and the braid work done in 
patterns, so as to have a very artistic effect.” 

“ And what is insidc?” 

‘Not much beside the people.” 

“Well, tell me what, for instance. There is something, I 
euppose. The walls are not bare?” 

“Not quite. ‘There are apt to be mats, to sit and lie on;— 
and pots for cooking, and baskets and a chest perhaps, and a 
great mosquito curtain.” 

“ Are you going to live in a house like that, Eleanor?” 

Mrs. Powle’s face expressed distress. Elcanor laughed and 
declared she did not know. 

“It will have some chairs for her to sit upon,” said Mrs. 
Caxton; “and I shall send some china cups, that she may not 
have to drink out of a cocoanut shell.” 

“But I should like that very well,” said Eleanor; “and I 
certainly think a Fijian wooden dish, spread with green leaves, 
is as nice a vessel for food as can be.” 

Mrs. Powle rose up and began to arrange her shawl, with an 
air which said, “I do not understand it!” 

“ Mamma, what are you about ?” 

“Eleanor, you make me very uncomfortable.” | 

“Dol? Why should I, mamma?” 

“It is no use talking.” Then suddenly facing round on 
Eleanor she said, “ What are you going to do for servants in 
that dreadful place P” 

“Mr. Rhys says he has a most faithful servant~who is much 
attached to him, and does as well as he can desire.” 
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® One of those native savages?” 

“‘He was; he is a Christian now, and a good one.” 

Mrs. Powle looked as if she did not know how to believe 
her daughter. 

“Aren't you afraid of what you are about, Eleanor—to 
venture among thosc creatures? and to take all that voyage 
first, alone? Are you not afraid?” 

There was that in the very simpleness and quietness of 
Eleanor’s answer that put her negative beyond a question. 
Mrs. Powle sat down again for very bewilderment. 

‘““Why are you not afraid?” she said. “You never were 
afraid of little things, I know; but those houses—are there 
no thieves among those heathen?” 

“A good many.” 

“What is to keep them out of your house? Anybody 
could cut through s reed wall with a knife—and make no 
noise about it. Where is your security ?" 

Alas, in the one face there was such ignorance, in the other 
such sorrowful consciousness of that ignorance, that the two 
faces at first looked mutely into each other across the gulf 
between them. 

+ “Mamma,” said Eleanor, “why will you not understand 
me? Do you not know,—the Eternal God is our refuge |” 

The still, grand expression of faith Mrs. Powle could not 
receive; but the spcaking of Eleanor’s eyes she did. She 
turned from them. 

“Good morning, sister Caxton,” she said. “TI will go. I 
cannot bear it any longer to-day.” 

* You will come to-morrow, sister Powle ?” 

“Yes. Ob, yes. I'll be here to-morrow. I will get my 
feelings quicted by that time. Good bye, Eleanor.” 

“Mamma,” said the girl, trembling, “ when will you bring 
Julia?” 

‘‘ Now, Eleanor, don’t let us talk about anything more that 
fe disagreeable. I do not want to say anything about Julia. 
You have taken your way—and I do not mean to unsettle you 
in it; but Julia is in another line, and I cannot have you 
interfere with her. I am very sorry it is so—bvu' it is 
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not my doing. I cannot help it. I do not want to give you 
ain—” 

: Mrs. Powle departed. Eleanor came back from attending 

her to the door, stopped in the middle of the room, and her 

cheeks grew white as she spoke. 

“T shall never see her again! * 

*‘ My love,” said Mrs, Caxton, pityingly,--“I hardly know 
how to believe it possible.” 

*“T knew it all along,” said Eleanor. She sat down and 
covered her face. Mrs. Caxton sighed. 

“Tt is as true now as it was in the old time,” she said— 
“¢ He that will live godly in Christ Jesus shall suffer persccu- 
tion.” So surely as we walk like Christ, so surely the world 
will call us odd and strange and fanatical, and treat us 
accordingly.” 

fleanor's head was bent low. 

“And Jesus is our only refuge—and our sufficient conso- 
lation.” 

“ Oh, yes !—but——” 

“¢ And he can make our silent witness-bearing bring fruits 
for his glory, and for our dear ones’ good, as much as years of 
talking to them, Eleanor.” 

“You are good comfort, aunt Caxton,” said the girl, putting 
her arms around her and straining her close ;—“ but—this 
is something I cannot help just now——” 

It was a natural sorrow not to be struggled with successfully ; 
and Eleanor took it to her own room. So did Mrs. Caxton 
take it to hers) But the struggle was ended then and there. 
No trace of it remained the next day. Eleanor met her 
mother most cheerfully, and contrived admirably to keep her 
from the gulf of discussion into which she had been continually 
plunging at her first visit. With so much of grace and skill, 
and of that poise of her own mind which left her free to extend 
help to another’s vacillations and uncertainties, Eleanor guided 
the conversation and bore herself generally that day, that 
Mrs. Powle’s sighing commentary as she went away, was, “ Ah, 
Eleanor !—you might have been a duchess!” 

But the paleness of sorrow came over her duchess's face 
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again so soon as she was gone. Mrs. Caxton saw that if the 
struggle was ended, the pain was not; and her heart bled for 
Eleanor. These were days not to be prolonged. It was good 
for everybody that Tuesday, the day of sailing, was so near. 

They were heavy, the hours that intervened. In spite of 
keeping herself close and making no needlcss advertisement of 
her proceedings, Eleanor could not escape many an encounter 
with old friends or acquaintances. They heard of her from 
her mother; Icarned her address; and then curiosity was 
enough, without affection, to bring several; and aflvction 
mingled with curiosity to bring a few. Among others, the 
two Miss Broadus’s, Eleanor’s friends and associates at Wiglands 
ever since she had been a child, could not kecp away from her, 
and could not be denied when they came; though they took 
precious time, and though they tried Eleanor sorely. They 
wanted to know everything ; if their wishes had sufficed, they 
would have learned the whole history of Mr. Rhys’s courtship. 
Failing that, their inquiries went to everything else, past and 
future, to which Elcanor’s own knowledge could be supposed 
to extend. What she had been doing through the year which 
was gone, and what she expected the coming year would find 
her to do; when she would get to her place of destination, and 
what sort of a life she would have of it when once there. Houses 
and horses, and cows and sheep, were as intcresting to these 
good ladics as they were to Mrs. Powle; and feeling less 
concern in the matter they were free to take more amusement, 
and sono side feeling or hidden feeling disturbed their satisfaction 
in the flow of information they were receiving. For Eleanor 
gratified them paticntly, in all which did not immediately touch 
herself; but when they were gone she sighed. Even Mrs 
Powle was less trying; for her annoyances were at least of a 
more dignified kind. Elcanor could meet them better. 

“And this is the end of you!” she exclaimed the evening 
before Eleanor was to sail. ‘* This is the end of your life and 
expectations! To look at you and think of it!” Despondency 
could no further go. 

~ Not the end of cither, mamma, I hope,” Eleanor responded 
coeerfully. 
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“The expectation of the righteous shall be for ever. you 
forget,” said Mrs. Caxton, smiling. “There is no fall nor 
failure to that.” 

“Oh, yes, I know!” waid Mrs. Powle impatiently ; “ but just 
look at that girl and sce what she is. She might be presented 
at Court now, and reigning like a princess in her own house; 
yea, she might; and to-morrow she is going off as if she were a 
convict to Botany Bay!” 

“No, mamma,” said Eleanor, smiling. “I never can persuade 
you of Australian geography.” 

“Well, it’s New South Wales, isn’t it?” said Mrs. Powle. 

Eleanor assented. 

“Very well. The girl that brings you your luncheon when 
you get there, may be the very one that stole my spoons three 
years ago. It’s all the same thing. And you, Eleanor, you 
are so handsome, and you have the manners of a qucen.— 
Sister Caxton, you have no notion what admiration this girl 
excited, and what admiration she could command !” 

Mrs. Caxton looked from the calm face of the girl, certainly 
handsome enough, to the vexed countenance of the mother; 
whose fair curls failed to look complacent for once. 

“‘T suppose Eleanor thinks of another day,” she said, “ when 
the Lord will come to be admired in his saints and to be glori- 
fied in all them that believe. Zhat will be admiration worth 
having; if Eleanor thinks so, I confess I think so too.” 

“Dear sister Caxton,” said Mra, Powle, restraining herself, 
“what has the one thing to do with the other P” 

“ Nothing,” said Mrs. Caxton. “To seek both is impossible.” 

“Do you think it is wicked to receive admiration P I did 
not think you went so far.” 

“No,” said Mrs. Caxton, with her genial smile. “We were 
talking of seeking it.” 

Mrs. Powle was silent, and went away in a very ill humour, 


CHAPTER XXXII 


“The sun came up upon the left, 
Ont of the sca came he! 
And he shone bright, and on the right 
Went down into the sea.” 


Anp the Tucsday came, and was fair; and under a bright sky 
‘the steamer ran down to Gravesend with Kleanor and her 
friends on board. Not Julia; Eleanor had given up all hopes 
of that; but Mrs. Caxton was beside her, and on the other 
side of her was Mrs. Powle. It was a éerribly disagreeable 
journey to the latter; every fecling in her somewhat passions 
less nature was in a state of fretful rebellion. The other 
stronger and deeper characters were ready for the time and 
met it bravely. Met it cheerfully too. The crisping breeze 
that curled the waters of the river, the blue sky and fair 
sunlight, the bright and beautiful of the scene around them, 
those two saw and tasted, with hopeful though very grave 
hearts. The other poor lady saw nothing but a dirty stcam- 
boat and a very unpropitious company. Among _ these, 
however, were Eleanor's fellow-voyagers, Mr. Amos and his 
wife; and she was introduced to them now for the first 
time. ° Various circumstances had prevented thcir meeting in 
London. 

“A very common-looking man,” whispered Mrs. Powle to 
Eleanor. 

“T don’t know, mamma—but very good,” Eleanor re- 
turned. 

“You are mad on goodness!” said Mra. Powle. “Don't 
you see anything else in a man, or the want of anything else ? 
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beginning of her journey was made amidst mental storms. 
Julia was the particular bitter thought over which her tears 
poured; but they flooded every image that rose of home 
things, and childish things, and things at Plassy. Mr. Amos 
came to her help. 

“Tt is nothing,” Eleanor said, as well as she could speak,— 
“it is nothing but the natural feeling which will have its way. 
Thank you—don't be concerned. I don't want anything—if 
I only could have seen my sister !|——” 

‘‘Mrs. Amos is about as bad,” said her comforter, with a 
sigh. ‘Ah, well! fecling must have its way, and better it 
should. You will both be better by-and-by, I hope.” 

They were worse before they were better. For in a few 
hours sickness took its place among present grievances; and 
perhaps on the whole it acted asa relief by effecting a diver- 
sion from mental to bodily concerns. It scemed to Eleanor 
that she felt them both togcther; nevertheless, when at the 
end of a few days the sea-sickness left her, and she was able 
to get up again, it was with the sweet fresh quietness of con- 
valescence in mind as well as in body. She was herself again. 
Things took their place. England was behind, indeed—but 
Fiji was forward—and Heaven was over all. 

As soon as she was able to. be up she went upon deck. 
Strength came immediately with the fresh breeze. It was 
e cool, cloudy day; the ship specding along under a good 
spread of canvas; the sca in a beautiful state of life, but not 
boisterous. Nobody was on deck but some of the sailors. 
Eleanor took a seat by the guards, and began to drink in 
refreshment. It stole in fast, on mind as well as body, she 
hardly knew how; only both were braced up together. She 
felt now a curious gladness that the parting was over, the 
journey begun, and England fairly out of sight. The going 
away had been like death; a new life was rising upon her now; 
and Eleanor turned herself towards it with the same sweet 
readiness as the good ship whose head is laid upon a new course. 

There is a state of mind in which the soul may be aptly 
called the garden of the Lord; when answering to bis culture 
it brings forth flowers and fruits for his pleasure. In such 
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a state, the paradise which Adem lost is half re-entered again ; 
the moral victory is won over “ the works of the devil” which 
Christ came to destroy. The body is dead, no doubt, because 
of sin; but the spirit is life, because of righteousness. The air 
of that garden is peace; no hurricanes blow there; the 
sunshine dwells therein; the odours of sweet things come 
forth, and make known all abroad whose garden it is. 

Eleanor had sat awhile very still, very busy looking over 
into the sca, when she heard a step ncar her on the deck. She 
looked up, and saw a man whom she recognized as the master 
of the vessel. A rather hard-featured man, tall ana strong 
sct, with a pair of small eyes that did not give forth their 
expression readily. What there was struck her as not 
pleasant. 

“So you've got up!” said he, in a voice which was less harsh 
than his looks. “Do you feel better?” 

“Much better, thank you.” 

“Tearty, eh?” 

. Pretty well,” said Eleanor, smiling, “since I have got this 
salt air into my lungs.” 

“Ah! you'll have enough of that. *Tother lady is down 
yet, eh? She has not got up.” 

“No.” 

“ Are you all going to the same place?” 

“T believe so.” 

* Missionaries, eh P” 

“Yes.” 

“Think you'll get those dark fellows to listen to you?” 

“Why not ?” said Eleanor, brightly. 

“Tt’s all make-believe. They only want to get your axes 
and hatchets, and such things.” 

“Well, we want their yams and potatoes, and fish and 
labour,” said Eleanor; “30 it is a fuir bargain; and no make- 
believe on either side.” 

“Why don’t you stay in the Colonies? there is work enough 
to be done; people enough that need it; and a fine country. 
Everything in the world that you need; and not so far from 
home either.” 
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Eleanor made no answer. 

“ Why don’t you stay in the Colonies?” 

“One can only be in one place,” said Eleanor, lightly. 

“And that must always be the place whcre somebody clse 
is,” said the captain, maliciously. “That's the way people 
will congregate together, instead of scattcring where they are 
wanted,” 

“Do you know the Colonies well?” said Eleanor coolly, in 
answer to this rude speech. 

“Tought. Ihave spent about a third of my life inthem. I 
have a brother at Melbourne too, as rich in flocks and herds 
almost as Job was. That's the place. That’sacountry! But 
you are going to Sydney?” 

Yes,” 

“ Friends there?” 

‘“‘T have one friend there who expects me.” 

“Who's he? Maybe I know him.” 

* Egbert Esthwaite is his name.” 

* Don't know him, though. And so you have left England 
to find yourself a new home in the wilderness?” 

“Yes.” 

“Pretty tough change you'll find it. Don’t you find it 
already ?” 

“No. Don’t you know,” said Elcanor, giving him a good 
look, “ when one’s real home is in heaven, it does not make sy 
much difference?” 

The captain would have answered the words fast enough « 
but in the strong sweet cye that had looked into his so full, 
there was something that silenced him. Hc turned off abruptly, 
with the internal conviction—“ 7hat girl thinks what she says 
anyhow !” 

Eleanor’s eyes left contemplating the waters, and were busy 
for some time with the book which had lain in her lap until 
her colloquy with the captain. Somebody came and sat down 
beside her. 

“Mr. Amos! Iam glad to see you,” said Eleanor. 

“1 am glad to see you, sister,” he replied; “and glad to see 
you able to be here. You look well again.” 


b] 
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“Oh! Tam.” 

‘Mrs, Amos cannot raise her head. What are you doing ? 
if I may ask so blunt a question upon so short an acquaint- 
ance.” 

“ This is the first time I have been on deck. Iwas studying 
the sea, in the first place; and then something drove me to 
study the Bible.” 

‘“‘ Ah, we are driven to that on every hand,” he answered. 
** Now go on, and tell me the point of your studies, will you ?” 

There was something in the utmost genial and kind in his 
look and way; he was not a person from whom one would 
keep back anything he wanted to know; as also evidently he 
was not onc to ask anything he should not. The request did 
not even startle Eleanor. She looked thoughtfully over the 
heaving sca while she answered. 

“J had been taking a great new vicw of the glory of creation 
—over the ship’s side here. Then I had the sorrow to find— 
or fear—that we have an unbeliever in our captain. From 
that, I suppose, I took hold of Paul’s reasoning—how with- 
out excuse people are in unbelief; how the invisible things of 
God from the creation of the world are clearly scen, being 
understood by the things that are made; even his eternal 
power and Godhead. And those glorious last words were what 
my heart fixed upon.” 

*¢¢ Fis eternal power and Godhead.’” 

Elcanor looked round without speaking: a look full of the 
human echo to those words; the joy of weakness, the strength 
of ignorance, the triumph of humility. 

“What a grand characterizing Paul gives in those other 
words,” said Mr. Amos—‘ the King eternal, immortal, invisible, 
the only wise God.’ Unto him be honour and glory for ever!” 

* And then those other words," said Eleanor, low,—‘‘ The 
eternal God is thy refuge.’ 

“That is a good text for us to keep,’ "said Mr. Amos. ‘But 
really, with that refuge, 1 don’t see what we should be 
afraid of.” 

“Not even of want of success,” said Eleanor. 

“No. If faith didn’t fail. Paul could give thanks that he 
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was made always to triumph in Christ,—and by the power that 
wrought with him, so may we.” Ie spoke very gravely, as if 
looking into himself and pondering his own responsibilities and 
privileges and shortcomings. Eleanor kept silence. 

“ How do you like this way of life?’ Mr. Amos said pre- 
gently. 

“ The sea is beautiful. I have hardly tried the ship.” 

“Waven’t you?” said Mr. Amos, smiling. “ That speaks a 
candid good traveller. Another would have made the first few 
days the type of the whole.” 

And he also took to his book, and the silence lasted this time. 

Mrs. Amos continued prostrated by sea-sickness; unable to 
raise her head from her pillow. Eleanor could do little for her. 
The evil was remediless, and admitted of very small amclioras 
tion. But the weather was very fine and the ship's progres 
excellent ; and Eleanor spent great part of her time on deck. 
All day, except when she was at the side of Mrs. Amos, she was 
there. The sailors watched the figure in the dark neat sca- 
dress and cloak and the little close straw bonnet with chocolate 
ribands; and every now and then made pretences to get near 
and sce how the face looked that was hidden under it. The 
report of the first venturcrs was so favourable that Eleanor had 
an unconscious sort of levée the next day or two; and then, the 
fresh swect face that was so like a flower was found to have 
more attractions when known than it had before when un- 
known. There was not a hand on board but seized or made 
opportunities every day and as often as he could to get near 
her; if a chance offered and he could edge in a word and have 
a smile and word in answer, that man went away estecmed both 
by himself and his comrades a lucky fellow. Eleanor awoke 
presently to the sense of her opportunitics, though too genuinely 
humble to guess at the cause of them; and she began to make 
every one tell for her work. Every sailor on board soon knew 
what Eleanor valued more than all other things; every one 
knew, “sure as guns,” as he would have expressed it, that if 
she had a chance of speaking to him, she would one way or 
another contrive before it was ended to make him think of his 
duty and to remember to whom it was owed ; and yet—strange 
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to scy——there was not one of them that for any such reason was 
willing to lose or to shun onc of those chances. “If all were 
like she”"—was the comment of one Jack tar; and the rest 
were preciscly of his opinion. ‘The captain himself was no 
exception. He could not help frequently coming to Eleanor’s 
side, to break off her studies or her musings with some infor- 
mation or some snygestion of his own and have a bit of a talk. 
Ilis manners mended. He grew thoroughly civil to her. 

Meanwhile the vesscl was spceding southwards. Fast, fast, 
every day they lowered their latitude. Higher and higher rose 
the sun; the stars that had becn Elcanor’s familiars ever since 
she had eyes to sce them, sank one by one below the northern 
horizon ; and the beauty of the new, strange, brilliant constele 
lations of the southern sky began to tell her in curious language 
of her approach to her new home. They had a most magical 
charm for Eleanor. She studicd and watched them un- 
wearicdly; they had for her that curious interest which we 
give to any things that are to be our lifec-companions. Here 
Mr. Amos could render her some help; but with or without 
help, Eleanor nightly studied the southern stars, watched and 
pondcred them till she knew them well; and then she watched 
them because she knew them, as well as because she was to 
know them all the rest of her life. 

By day she utudied other things; and the days were not 
weary. ‘The uccan was a storehouse of pleasure for her; and 
Captain Fox declared his ship had never carried such a clever 
passenger; “a girl who had plenty of stuff, and knew what to 
do with Lersclf” Certainly the last piece of praise was true ; 
for Kleanor had no weary moments. She had interests on 
board, as well as outside the ship. She picked up the sailors’ 
legends and superstitions; ay, and many a little bit of life his- 
tory came in too, by favour of the sympathy and friendliness 
they saw in those fine brown eyes. Never a voyage went 
better; and the sailors, if not the captain, were yery much of 
the miud that they had a good angel on board. 

“Well, how do you like ¢his ?” said Mr. Amos, coming up one 
day. It was the seventh day of a calm in the tropics. 

“I would like a wind better,” Eleanor said, smiling, 
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“Can you possess your soul in paticnce P ” 

“Yes,” she said, but gently and with o slight int onatiog 
that spoke of sevcral latent things. 

“ We are well on our way now,—if 8 wind would comc 

“It will come.” 

“T have never asked you,” said Mr. Amos. ‘‘ How do you 
expect to find life in the islands P ” 

‘‘In what respect? In general, I should say, as unlike thte 
as possible.” 

“Of course. I understand there is no stagnation there. 
But as to hardships—as to the people P ” 

“The people are part Christianized and part unchristinized ; 
that gives every variety of experience among them, I suppose. 
The unchristianized are as bad as they can be, very nearly, 
the good, very good. As to hardships, I have uo expece 
tation.” 

* You have not data to form one?” 

“T cannot say that; but things are so different according 
to circumstances; and there is so great a change going on 
continually in the character of the people.” 

‘“‘ How do you fec] about leaving behind you ail the arts and 
refinement ts. and delights of taste in the old world?” 

“Will you look over the side of the ship, Mr. Amos f= 
down below there—do you see anything ?” 

“ Dolphin——,” said Mr. Amos, 

* ‘What do you think of them?” 

“ Beautiful!” said Mr. Amos. ‘ Beautiful, undoubtedly! 
as brilliant as if they had just come out of the jeweller's shop, 
polished silver. How clear the water is! I can see them 
perfectly—far below.” 

“Isn't the sea better than a jeweller’s shop ?” 

“I never thought of it before,” said Mr. Amos, laughing; 
“but it certainly is; though I think it is the first time the 
comparison has been made.” . 

“Did you ever go to Tenby ?” 

“T never did.” 

“Nor I; but I have heard the sea-caves in its neighbourhood 
describe? as more splendid in their natural traasures of vege- 
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Tne isfand of St. Paul was passed ; and still the ship sailed on 
and on to the east. 

Eleanor had observed for a day or two that there was an 
unusual degree of activity among the sailors. They seemcd 
to be getting things into new trim; clearing up and cleaning, 
and the chain cable one day made its appearance on dcck, 
where room had been made for it. FElcanor looked on at the 
proceedings with a half guess at their meaning that made 
her heart. heat. 

What is it?” she asked Captain Fox, 

What's all this rigging up? Why we expect to see 
Jand soon. You like the sea so well, you'll he sorry.” 

“ Flow soon ?” 

“T shouldn't wonder, in a day or two, Yon will stop 
in Sydnoy till you get a chance to go on?” 

Yes,” 

“TY wish T could take you the whole way, I declare! but 
T would not take an angel into those awful islands. Why, 
if you get shipwrecked there, they will kill and cat you.” 

“There would be little danger of that now, Captain Fox; 
none at all in most of the islands. Instead of killing ond 
eating, they relicve and comfort their shipwrecked countrymen.” 

“ Believe that ?” said the captain. 

“T know it. I know instances.” 

% Whereabouts are you going among them ? ” said he, looking 
at her. If I get driven out of my reckoning ever, and find 
mysclf in those latitudes, I'd like to know which way to steer. 
Where's your place? ” 

He was not uncivil; but he liked to see, when he could 
manage to bring it, that beautiful tinge of rose in Eleanor's 
cheeks which answered such an appeal as this, 
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* And the magic charm of foreign lanés. 
With shadows of palms, and shining sands, 
Where the tuubling surf 
O'er the coral reefs of Madagascar, 

Washes the feet of the swarthy * Lascar,’ ” 


fr was but the next day, and Eleanor was sitting as usual 
on deck looking over the watcrs ina lovely bright morning, 
when a sound was heard which almost stopped her heart's 
beating for a moment. It was the cry, rung out from the 
mast-head, * Land-ho!” 

.“Whcere is it?” she said to the captain, who was behind 
her. “Ido not sce it anywhere.” 

“You will see it in a little while. Wait a bit. If you 
could go aloft I could show it you now.” 

“What land? do you know 7” 

“ Australia—the finest land the sun shines upon!” 

“ I suppose you mean, besides England.” 

“No, I don’t, begging your pardon. England is very well 
for thosc who can take the ripe side of the cherry ; poorer folks 
had better come here, if they want any chance at all. 

The lucky sailor was coming down from the mast-head, and 
the captain went off to join those who were giving him sundry 
rewarding tokens of their Joy for his news. Eleanor looked 
over the waste of waters eastward, feeling as if her breath had 
been taken away. 

So much of her journey done! The rest seemed, and was, 
but little. Australia was almost—home. And what sort of 
ahome? And could Mr. Rhys possibly be at Sydney to meet 
her? kleanor knew he could not; yet the physical possibility 
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would assert itself in spite of all the well-allowed moral im. 
possibility. But, at any rate, at Sydney she would find letters ; 
at Sydney she would find, perhaps very soon, the mcans of 
making the remainder of her voyage; at Sydney she could no 
longer prevent herself from thinking. I:leanor had staved off 
thought all the way by wisely saying and insisting to herself, 
“ Time enough when I get to Sydney.” Yes; she was nearing 
home now. So deep, so engrossing, were her meditations and 
scnsations, that Mr. Amos, who had come up to congratulate 
hcr on the approaching termination of the voyage spoke to 
her once and again without being heard. Ile could not see 
licr face, but the little straw bonnet was as motionless as 
if its wearer had been in a dream. He smiled and went 
away. 

Then appeared on the distant horizon somewhat like a low 
blue cloud, which gathered distinctness and strength of outline 
by degrees. It was the land, beyond doubt; the coast of New 
Holland itself, as the captain informed Eleanor; and going on 
and passing through Jass's Strait the vessel soon dirccted 
her course northward, Little remained then before reaching 
port. 

It was under a fair and beautiful sunlight morning that they 
were at last approaching Sydney. Mr. Amos was on deck as 
well as Elcanor, the captain standing with them; for a pilot 
had come on board; the captain had given up his charge, 
and was in command no longer. Before the watching three 
stretched a low unpromising shore of sandstone cliffs and 
sand. 

“It is good to sce it,” said Mr.’Amos; “ but in this first view 
it don’t show for much.” 

“ Don’t show for anything,” said Captain Fox. “ Wait till 
we get inside the IJeads, It don’t show for anything; but it’s 
the most glorious land the sun shines on!” 

“In what particular respects P ” said Mr. Amos. 

“In every respect of making a living and enjoying it,” said 
the captain. “That makes a good land, goa’t it” 

Mr. Amos allowed that it did. 

“It's the most beautiful country, if you come to that,” Cap» 
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tain Fox went on;—“that’s what Miss Powle thinks of. I 
wish this was Melbourne we were coming to, instead of Sydney. 
I'd like to have her look at it.” 

“Better than this?” said Mr. Amos, for Elcanor was 
silent. 

“ A better colony, for beauty and riches,” said the captain. 
“Tt’s the most glorious country, sir, you ever saw! hundreds 
of square miles of it are as handsome as a duke’s park; and 
good for something, which a duke’s park ain't. There’s a 
great tract of country up round Mt. Macedon—thirty or forty 
milcs back into the land—its softly rolling ground without a 
stone on it, as nice as ever you saw; and spottcd with the trees 
they call she-oaks—beautiful trees; and they don't grow ina 
wood, but just stand round in clumps and ones or twos here 
and there, like a picture; and then through the openings in 
the ground you can see miles off more of just the same, till it 
gets blue in the distance; and mountains beyond all. And 
when you put here and there a flock of thousands of sheep 
spotting the country with their white backs—I ain't poetical 
sir, but I tell you! when I saw that country first, I thought 
maybe I was; but it's likely I was mistaken,” eaid the captain 
laughing, “ for the fit has never come back since. Miss Powle 
thinks there’s as much poetry in the water as on the land.” 

Still Eleanor did not move to answer; and Mr. Amos, pers 
haps for her sake, went on. 

‘What is it that country is so good for? gold or sheep P” 

“Sheep, sir, sheep! the gold grows in another part. There's 
enough of that too; but I'd as lieve make my money some 
other way. Victoria is the country for wool-growing, sir. 
I've a brother there—Stephen Fox—he went with little more 
than nothing; and now he has a flock of sheep—well, I'm 
afraid to say how many; but I know he needs and uses a tract 
of twelve thousand acres of land for them.” 

“ That is being a pretty large landowner, as well as sheep 
owner,” Mr. Amos said with a smile. 

“Oh, he don’t own it. That wouldn’t do, you know. The 
interest of the money would buy all the wool on bis sheepe’ 
bac 7 
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“ How then ?” 

“ He has the use of it,—that’s all. Don’t you know how 
they work it? He pays a licence fee to Government for the 
privilege of using the land for a year—wherever he pitches 
upon a place; then he stocks it, and gocs on occupying by an 
annual licence fee, until he has got too many neighbours and 
the land is getting all taken up in his neighbourhood. Then 
some one comes along who has moncy and don’t want the 
plague of a new settlement ; and he sells off his stock and claim 
to him, packs up his traps, pokes off through the bush with his 
compass till he has found a new location somewhere; then he 
comes back, pays a new licence fee, and stocks the new place 
with flocks and shepherds and begins again. And I never saw 
in my life anything so fine as one of those Victoria sheep or 
cattle farms.” 

“Why don’t you go into it?” 

“Well—it’s best to divide the busincss just now. J can be 
of use to Stephen, and hecan be of usc to me. And I'malittle 
of this lady's opinion.” 

* How is it in this colony we are coming to?” 

“Well, they are very prosperous; it’s a good place to get 
rich. They have contrived to get along with their gold mines 
without ruining every other interest, as the other colonies have 
done for atime. But 1 think Victoria is the queen of them all. 
Victoria sends ho.xrc more wool than either of the others; and 
she has gold, and she has other mines—different. She has 
copper cqual to Burra-Burra—and she has coal, within a few 
miles of Melbourne, and other things; but the coal is a great 
matter here, you sec.” 

The ship all the while was rapidly approaching the Heads, 
which mark and make the entrance to the harbour of Port 
Jackson. They assumed more dignity of elevation and feature 
as they were nearer seen; the rocks rising some two or three 
hundred feet high, with the sca foaming at their foot. Passing 
swiftly onward, the vessel by-and-by doubled Bradley's Head, 
and the magnificent sheet of water that forms the harbour was 
sildenly revealed to the stranger’s gaze. Full of islands, full 
of seiling craft, bordered with varying shores of “ promontory, 
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sreek, and bay,” pleasantly wooded, and spotted along its woody 
shores with spots of white that marked where people bad pretty 
country homes, the quict water glittering in the light; the view 
to the sea-tossed travellers was nothing short of enchanting. 
Mrs. Amos had come on deck, though scarce able to stand; a 
quiet, gentle, sweet-looking person ; her eyes were full of tears 
now. Her husband’s arm was round her, supporting her 
strength that she might kcep up; his face was moved and 
grave. Eleanor was afraid to show anybody her face; yet it 
was outwardly in good order cnough; she felt as if’ her heart 
' would never get back to its accustomed beat. She sat still, 
breathlessly drinking in the scene, rejoicing and trembling at 
once. She heard Mrs. Amos's softly whispered, “ Praise the 
Lord!” and her husband's firm “Amen!” It had like to have 
oversct her. She pressed her hands tight together to keep her 
heart still. 

“They know we are coming,” said the captain. 

“Who?” said Eleanor, quickly. 

Mr. Amos pressed his wife’s arm; the captain's eyes twinkled. 

“Is there anybody there on the look-out for you?” he 
asked. 

“*T suppose there may be,” said Eleanor calmly. 

“Well, he has got notice then, some hours ago,” said the 
captain. ‘ ‘Lhe pilot telegraphed to the South Head, and from 
the South IIcad the news has gone all over Sydney and 
Paramatta. Pretty good-looking city is Sydney.” 

It was far more than that. It had been the point of the 
travellers’ attention for some time. From the water up, one 
height above another, the white buildings of the town rose and 
spread; a white city; with forts and windmills, and fair look- 
Ing country scats in its neighbourhood. 

** Where is Paramatta?” said Eleanor, “and what is it?” 

“It’s a nice little pleasure place, up the Paramatta river; 
fiftcen miles above Sydney. Fine scenery; it’s a8 good as 
going to Richmond,” added the captain. 

“What is that splendid large white building,” Mrs. Amos 
asked, “on the hill?” 

“No great things of a hill,’ said the captain. “ That's the 
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Government-house. Nice gardens and pleasure grounds there 
too.” 

“ How beautiful it is!” said Mrs. Amos almost with a sigh. 

“Tt is almost like a Scottish lake!” said her husband. “TI 
remember one that this scene reminds me of at this moment.” 

“A little of this is worth all Scotland,” said the captain. 
“ There's pretty much everything here that a man wants—and 
not hard to come by, cither. Ob, you'll stay in Sydney! why 
shouldn't you? ‘There's people enough here that want teache 
ing, worse than the savages. I declare, I think they do.” 

“ Somcbody else will have to teach them,” said Mr. Amos, 

“What an array of ships and sails of all sorts!) This gives 
one an idea of the business of the place.” 

“ Business, and growing business,” said the captain. “ Sydney 
is getting ahead as fast as it can.” 

“ Flow sweet the air is!” said Eleanor. 

“Ay!” said the captain. “Now you smell green things 
again. I'll wager you won't want to put to sca any more, after 
you once get a firm foot on land. Why this is the very place 
for you. Enough to do, and every luxury a man need want, at 
hand when your work is done.” 

“When is one’s work done P” said Eleanor. 

“ J should say, when one has worked enough and got what 
one is after,” said the captain. “That's my idea. I never was 
for working till I couldn't enjoy.” 

‘What are we after, do you think?” said Eleanor looking 
round at him. 


“ What everybody else is]"” the captain answered, somewhat 
shortly. 


“ Luxury, namely ?” 

“Ycs! it comes to that. Everybody is sceking happiness in 
his own way ; and when he has got it, then it is luxury.” 

Eleanor only looked at him; she did not say anything fur- 
sher, and‘turned again to the contemplation of the scene they 
nad in view. The captain bustled off and was gone in a few 
minutes. 

“T wish you'd sing, sister Powle,” said Mr. Amos in that 
interval. 
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“Do!” said his wife. “ Please do!” 

Whether Eleanor was precisely in a singing mood or no, she 
began as desired. Mr. Amos joined her, in somewhat subducd 
tones, and Mrs. Amos gave a still’ gentler seconding ; while the 
rich notes of her own voice filled the air; so mellow that their 
full power was scarcely recognized; so powerful that the 
mellow sound seemed to fill the ship’s rigging. The sailors 
moved softly. They were accustomed to that music. All the 
way out, on every Sunday service, or any other that was held, 
Eleanor had served for choir to the whole company, joined by 
here and there a rough voice that broke in as it could, and just 
backed by Mr. Amos’s steady support. There was more than 
one in that ship's company to whom memory would never 
cease to bring a reminder that “there is balm in Gilead ;” for 
some reason or other that was one of Elcanor’s favourite songs. 
Now she gave another—sweet, clear, and wild ;—the furthect- 
off sailors stood still to hearken. They had heard it oftcn 
enough to know what the words were. 


*¢Q who's like Jesus! 
From sins and fears he frees us. 
He died for you, 
He dicd for ine, 
He died to set poor sinners free. 
O who's like Jesus!” 


The chorus floated all over after each verse of the hymn was 
ended; it went clear to the ship’s bows; but Eleanor sat quite 
still in her old position, clasping her hands fast on the rail and 
not moving her head. During the singing the captain came 
back and stood behind them listening; while people on the 
vessels that they passed, suspended their work and looked 
up to hear. Just as the singing was finished, a little 
boat was seen swiftly coming alongside; and in another 
minute they were boarded by the gentleman who had been 
its solitary passenger. The captain turned to meet him. Ile 
Was @ man rather under middle size, black hair curling all 
round his head, eyes quick and bright, and whole appearance 
handsome at once and business-like. He came forward briskly, 
and so he spoke, 
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“TTave yon got anybody here that belongs to meP” he said. 
“ Captain, is there a Miss Powle on board of your ship ?” 

Captain Fox silently stepped on one side, and made a motion 
of his hand towards Eleanor. TEleanor hearing herself called, 
slowly rose and faced the new-comer. There was a second’s 
pause, as the two confronted each other; then the gentleman 
bowed very low and advanced to touch the Jady’s hand, which, 
however, when he touched he held. 

“Ts this Miss Powle? Miss Z:leanor Powle?” 

you 

“Tam honoured in having such a cousin! T hope yon have 
heard somebody speak ofa Mr. Esthwaite in these parts?” 

‘T have heard Mrs, Caxton speak of Mr. Msthwaite—very 
often.” 

“All right!” said the gentleman Ictting go Eleanor's hand. 
“Tdentity proved. Captain, Lam gomg to take charge of this 
lady. Will you sce that her lizeaye, personal effects, and so 
on, are brought on deck ?”—then turning to Eleanor with real 
deference and cordiality in his manner, he went on,—“ Mrs. 
Iesthwaite is longing to see you. It is such a pleasure to have 
a cousin come from England, es you can but feebly appreciate ; 
she hopes to learn the new fashions from you, and all that sort 
of thing ; and she has been dressing your room with flowers, I 
believe, for these three months past. If you please, we will not 
wait for the ship's slow motions, but I will carry you straight 
toland in my boat; and glad you will be! Will you signify 
your ussent to this arrangement P—as I perccive the captain is 
a scryant of yours, and will do nothing without you bid him.” 

“"Phank you,” said Elcanor,“‘ I will go with you; but 
what will be done with all my boxes in the hold?” This 
inquiry was addressed to the captain, 

“ Don’t you fear anything,” said Mr. Esthwaite, “now you 
have overcome so many troubles and got to this haven of rest 
We will take care of your boxes. I suppose you have brought 
enough to stock the whole Navigator's group—or Fiji, is it, you 
are going to? I would go to any other one rather—but never 
mind; the boxes shall be stored, and maybe you'll unpack 


them here atter all. Captain, what about that luggage ?” 
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Eleanor went down to give directions, and presently came on 
deck again, already to go ashore. There was a little delay on 
account of the baggage; and meanwhile Mr. Esthwaite was 
introduced to Mr. and Mrs. Amos, 

“JT am very much obligcd to you for taking care of' this 
cousin of mine,” he said to them. “Iam sure she is worth 
taking care of. And now I should like to tuke care of you in 
turn. Will you go to my house, and make us happy F” 

They explaincd that they were going elsewhcre. 

“Well, come and sce her, then; for she will be wanting to 
see somcbody. We will do the best for her we can; but still, 
you know, absent friends have the best claim. By the way! 
didn’t I hear some sweet Mcthodist singing as I came up? was 
it on this ship? You haven't got any Methodists on board, 
captain, have you?” 

“T’ve been one mysclf, this voyage!” said the captain. 

“T wouldn't,” said Mr. Esthwaite. ‘ The Church service is 
the only one to be used at sca. Every other sounds—I don’t 
know how—incompatible. There is something in the gentle 
swell of the rolling waves, and in the grandeur of the horizon, 
that calls for the finest form of words mortals could put 
together; and when you have got such a form, why not 
use it P” 

‘You did not like the form of the singing, then?” said Mr. 
Amos, smiling. 

“No,” said Mr. Esthwaite, drily, ‘it struck me that if there 
had been a cathedral roof over it, one of those voices would 
have lifted the rafters and gone on; and that would not have 
been reverential, you know. Now, my young cousin !”— 

‘Mr. Amos,” said Eleanor aside to him and colouring 
deeply, “if there are any letters for me at the house where 
you are going, or at the post-office, will you send them 
to me?” 

‘‘ T will certainly make it my care, and bring them to you 
myself.” 

“Tl send for anything you want,” said Mr. Esthwaite. 

“What's that, letters? We'll get all there is in Sydney, 
and there is a good deal, waiting for this young lady. I've 
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had one floor of my warehouse half full for some montts back 
alrcady. No use of it for myself.” 

At last they got off; and it was not quickly, for Eleanor 
had to give a good-by to every onc on board. Mr. Esthwaite 
looked on smiling, until he was permitted to hand her down 
the vessel's side, and lodged her in the wherry. 

“ Now you are out of the ship,” said he, looking keenly at 
her. ‘ Aren’t you glad ?” 

“ T have sume good friends in her,” said Eleanor. 

“ Friends! I should think so. Those were salt tears that 
were shed for your coming away. Positively, I don’t think 
a man of them could see clear to take his last look at you.” 

Neither were Eleanor’s feelings quite unmixed at this 
moment. She expected to sec Mr. and Mrs. Amos again; 
with the rest her intercourse was finished; and it had been 
of that character which leaves longing and tender memories 
behind. She felt all that now. And she felt much more. 
With the end of her voyage in the “ Diana” came, at least 
for the present, an end to her inward tranquillity. Now there 
were lettcrs awaiting her—letters for which she had wished 
nervously so long; now she was near Fiji and her new life; 
now she dared to realize, she could not help it, what all the 
voyage she had refused to think of, as still in a hazy distance 
of the future. Here it was, nigh at hand, looming up through 
the haze, taking distinctness and proportions; and Eleanor’s 
heart was in a state of agitation to which that sound little 
member was very little accustomed. Iowever, the outward 
effect of all this was to give her manner even an unwonted 
degree of cool quictness; and Mr. Esthwaite was in a state 
between daunted and admiring. Both of them kept silence 
for a little while after leaving the ship, while the wherry 
pulled along in the beautiful bay, passing among a crowd of 
vessels of all sorts and descriptions, moving and still. The 
scene was lively, picturesque, pleasant, in the highest degree. 

“How docs my cousin like us on a first view ? ” 

“It is a beautiful scene!” said Eleanor. “ What a great 
‘variety of vessels arc here!" 

( “And isn’t this just the finest harbour in the world ?” 
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“J have heard a great deal of Port Philip,” said Eleanor, 
smiling. “I understand there is a sccond Bay of Naples there.” 

“TI don't care for the Bay of Naples! We have sunk all 
that. Weare in ancw world. Wait till you sce what I will 
show you to-morrow. Now lovk at that wooded point, with 
the white houses spotting it. Those are fine seats; beautiful 
view and all that; and at Sydney you can have everything 
you want, almost at command.” 

“You know,” said Elcanor, “that is not absolutely a new 
experience tome. In England, we have not far to seck.” 

“Oh, you say so! Much you know about it. You have been 
in such a nest of a place as my cousin Caxton spreads her 
wings over. I never was in a nest, till I made one for mysclf. 
How is my good cousin ?” 

The talk ran upon home things now until they reached the 
town and landed at a fine stone quay; then to the custom 
house, where business was casily despatched; then Mr. 
Fsthwaite put [leanor into a cab, and they drove away 
through the strects for his house in the higher part of the city. 
¥-lcanor's eyes were full of business. How strange it was! So 
far away from home, and so long living on the sca, now on land- 
ing to be greeted by such a multitude of familiar sounds and 
sithts. The very cab she was driving in; the omnibuscs and 
carts they passed ; the English-cut faces; the same strect crics; 
the same trades revealing themselvcs as she had been accus- 
tomed to in London. But now and then there came a difference 
of Australasia. There would be a dray drawn by three or four 
pair of bullocks—London streets never saw that turn-out; and 
then Eleanor would start at seeing a little group of the natives 
of the country, dressed in English leavings of costume. Those 
made her feel where she was, otherwise the streets and houses 
and shops had very much of a home air; except, indeed, when 
8 curious old edifice, built of logs, peeped in among white stone 
fronts and handsome shop windows, the relics, Mr. Esthwaite 
told her, of not so very far distant time, when the town first 
began to grow up and the “bush” covered almost all the 
ground now occupied by it. Eleanor was well pleased to be so 
busied in looking out that she had little leisure for talking, and 
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Mr. Esthwaite sat by and smiled in satisfaction. But this 
blessed immunity could not last. The cab stopped before a 
house in Gcorge-street. 

‘“‘TTas she come ?” exclaimed a voice, as the door opened, 
and a head full of curls put itsclf out into the hall. “TIave 
you brought her? Oh, how delightful! How glad I am!” 
And the owner of the curls came near to be introduced, hardly 
waiting for the introduction, and to give Eleanor the most 
gleeful sort of a welcome. 

“And she was on that ship, the ‘Diana,’ Egbert? How 
nice! Just as ycu thought; and I was so afraid it was nothing 
but another disappointment. I was afraid to look out when 
the cab came. Now come upstairs, cousin Eleanor, ard I 
will take you to your room, You must be tired to death, are 
you not?” 

“Why should I?” said Eleanor, as she tripped upstairs 
after her hostess. “I have done nothing for four months.” 

“Look here!” shouted Mr. Esthwaite, from the hall— 
“Touisa, don't stop to talk over the fashions now—it is dinner- 
time. ILow soon will you be down ?” 

“Don't mind him,” said pretty Mrs. Esth-vaite, leading the 
way into a light pleasant room overlooking the bay; “sit down 
and rest yourself. Would you like anything before you dress? 
Now just think you are at home, will you? It’s too delightful 
to have you here!” 

Eleanor went to the window, which overlooked a magnificent 
view of the harbour. Very oddly, the thought in her mind at 
that moment was, how soon an opportunity could be found for 
her to make the rest of her voyage. Scarce landed, she wanted 
to see the means of getting away again. Her way she saw, 
over the harbour; where was her conveyance? While she 
stood looking, her new-found cousin was considering her; the 
erect beautiful figure, in all the simplicity of its dress; the 
closed little bonnet with chocolate ribands, the fine grave face 
under it; lastly, the little hand which rested on the back of 
the chair, for Eleanor’s sea-glove was off. Anda certain awe 
grew up in Mrs. Esthwaite’s mind. 

“Cousin Eleanor,” said she, “shall I leave you to dress? 
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Dinner will be ready presently, and Egbert will be impatient, 
I know, till you come downstairs again.” 

“Thank you. I will be but a few minutes. How beautiful 
this is! Oh, how beautiful to my eyes that have seen no beauty 
but sea beauty for so long! And the air is so good!" 

“Tam glad you like it. Is it prettier than England?” 

“Prettier than England!” Eleanor looked round smiling. 
« Nothing could be that.” 

“Well, I didn’t know. Mr. Esthwaite is always running 
down England, you see, and I don’t know how much of it he 
means. I came away when I was so little, I don’t remember 
anything, of coursc——" 

Here came such a shout of “ Louisa! Louisa!” from below, 
that Mrs. Esthwaite, laughing, was obliged to obey it and go, 
and Eleanor was Ieft. ‘There was not much time then for any- 
thing; yet a minute Eleanor was held at the window by the 
bay with its wooded shores and islands glittering in the even- 
ing light; then she turned from it to pray, for her heart needed 
strength, and a great sense of loneliness had suddenly come 
over her. Fighting this fecling, and dressing, both eagerly, in 
a little time she was ready to descend and encounter Mr. Esth- 
waite and dinner. 

An encounter it was to Mr. Esthwaite. He had put himself 
in very careful order, though that, to do him justice, was an 
habitual weakness of his; and he met his guest, when she 
appeared, with a bow of profound recognition and appreciation. 
Yet Eleanor was only in the simplest of all white dresses, 
without lace or embroidery. No matter. The rich hair was in 
perfect arrangement ; the fine figure and fine carriage, in their 
unconscious ease, were more imposing than anything pretentious 
can ever be, even to such personsas Mr. Esthwaite. He mea- 
sured his young guest correctly and at once. His wife took the 
measure of Eleanor’s gown meanwhile, and privately studied 
what it was that made it so graceful—a problem she had not 
solved when they sat down to dinner. 

The dinner was sumptuous and well served. Mr. Esthwaite 
took delight evidently in playing his part of host, and same 
pride, Loth housekeeping and patriotic, in showing to Eleanor 
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all the means he had to play it with. The turtle soup he 
declared was good, though she might have seen better; the fish 
from Botany Bay, the wild fowl from the interior, the game of 
_dther kinds from the Hunter river, he declared she could not 
have known surpassed anywhere. Then the vegetables were 
excellent; the potatocs from Van Dieman’s Land were just 
bettcr than all others in the world; and the dessert certainly 
in its abundance of trcasures justified his boasting that Ause 
tralia was a prand country for anybody that liked fruit. The 
growth of the tropics and of the cooler latitudes of England 
met together in confusion of beauty and swectness on Mr. 
Esthwaite’s table. There were oranges and pineapples on one 
hand, peaches, plums, mclons, from the neighbouring country, 
with all sorts of English-grown fruits from Van Dieman’s 
Land, gooseberrics, pears, and grapes. Native wines also he 
pressed on his guest, assuring her that some of them were ag 
good as Sauterne, and others very fair claret and champagne. 
Eleanor took the wines on credit; for the rest, her eycs enabled 
her to give admiration where her taste fell short. And admi- 
ration was expected of her. Mr. Esthwaite was in a great 
state of satisfaction, having very much to do in the admiring 
way himeclf. 

“Did Louisa keep you upstairs to begin upon the fashions?” 
said he, as he pulled a pineapple to pieces, 

“T sce you have very little appreciation of that subject,” said 
Eleanor. | 
“Yes!” said Mrs. Esthwaite,— just ask him whether he 
thinks it important that Ais clothes should be cut in the newest 
pattern, and how many good hats he has thrown away because 
he got hold of something new that he liked better. Just ask 

him. He never will hear me.” 

“J am going to ask her something,” said Mr. Esthwaite. 
“See here! you are not going to those savage and inhospitable 
islands, are you?” 

Eleanor’s smile and answer were as cool as if her whole nature 
had not been in a stir of excitement. 

“What in the world do you expect to do there?” said 
her host, with a strong tone of disapprobation. ““* Wasting 
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sweetness on the desert air’ is nothing to it: this is Positive 
desecration !” 

Eleanor let the opinion pass, and ate the pineapple which he 
gave her with an apparently unimpaired relish. 

“You don't know what sort of a place it is!” he insisted. 

“JT cannot know, I suppose, without going.” 

‘Suppose you stay here,” said Mr. Esthwaite; “and we'll 
send for anybody in the world you please, to make you com- 
fortable. Seriously, we want good people in this colony; we 
have got a supply of all other sorts, but those are in a deficient 
minority.” 

“Tn that case, I think everybody that stays here is bound to 
supply one.” 

“ Sce here—who is that gentleman that is so fortunate as to 
be expecting you? what is his name?” 

“ Mr. Esthwaite! for shame!” said his wife. “I think you 
are a very presuming cousin.” 

Mr. Esthwaite knew quite well that he was, but he smiled 
to himself with satisfaction to see the answer his question had 
called up into Eleanor’s cheeks. The rich dye of crimson 
was pretty to behold; her words were delayed long enough to 
mark either difficulty of speaking, or displeasure at the necessity 
for it. Mr. Esthwaite did not care which it was. At last, Eleanor 
answercd, with calm distinctness, though without facing him, 

“Do you not know the name P” 

“T_T believe Mrs. Caxton must have mentioned it in one of 
her Ictters. She ought, and I think she did.” 

An impatient throb of displeasure passed through Elcanor's 
veins. It did not appear. She said composedly, “T he name is 
Rhys—it is a Welsh nainc—spelled Rh y s.” 

“Him! I remember. What sort of a man is he?” 

Eleanor looked up, fairly startled with the audacity of Scr 
host ; and only replied gravely, ‘I am unable to say.” 

Mr. Esthwaite at least had a sense of humour in him; for he 
emilcd, and his lips kept pertinaciously unsteady for some time, 
even while he went on talking. 

“I mean—is he a man calculatcd for savage, or for civilized 
life P” 
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*T hope go,” said Elcanor, wilfully. 

“Mr, Esthwaite! you astonish me!” said his wife. 

Mr. Esthwaite scemed, however, highly amused. “Do you 
know what savage life is?” he said to Eleanor. “It is not 
what you think. It is not a garden of roses, with a pincapple 
tucked away bchind every bush. Now, if you would come 
here—here is a grand opening. Iere is every sort of work 
wanting you—and Mr. Rhys—whatever the line of his talents 
may be. We'll build him a church, and we'll go and hear him, 
and we'll make much of you. Scriously, if my good cousin 
had known what she was sending you to, she would have 
wished the ‘Diana’ should sink with you on board, rather 
than gct to the end of her voyage. It is quite sclf-denial 
enough to come here—whicn one does not expect to gain any- 
thing by it.” 

“Mr. Esthwaite! Egbert!" cricd his wife. “ Now you are 
caught! Sclf-denial to come hcre! That is what you mean 
by all your talk about the colonies and England! ” 

“Don’t be silly, my dear,” said her husband. “These 
people would think it so. J don't; but I am addressing myself 
to their prejudices. Self-denial is what they are after.” 

“Tt is not what Iam after,” said Eleanor, laughing. “I must 
break up your prejudices.” 

“What are you after, then? Seriously, what are you going 
to those barbarous islands for—putting friendship and all such 
regards out of the question? What takes you there—without 
humbug? You must excuse me—but you are a very extraor- 
dinary person to look at—as a missionary.” 

Zelcanor could hardly help laughing. She doubted whether 
or no this was a question to be answered; discerning a look of 
gscriousness, as she thought, beneath the gleam in her host’s 
cy@ slic chose to run the risk of answering. She faced him, 
and them, as she spoke. 

“T love Jesus. And I love to do his work, wherever he 
gives it to me; or, as I am a woman and cannot do much, I am 
glad to help those who can.” 

Mr. Esthwaite was put out a little. He had words on his 
lips that he did not speak ; and he piled Eleanor’s plate with 


tit Poi. 517 
various fruit daintics, and drank one or two glasses of his 
Australian claret before he said anything morc; an interval 
occupied by Eleanor in cooling down after her last spcech, 
which had flushed her cheeks prodigiously. 

“That's a sort of work to be done anywhere,” he said, finally, 
as if Eleanor had but just spoken. ‘I am sure it can be done 
here, and much better for you. Now see here—I like you. 
Don’t you suppose, if you were to try, you could persuade this 
Mr. Rhys to quit those regions of darkness and come and take 
the same sort of work at Sydney that he is doing there P” 

“No.” 

“Seems decided !—™” said Mr. Esthwaite, humorously, 
looking towards his wife. “I am afraid this gentleman isa 
positive sort of character. Well!—there is no use in strug- 
gling against fate. My dear, take your cousin off and give her 
some coffee. I will be there directly.” 

The ladies left him accordingly ; and in the pretty drawing- 
room Mrs. Esthwaite plied Eleanor with questions relating to 
her voyage, her destination, and, above all, the England of 
which she had heard so much and knew so little. Her curiosity 
was huge, and extended to the smallest of imaginable details; 
and one thing followed another with very little of congruous 
nature between them. And Eleanor answered, and related, 
and described, and the while thought—where her letters were P 
Nevertheless she gave herself kindly to her hostess’s gratifica- 
tion, and patiently put her own by; and the evening ended 
with Mrs. Esthwaite being in a state of ecstatic delight with 
her new-found relation. Mr. Esthwaite had kept silence and 
played the part of listener for the larger portion of the even- 
ing, using his eyes, and probably his judgment, frecly during 
that time. As they were separating, he asked Elcanor whether 
she could get up at six o’clock. 

Eleanor asked what for. 

“Do, for once; and I will take you a drive in the 
Domain.” 

“What Domain? yours, do you mean?” 

“Not exactly. I have not got so far as that. No; it’s the 
Government Domain—everyboly rides and drives there, and 
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almost everybody goes at six o'clock. It's worth going— 
botanical gardens, and all that sort of thing.” 

Eleanor swiftly thought that it was scarce likely Mr. Amos 
would have her letters for her, or at least bring them, so early 
as that; and she might as well indulge lier host's fancy, if not 
her own. She agreed to the proposal, and Mrs. Esthwaite 
went rejoicing with her to her room. 

“You'll like it,” she said. “The botanical gardens are 
beautiful, and I daresay you will know a@ great deal more 
about them than Ido. Oh, it’s delightful to have you here! 
I only cannot bear to think you must go away again.” 

‘You are very kind to me,” said Eleanor, gratefully. “My 
dear aunt Caxton will be made glad to know what Pare 
have found among strangers.” 

“Don’t speak about it!” said Mrs. Esthwaite, her eyes 
fairly glistening with carnestness. “Iam sure if Egbert c 
do anything he will be too glad. Now won't you do just as if 
you were at home? I want you to be completely at home with. 
us—now and always. You must feel very much the want of 
your old home in England! being so far from it, too.” 

‘Heaven is my home,” said Eleanor, cheerfully; “I do not 
feel the loss of England so much as you think. That other 
home always scems near.” 

“Does it?” said Mrs. Esthwaite. “It seems such an 
immense way off, to me!” 

“T used to think so, but it is near to me now. So it does 
not so mueh matter whereabouts on the earth I am.” 

“It must be nice to feel so!” said Mrs. Esthwaite, with an 
unconscious sigh. 

“Do you not feel soP” Eleanor asked. 

“Oh, no. I do not know anything about it. I am not good 
~like you.” 

“Tt is not goodness—not my goodness—that makes heaven 
my home,” said Eleanor, smiling at her and taking her hands. 

“But Iam sure you are goodP” said Mrs. Esthwaite, 
earncetly. 

“Just ae you ere, except for the grace of God, which is 
free to all.” 


~~ 
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* But,” said Mrs. Esthwaite, looking at her as if she were 
something hardly of earth like ordinary mortals, “I have not 
given up the world as you have. I cannot. I like it too well.” 

“JT have not given it up either,” said Eleanor, smiling again ; 
“not in the sense you mean. I have not given up anything 
but sin. I enjoy everything else in the world as much as 
you do.” 

“What do you mean ?” said Mrs. Esthwaite, much bewildered. 

“Only this,” said Eleanor, with very sweet gravity now, 
“T do not love anything that my King hates. All that I have 
given up, and all that leads to it; but I am all the morc free to 

‘enjoy everything that is rcally worth enjoying, quite as well as 
you can, or anybody clse.” 

“But you do not go to partics and dances, and you do not 
drink wine, and go to the theatre, and all that sort of thing; 
do you?” 

‘J do not love anything that my King hates,” said Eleanor, 
shaking her head gently. 

“ But dancing and wine—what harm is in them P” 

* Think what they lead to!” 

“ Well, wine—excuse me, I know s0 little about these things, 
and I want to know what you think—wine, I know, is hurt- 
ful if people will drink too much, but what harm is there in 
dancing ?” 

“None that I know of,” said Eleanor, “if it were always 
suited to womanly delicacy, and if it took one into the socicty 
of those that love Christ, or helped one to witncss for him 
before those who do not.” 

“ Well, I will tell you the truth,” said Mrs. Esthwaite, with 
a sort of penitent laugh, “I love dancing.” 

“ Ay, but I love Christ,” said Eleanor, “and whatever is not 
for his honour I am glad to give up. It is no cross to me. 
I used to like some things too, but now I love him, and his 
will is my will.” 

* Ah, that is what I said! you are good, that is the reason. 
I can’t help doing wrong things, even if I want to do it ever so 
much, and when I know they are wrong, and I shouldn't like 
to give up anything.” 
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“ Listen,” said Eleanor, holding her hands fast. “It is rint 
that Iam good. It is that I love Jesus, and he helps me. 
I cannot do anything of myself—I cannot give up anything— 
but I trust in my Lord, and he docs it for me. It is he that 
docs all in me that you would call good.” 

* Ah, but you love him.” 

* Should I not?” said Eleanor, “when he loved me, and 
gave himself for me, that he might bring me from myself and 
sin to know him and be happy ?” 

* And you are happy, are you not?” said Mrs. Esthwaite, 
looking at her as if it were something that she had come to 
believe against evidence. There was good evidence for it now 
in Eleanor’s smile, which would bear studying. 

“There is nothing but happiness where Christ is.” 

“But I couldn’t understand it—those places where you 
are going are so dreadful—and why you should go there 
at all.” 

“ No, you do not understand, and cannot till you try it. 
I have such joy in the love of Christ sometimes, that I wish 
for nothing so much in the world as to bring others to know 
what I know!” : 

There was power in the lighting face, which Mrs. Esthwaite 
gazed at and wondercd. . 

“T think I am willing to go anywhere and do anything 
which my King may give me to do in his service.” 

“To be sure,” said Mrs. Esthwaite, as if adding a con- 
vincing corollary from her own mind, “you have some other 
reason to wish to get there—to the Islands, I mean.” 

That brought a flood of crimson over Eleanor's face; she let 
go her hostess’s hands and turned away. 

“But there was something else I wanted to ask,” said 
Mrs. Esthwaite, hastily. ‘Egbert said——Are you very 
tired, my dear?” 

“ Not at all, I assure you.” 

“Egbert said there was some most beautiful singing as he 
cane up alongside the ship to-day—was it you?” 

“In part it was [.” 

“ Tle said it was hymns. Won't you sing me one?” 
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Eleanor liked it very well; it suited her better than {ulk- 
ing. They sat down together, and Eleanor sang = 


“ ¢ There’s balm in Gilead, 
To make the wounded whole, 
There's power enough in Jesus 
To save a ain-sick soul.’ ” 


And somewhat to her surprisc, before the hymn had gone 
far, her companion was weeping, and kept her face hidden in 
her handkerchief till the last words were sung. 


* ¢Qome, then, to thts physician g 
His help he'll freely give. 
He asks no hard condition, 
"Tis only, look, and live. ; 
For there’s balm in Gilead, 
To make the wounded whole, 
There’s power enough in Jesus 
To save a ain-sick soul,’ ” 


“TI never heard anything so swect in all my life?” said 
Mrs. Esthwaite, as she got up and wiped her eyes. “I’ve been 
kecping you up. But do tell me,” said she, looking at her 
innocently, “are all Methodists like you ?” 

“ No,” said Eleanor, langhing ; and then she was vexed at 
herself that the laugh changed to a sob, and the tears came. 
Was she hysterical? It was very unlike her, but this seemed 
something like it. Neither could she immediately conquer 
the strangling sensation, between laughter and crying, which 
threatencd her. 

“My dear! I'm very sorry,” said Dire. Esthwaite; “you 
are too tired, and it is my fault. Egbert will be properly 
angry with me.” 

But Eleanor conqucred the momentary oppression, threw off 
her tears, and gave her hostess 9 peaccful kiss for good-night ; 
with which the little lady went off comforted. Then Eleanor 
sat down by her window, and with tears wet on her eyelashes 
yet, looked off to the beautiful moonlit harbour in the distance 
—and thought. Her thoughts were her own. Only some of 
them had a reference to certain words that speak of “ sowing 
beside all waters,” and a tender earnest remembrance of the 


§22 TNE OLD HELMET. ) 


seed she had just been scattering. “Beside all waters”== 
yes; and as Eleanor looked over towards the fair, peacee 
speaking view of Port Jackson, in New South Wales, she 
recollected the praycr that labourers might be sent forth into 
the vincyard 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 


* Know wel), my soul, God’s hand controtg 
Whate’er thou fearest ; 
Bound Him in calmest music rolls 
Whate'er thou hearcst.” 


“ Tuat girl is the most lovely creature!" said Mrs. Esthwaite, 
when she rejoined her husband. 

“ What have you been talking to her about? Now she will 
not be up in time to take a drive in the Domain.” 

“'¥es, she will. She has got plenty of spirit. But, oh! 
Figbert, to think of that girl going to put herself in those 
savage islands, where she won't see anybody !” 

“ It is absurd?” said her husband, but somewhat faintly. 

““T couldn’t but think to-night, as I looked at her—you 
should have scen her. Something upset her and set her to 
crying; then she wouldn't cry; and the little white hand she 
brushed across her eyes, and then rested on the chair-back te 
keep herself steady—I looked at it, and I couldn't bear to 
think of her going to teach those barbarians. And her eycs 
were all such a glitter with tears, and her feclings—I've fallen 
in love with her, Egbert.” 

‘‘She’s a magnificent creature!” said Mr. Esthwaite. 
‘Wouldn't she sct Sydney a-fire, if she was to be here a 
little while! But somebody has been beforehand with Sydney 
—s0 it’s no use talking.” 

Eleanor was ready in good time for the drive, and with 
spirits entirely refreshed by the night's sleep and the morn 
ing’s renewing power. Things looked like new things, unlike 
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those which yesterday saw. All fecling of strangeness and 
lonclincss was gone; her spirits were primed for enjoyment. 
Mr. and Mrs. Esthwaite both watched eagerly to see the effect 
of the drive and the scene upon her: one was satisficd, the 
othcr was not. The intent delight in Eleanor’s eyes escaped 
Mrs. Isthwaite; she looked for more expression in werds; 
her husband was content that Eleanor’s mind was full of what 
he gave it to act upon. The Domain was an exquisite place 
for a morning drive; and the morc stylish inhabitants of 
Sydney found it so; there was a good display of equipages, 
varying in show and pretension. To Mrs. Esthwaite’s dis- 
appointment, neithcr these nor their owners drew Elcanor’s 
attcntion; she did not even secm to see them; while the 
Qowers in the woods through which part of the drive was 
eut, the innumerable gorgeous novel and sweet flowers of a 
new land, were a very great delight to hcr. All of them were 
new, or nearly so. Low Eleanor contrasted them with the 
wild things of Plassy, which she knew so well! And instead 
of the blackbird and green wren, there were birds of brilliant 
hues, almost as gay as the flowers over which their bright 
wings went, and yet stranger than they. It was a sort of 
drive of enchantment to Eleanor; the air was delightful, 
though warm, with no feeling of lassitude or oppression 
resulting from the heat. 

There were other pleasures. From point to point, as they 
drove through the “bush,” views opened upon them of the 
harbour and its islands, glittering in the morning sun. Changes 
of beauty; for every view was a little unlike the others, and 
revealed the loveliness with a difference. Eleanor felt herself 
in a new world. She was quite ready for the gardens, when 
they got through the ‘ bush.” 

The gardens ' were finc. Here she had a feast which neither 
of her companions could enjoy with her in anything like 
fellowship. Eleanor had not lived so long with Mrs. Caxton, 
entcring into all her pursuits, without becoming somewhat 
well acquainted with plants; and now she was almost equally 
charmed at seeing her dear old home friends, and at making 
acquaintance with the glorious bcauties that outshone them, but 
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eould never look so kindly. Slowly Eleanor went through the 
gardens, followed by her host and hostess, who took their 
enjoyment in observing her. In the Botanical Gardens 
Mr. Esthwaite came up alongside again, to tell her names and 
discuss sp¢ccimens; he found Eleanor knew more about thei 
than he did. 

“All this was a wild ‘bush’—nothing but rocks and trecs 
a few years ago,” he remarked. 

“ This ? this garden P” 

“Yes, only so long ago as 1825.” 

“Somebody has deserved well of the community, then,” said 
Eleanor. “It is a delicious place.” 

“ General Sir Ralph Darling had that good desert. It is a 
fine thing to be in high place and able to execute great plans; 
isn't it?” 

Eleanor rose up from a flower, and gave Mr. Esthwaite one 
of her thoughtful glances. 

“T don’t know,” she said. “lis gardeners did the work, 
after all.” 

“They don't get the thanks.” 

“ That is not what one works for,” said Elcanor, smiling. 
“So the thing is done, what matter?” 

“Tf it isn't done, what matter? No, no! I want to get thc 
good of what I do,—in praise, or in something else.” 

“What is Sir Ralph Darling the better for my thanks now?" 

“Well, he’s dead!” said Mr. Esthwaite. 

“So I was thinking.” 

“Well, what do you mcan? Do you mean that you would 
do nothing while you are alive, for fear you would not hear of 
it after you have left the world ?” 

“Not exactly.” 

“What then? I don't know what you are after.” 

“You say this was all a wilderncss a few years ago—why 
should you despair of what you call the ‘ black islands ?’” 

“Oho!” said Mr. Esthwaite; “we are there, areweP By 
a hop, skip, and jump—lecaving the argument. That's like a 
woman.” 

“Are you sure?” gaid Elcanor, 


526 THE OLD HELMET. 


“Tike all the women I ever saw. Not one of them ean 
stick to the point.” 

“Then I will return to mine,” said Eleanor, laughing; “or 
rather bring you up toit. I referred—and meant to refer you 
-——to another sort of gardening, in which the labourer receives 
wages and gathers fruit; but the beauty of it is, that his wages 
go with him—he does not leave them behind—and the fruit is 
unto life eternal.” 

“ That's fair,” eaid Mr. Esthwaite. “See here—you don’t 
preach, do you?” 

“T will not, to you,” said Eleanor. ‘“ Mr. Esthwaite, I will 
look at no more flowers I believe, this morning, since you leave 
the time of our stay to me.” 

Mr. Esthwaite behaved himself, and though a speech was on 
his tougue he was silent, and attended Eleanor home in an 
unexceptionable manner. Mrs. Esthwaite was in a dissatisfied 
mood of mind. 

“T hope it will be a great while before you find a good chance 
to go to Fiji!” she said. 

“Do not wish that,” said Eleanor; “ for in that case I may 
have to take a chance that is not good.” 

“Ah! but you are not the sort of person to go there.” 

“TI should be very sorry to think that,” said Eleanor, 
smiling. 

“ Well, it is clear you are not. Just to look at you! Iam 
sure you are exactly a person to look always as nice as you 
do now.” 

“T hope never to look less nice than I do now,” said Eleanor, 
rather opening her eyes. 

‘What! in that place f” 

“Why, yes, certainly. Why not ?* 

“ But you will not wear that flat there P” 

Eleanor and Mr. Esthwaite here both gave way in a fit of 
laughter. 

“Why, yes, I will; if I find iz, ss I suppose I shall, the 
most comfortable thing.” 

“ But you cannot wear white dresses there P 

“If I cannot, I will submit to it; but, my dear cousin, I have 
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brought litthe else but white dresses with me. For such a 
climate, what else is so good ?” 

* Not like that you wore yesterday P” 

“They are all very much alike, I believe. What was the 
matter with that ?” 

“Why, it was so——" Mrs. Esthwaite paused. “But how 
can you get them washed? Do you expect to have servants 
there P” 

“There are plenty of scrvants, I believe; not very well 
trained, indeed, or it would not be necessary to have so many, 
At any rate, they can wash, whatever else they can do.” 

“I don’t belicve they would know how to wash your 
dresses.” 

“ Then I can teach them,” said Eleanor, merrily. 

“You! To wash a cambric dress!” 

“ That, or any other.” 

“Eleanor, do not talk so!” 

“ Certainly not, if you do not wish it. I was only putting 
you to rest on the score of my laundry work.” 

“With those hands!” said Mrs. Esthwaite, expressively. 

Eleanor looked down at her hands, for a moment a higher 
and graver expression flitted over her face, then she smiled 
again. 

“T should be ashamed of my hands if they were good for 
nothing.” 

“Capital!” eaid Mr. Esthwaite. “ That's what I like. That 
is what I call having spirit. I like to see a woman have some 
character of her own; somcthing besides hands, in fact.” 

“But, Eleanor, I do not understand. I am serious. You 
never washed ; how can you know how?” 

‘That was precisely my reasoning ; so I learncd.” 

“Learned to wash® You}” 

«“ Yes.” 

“You did it with your own hands?” 

“The dress you were so good as to approve,” said Eleanor, 
smiling, “was washed and done up by myself.” 

‘Do you expect to have to do it for yourself?” said Mra. 
Esthwaite, looking intensely horrified. 
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“No, not generally; but to teach somebody, or upon occa. 
sion, you know. You see,” she said, smiling again her full 
rich smile, “I am bent upon having my white dress.” 

Mrs. Esthwaite was too full for specch; and her husband 
looked at his new cousin with an eye of more absolute admira- 
tion than he had yet bestowed on her. Eleanor’s thoughts were 
already on something else: springing forward to meet Mr. 
Amos and his letters. 

Breakfast was over, however, before he arrived. Much to 
her chagrin she was obliged to receive him in the company of 
Mr. and Mrs. Esthwaite; no private talk was possible. Mr. 
Esthwaite engaged him immediately in an earnest but desul- 
tory conversation about Sydney, Eleanor, and the mission, and 
the prospect of their getting to their destination, which 
Mr. Esthwaite prophesied would not be within any moderate 
limits of time. Mr. Amos owned that he had heard of no 
opportunity, near or far. The talk lasted a good while, and it 
was not till he was taking Icave that Eleanor contrived to 
follow him out and gain a word to herself. 

“There are no lettcrs for you,” said Mr. Amos, speaking 
under his breath, and turning a cheerful but concerned face 
towards Eleanor. “I have made every inquiry—at the poste 
office, and of everybody likely to know about such things. 
There are none, and they know of none.” 

Eleanor said nothing: her face grew perceptibly white. 

“There is nothing the matter with brother Rhys,” said 
Mr. Amos, hastily; ‘““we have plenty of news from him—all 
right—he is quite well, and for a year past has been on another 
station ; different from the one he was on when you last heard 
from him. There is nothing the matter—only there are no 
letters for you; and there must be some explanation of that.’ 

He paused; but Eleanor was silent, only the colour returned 
a little. | 

“We want to get away from here as soon as possible, I sup- 
pose,” Mr. Amos went on, half under breath ; “ but as yet I sce 
no opening. It will come.” 

“Yes,” said Eleancr, somewhat mechanically, “ You will 
let me know ~~" 
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* Certainly—as soon as I know anything myself; and I will 
continue to make inquiry for those letters. Mr. Armitage is 
away in the country; he might know something about them, 
but nobody else docs; and he ought to have left them with 
somebody else if he had them. But there can be nothing 
wrong about it; there is only some mistake, or mischance ; 
the letters from Vuliva, where brother Rhys is, are quite recent, 
and everything is going on most prosperously, himself included. 
And we are to proceed to the same station. I am very glad for 
ourselves and for you.” 

“Thank you,” Eleanor said; bat she was not equal to saying 
much. She listened quietly, and with her usual air, and 
Mr. Amos never discovered the work his tidings wrought; he 
told his wife sister Powle looked a little blank, he thought, 
at missing her expected despatches, and no wonder. It was an 
awkward thing. 

Eleanor slowly made her way up to her room and sat down, 
feeling as if the foundations of the earth, to her standing, had 
given way. She was more overwhelmed with dismay than she 
would have herself anticipated in England, if she could have 
looked forward to such a catastrophe. Mecason said there was 
not sufficient cause; but poor Eleanor was to feel the truth of 
Mrs. Caxton’s prediction, that she would find out again that 
ecrtain feelings might -be natural that were not reasonable. 
Nay, reason said on this occasion that the fuilure of letters 
proved too much to justify the distress she felt; it proved a 
combination of things, that no carelessness nor indifference nor 
unwillingness to writc, on the part of Mr. Rhys, could possibly 
have produced. Let him fecl how he would, he would have 
written, he must have written to meet her there; all his own 
delicacy and his knowledge of hers affirmed and re-affirmed that 
letters were in existence somewhere, though it might be at the 
bottom of the ocean. Reason fought well; to what use, when 
nature trembled, and shivered, and shrank. Poor Eleanor! 
she felt alone now, without a mother and without shelter; and 
the fair shores of Port Jackson looked very strange and dcso- 
late to her; a very foreign land, far from home. “What if 
“Mr. Rhys with his fastidious notions of delicacy, did not fancy 
M BI 
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so bold a procceding as her coming out to him? what if he 
disapproved ? What if, on further knowledge of the place and 
the work, he had judged both unfit for her; and did not, for 
his own sake only in a selfish point of view, choose to encourage 
her coming? In that case her being come would make no 
difference; he would not shelter himself from a judgment 
displeasing to him, because the escape from its decisions was 
rendered easy. What if for his own sake his feeling had 
changed, and he wanted her no longer? Years had gone by 
since he had scen her; it must have been a wayward fancy 
that could ever have made him think of her at first; and now, 
about his grave work in a distant land, and with leisure to 
correct blundcrs of fancy, perhaps he had settled into the 
opinion that it was just as well that his coming away had 
separated them, and did not fcel able to welcome her appear 
ance in Australia, and was too sincere to write what he did not 
feel; so wrote nothing. Not very like Mr. Rhys, reason 
whispered ; but reason’s whisper, though heard, could not quiet 
the sensitive delicacy which trembled at doubt. So miserable, 
eo chilled, so forlorn, Eleanor had never felt in her life; not 
when the “Diana” first carried her away from the shores of 
her native land. 

What was she todo? That question throbbed at her heart; 
but it answered itself soon. Stay in Australia she could not; 
go home to England she could not; no, not upon this mere 
deficiency of testimony. There was only onc alternative left ; 
she must go on whenever Mr. and Mrs. Amos should move. 
Nature might tremble and quiver, and all Eleanor’s nerves 
did; but there was no other course to pursue. “TI can tell,” 
she thought, “I shall know—the first word, the first look, will 
tell me the whole; I cannot be deceived. I must go on and 
meet that word and look, whatever it costs me—I must; and 
then, if it is—if it is not satisfying to me, then aunt Caxton 
shall have me? I can go back, aswell as I have come. Shame 
and misery would not hinder me; they would not be so bad as _ 
my staying here then,” | 

So the question of action was settled; but the question of 
feeling not so soon, Tleanor's enjoyment was gone, of all the: 
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things she had enjoyed those first twenty-four hours, and of all 
others which her entertainers brought forward for her pleasure. 
Yet Eleanor kept her own counsel, and as they did not know 
the cause she had for trouble, so neither did they discover any 
tokens of it. She did not withdraw herself from their kind 
efforts to please her, and they spared no pains. They took her 
in boat excursions round the beautiful harbour. They showed 
her the pretty environs of the Parramatta river. Nay, though 
it was not very casy for him to Icave his business, Mr. K’'sthwaite 
went with her and his wife to the beautiful Illawarra district; 
put the whole party- on horses, and showed Elcanor a land of 
tropical beauty under the clear, bracing, delicious warm weather of 
Australia. Fern trees there were, springing up to the dimensions 
of trees indeed, with the very fern foliage she was accustomed to 
in low herbaccous growth at home, only magnified superbly. 
There were elcgant palms, too, with other evergreens, and 
magnificent crecpers; and floating out and in among them in 
great numbers were gay red-crested cockatoos and other tropical 
birds. The character of the scenery was exquisite. Elcanor 
saw one or two of the fair lake-like lagoons of that district, 
eat of the fish from them; for they made a kind of gipsy 
expedition, camping out and providing for themselves fascinate 
ingly; and finally returned in the steamer from Wollongong to 
Sydney. Her fricnds would have taken her to see the gold 
diggings if it had been possible. But Eleanor saw it all, all 
they could show her, with halfa heart. She had learned long 
ago to conccal what she felt. 

“T think she wants to-get away,” said Mrs. Esthwaite one 
night, half vexed, wholly sorry. 

“ That's what it is to be in love!” said her husband. “You 
won't keep her in Sydney. Do you notice she has given up 
smiling?” 

“No!” said his wife, indignantly; “T notice no such thing. 
She is as ready to smile as anybody I ever saw.” And I wish 
I had as good reason! was the mental conclusion; for Eleanor 
and she had had many an evening talk by that time, and many 
e re had been listened to. 

“ All very well,” said Mr. Esthwaite; “ but she don't anile 
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as she did at first. Don't you remember that full smile she 
used to give once in a while, with a little world of mischief in 
the corners? I would like to see it the next time! ——’ 

“T declare,” said Mrs. Esthwaite, “I think you take quite an 
impertinent interest in people’s concerns. She wouldn't let you 
see it, besides.” 

At which Mr. Esthwaite laughed. 

So near people came to it; and Eleanor covered up her 
troublesome thoughts within her own heart, and gave Mr. 
Esthwaite the benefit of that impenetrable coolness and sweet- 
ness of manner which a good while ago had used to bewitch 
London circles. In the effort to hide her real thoughts and 
feclings, she did not quite accommodate it to the different 
latitude of New South Wales; and Mr. Esthwaite was a good 
Acal struck and somewhat bewildered. 

“You have mistaken your calling,” he said one evening, 
standing before Eleanor and considering her. 

“Do you think so?” 

“There! Yes, Ido. I think you were born to govern.” 

“TI am sadly out of my line then,” said Eleanor, laughing. 

“Yes. You are. That is whatI say. You ought to be 
this minute a duchess, or a governor's lady, or something else 
in the imperial line.” 

“You mistake my tastes, if you think so.” 

“‘T do not mistake something else,” muttered Mr. Esthwaitg 
and then Mr. Amos entered the room. 

“ Flere, Amos,” said he, “yeu have made an error in judging 
of this lady; she isno more fit to go fora missionary than I am. | 
She—she goes about with the air of a princess!” 

Mrs. Esthwaite exclaimed, and Mr. Amos took a look at the 
supposed princess’s face, as if to reassure or inform his judgment, 
Apparently he saw nothing to,alarm him. 

“ fam come to prove the question,” he said composedly; then 
turning to Eleanor,—“I have heard at last of a schooner that 
is going to Fiji, or will go, if we desire it.” ; 

This simple announcement shot through Eleanor's head and 
heart with the force of a hundred-pounder. An extreme and- 
painful flush of colour answered it; nobody guessed at the pain. - 
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“What's that?” exclaimed Mr. Esthwaite, getting up again 
and standing before Mr. Amos—"“‘ you have found a vessel, you 
soy P” 

‘i Yes. A small schooner, to sail in a day or two.” 

“What echooner? whom does she belong to? Lawsons, or 
Hildreth ?” 

“To nobody, I think, but her master. I believe he sails the 
vessel for his own ends and profits.” 

‘«‘ What schooner is it? what name?” 

“The ‘ Queen Esther,’ I think.” 

“You cannot go in that!” said Mr. Esthwaite, turning ofl 
“The ‘Queen Esther !’—I know her. She’s not fit for yous 
she’s a leaky old thing that that man Hawkins sails on all sorta 
of petty business; she'll go to pieces some day. She's not sea- 
worthy, I believe.” 

“Tt is not as good a chance as might be, but it is the first 
that has offered, and the first that is likely to offer for an 
unknown time,” Mr. Amos said, looking again to Eleanor. 

‘“‘ When does she sail ?” 

‘In two days. She is small, and not in first-rate order; but 
the voyage is not for very long. I think we had better go in 
her.” 

“Certainly. How long is the voyage, regularly ?” 

“A fortnight in a good ship, and a month in a bad one,” 
struck in Mr. Esthwaite. ‘‘ You'll never get there, if you 
depend on the ‘Queen Esther’ to bring you.” 

“We go to Tonga first,” said Mr. Amos. “The ‘Queen 
Esther’ sails with stores for the stations at Tonga and the 
neighbourhood; and will carry us farther only by special 
‘agreement: but the master is willing, and I came to know 
your mind about it.” 

“T will go,” said Eleanor. ‘Tell Mrs, Amos I will meet 
her on board—when ?” 

‘* Day after to-morrow morning.” 

“Very well: I will be there. Will she take the additional 
lading of my boxes ?” 

“Oh, yes; no difficulty about that. It's all right.” 

“How can I do with the things you nave stored for me ?* 
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Kleanor said to Mr Esthwaite. “Can the schooner take them, 
too ?” 

‘““ What things P”” 

‘“‘ @xcuse me—perhaps I misunderstood you. I thought you 
said you had half your warehouse, one loft of it, taken up with 
things for me P”’ 

“ Those things are gone, long ago,” said Mr. Esthwaite, in a 
dogged kind of mood, which did not approve of the proposed 
journey or conveyance. 

‘Gone P” 

“Yes: according to order. “Mrs, Caxton wrote, ‘Forward, as 
soon as possible :’ go I did.” 

Again Kleanor’s brow and checks, and her very throat, were 
covered with a rush of crimson; but when Mr. Amos took her 
hand, on going away, its touch made him ask, involuntarily, if 
she were wellP ‘Perfectly well,” Elcanor answered, with 
something in her manner that reminded Mr. Anos, though he 
could not tell why, of the charge Mr. Esthwaite had brought. 
Another look into Eleanor’s eyes quicted the thought. 

“Your hand is very cold!” he said. 

“It’s asign of "—Mr. Esthwaite would have said “ fever,” 
but Eleanor had composedly faced him, and he was silent; only 
busied himself in showing Mr. Amos out, without a word that 
he ought not to have spoken. Mr. Amos went home and told 
his wife. | 

“TY think she is all right,” he said; “but she docs not look 
to me just as she did before we landed. I dare say she has had 
a great deal of admiration here———" 

“I dare say she fecls bad,” said good Mrs. Amos. 

“Why P” 

“If you were not a man you would know,” Mrs. Amos said, 
laughing. ‘She is in a very trying situation.” : 

“Isshe? Oh, those letters! It is unfortunate, to be sure. 
But there must be some explanation.” 

“The explanation will be good when she getsit,” Mrs. Amos 
remarked. ‘TI hope somebody who is expecting her is worthy of 
her, Poor thing! J couldn't have done it, I believe, even for 
you.” 


CHAPTER XXXYV. 


“But soon I heard the dash of oars, 
1 heard the pilot’s cheer ; 
My head was turned perforce away, 
And I saw a boat appear.” 


Tus moining came for the “Queen Esther” to sail. Mr. and 
Mrs. Amos were on board first, and watched with eycs both 
kind and anxious to see Elcanor when she should come. The 
little bonnet with chocolate ribbons did not kecp them waiting; 
and the first smile and kiss to Mrs. Amos made her sure that all 
was right. She had been able to see scarce anything of Eleanor 
during the weeks on shore: it was refreshing to have her near 
opain But Elcanor had turned immediately to attend to 
Mr. Esthwaite. 

“This is the meanest, most abominable thing of a vessel,” he 
said, “that ever Christians travelled in! It is an absurd pro- 
ceeding altogether. Why, if the boards don't part company and 
go to pieces before you get to Tonga (which I think they will), 
they don’t give room for all three of you to sit down in the 
ybin at once.” 

“The deck is of better capacity,” Eleanor told him briskly. 

“Such a deck! I wonder you, cousin Eleanor, can make up 
your mind to endure it. There is not a man Die who is 
worth such a sacrifice. Horrid!” 

“* We hope it won't last a great while," Mr. Kees told him. 

“It won't! That's what I say. You will all be deposited 
in the bottom of the ocean, to pay you for not having been cone 
tented on shore. I would not send a dog to sea in such a ship 1* 
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“Cousin Esthwaite, you had better not stay in a sitna- 
tion so disagreeable to you. You harass yourself for nothing. 
Shake hands. You see the skipper is going to make sail 
directly.” 

Eleanor, with a little play in the manner of this dismissal, 
was cnough in carnest to secure her point. Mr. Esthwaite felt 
in @ manner constrained to take his departure. He presumed, 
however, in the circumstances, to make interest for a cousinly 
kiss for good-by, which was refused him with a cooler demon- 
stration of dignity than he had yet met with. It nettled him. 

“There was the princess,” whispered Mr. Amos to his wife. 

“ Good!” said Mrs. Amos. 

“Good-by!" cricd Mr. Esthwaite, disappcaring aver the 
schooner s side. ‘You are not fit for a missionary! I told you 
so before.” 

Eleanor turned to Mrs. Amos, ignoring entircly this little 
transaction, and smiled at her. “I hope he has not made you 
nervous,” she said. 

“No,” said Mrs. Amos; “I am not nervous. If I did not get 
sick I should enjoy it; but I suppose I shall be sick as soon as 
we get out of the harbour.” 5 

“Tet us take the good of it, then, until we are out of the 
harbour,” said Eleanor. “If the real ‘Queen Esther’ was at 
all like her namesake, Ahasuerus must have had a disorderly 
household.” 

They sat down together on the little vesscl’s deck, and 
watched the beautiful shores from which they were gliding 
away. Eleanor was glad to be off. The stay at Sydney had 
become oppressive to her; she wanted to be at the end of her 
journey and know her fate; and hope and reason whispered 
that she had reason to be glad. For all that, the poor child 
had a great many shrinkings of heart. A vision of Mr. Rhya 
never came up in one of its aspects—that of stern and fastidious 
delicacy—without her hcart seeming to die away within her. 
She could not talk now. She watched the sunny islands and 
promontories of the: bay, changing and passing as the vessel 
slowly moved on; watchcd the white houses of Sydney, gratee. 
ful for the home she had found there, longing exceedingly for 
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a home once again that should be hers by right; hope and 
tremulousness holding her heart together. This was 9 conflict 
that prayer and faith did not quell; she could only come to a 
state of humble submissiveness, and she never thought of reach- 
ing Vuliva without a painful thrill that almost took away her 
breath. But she was glad to be on the way. 

The vessel was very small, not of so much as eighty tons 
burden; its accommodations were of course a good decal as 
Mr. Esthwaite had said; and more than that, the condition of 
the vessel and of its appointments was such that Mrs. Amos 
felt as if she could hardly endure to shut herself up in the 
cabin. Eleanor resolved immediately that she would not; the 
deck was a better place, and she managed to have a mattress 
brought there for Mrs. Amos, where the good lady, though 
miserably ill as soon as they were upon the ocean swell, yet 
could be spared the close air and other horrors of the place 
below deck. Jlcanor wrapped herself in her sea cloak, and 
lived as she could on deck with her, having a fine opportunity 
to read the stars at night, and using it. The weather was very 
fine; the wind favouring and steady; and in the Southern 
Ocean, under such conditions, there were some good thinys to 
be had, even on board the “ Queen Esther.” There were 
glorious hymn-singings in the early night-time, and Eleanor 
had never sung with more power on the “ Diana.” There were 
beautiful Bible discussions between her and Mr. Amos—Bible 
contemplations, rather, in which they brought Scripture to 
Scripture to illustrate their point, until Mr. Amos declared he 
thought it would be a grand way of holding a Bible-class; and 
poor Mrs. Amos listened, delighted, though too sick to put in 
more than a word now and then. And Eleanor's heart gave a 
throb every time she recollected that another day had gone— 
so many more miles were travelled over—they were so much 
nearer the Journey's end. Her companions found no fault in 
her. There was nothing of the princess now, but a gentle, 
thoughtful, excellent nurse, and capital cook. On board the 
“Diana” there had been little need of her services for Mrs, 
Amos; little, indeed, that could be done. Now, in the fresh 
air on the open deck of the little echooncr, Mrs, Aya 
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suffered less in one way; but all the party were sharers-in 
the discomforts of close accommodations and utter want o 
nicety in anything done or furnished on board. The condition 
of everything was such that it was scarcely possible even for 
healthy people to eat at all. Poor Mrs. Amos would have had 
no chance except for Eleanor’s helpfulness and clever manages 
ment. As on board the “ Diana,” there was nobody in the 
schooner that would refuse her anything; and Mr. Amos 
smiled to himsclf to sce where she would go and what she 
would do to secure some little comfort for her sick friend, and 
how placidly she herself munched sea biscuit and bad bread, 
after their little stock of fruit from Sydney had given out. She 
would bring a cup of tea and a bit of toast to Mrs. Amos, and 
herself take a crust with the equanimity of a philosopher. 
Eleanor did not care much what she ate those days. Her own 
good timcs were when everybody clsc was aslcep except the 
man at the wheel, and she would kncel by the guards and 
watch the strange constcllations, and pray, and sometimes weep 
a flood of tears, Julia, her mother, and Alfred, Mrs. Caxton, 
her own intense loneliness and shrinking delicacy in the uncer 
tainty of her position—they were all well watered in tears at 
some of those watching hours when nobody saw. 

The “Queen Esther” made the Friendly Islands in somes 
thing Icss than a month, notwithstanding Mr. Esthwaite’s 
unfavourable predictions. At Tonga she was detained a week 
and more, unlading and taking in stores. The party improved 
the time in a survey of the island and mission premises, and 
in pleasant intercourse with their friends stationed there—or 
what would have been pleasant intercourse; it was impossible 
for Eleanor to enjoy it. So near her destination now, she was 
impatient to be off, and drew short breaths until the days of 
delay were ended, and the little schooner once more made sail 
and turned her head towards Vuliva. She had seen Tonga 
with but half an eye. 

Two or three days would finish their journey now. The 
weather and wind continued fair; Tonga disappeared in the salt 
wave; and they stood on and on towards the unseen haven of 
their hopes and duties. A new change came over Eleanor. It 
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could not be reason, for reason had striven in vain. Perhaps it 
was nature, which, turning a corner, took a new view of the 
subject. But from the time of their leaving Tonga, she was 
unable to entertain such troublesome apprehensions of what 
the end of the voyage might have in store for her. Something 
whispered it could be nothing very bad, and that point that she 
had so dreaded began to gather a glow of widely different pro- 
mise. A little nervousness and trepidation remained about the 
thought of it; the determination abode fast to sce the very first 
word and look, and know what they portended ; but in place 
of the rest of Icleanor’s downhearted fear, there came now an 
overwhelming sense of shamefacedness. This was something 
quite new and unexpected; she had never known in her life 
more than a slight touch of it before; and now it consumed 
her. Even before Mr. and Mra. Amos she fult it; and her 
eyes shunned theirs the last day or two as if she had been a 
shy child. Why was it? She could not help it. This seemed 
to be as natural and as unreasonable as the other; and in her 
lonely night watches, instead of trembling and sinking of heart, 
Eleanor was conscious that her cheeks dyed themselves with 
that unconqucrable feeling of shame. Very inconsistent, indeed, 
with her former state of feeling; and that was according to 
Mrs. Caxton’s words; not being reasonable, reason could not 
be expected from them in anything. Her friends had not pene- 
trated her former mood; this they saw and smiled at; and 
indeed it made Eleanor very lovely. There was a shy, blush- 
ing grace about her the last day or two of the voyage which 
touched all she did; indeed, Mrs. Amos declared she could sce 
it through the little close straw bonnet, and it made her want 
to take Eleanor in her arms and keep her there. Mr. Amos 
responded, in his way of subdued fun, that it was lucky she 
could not; as it would be likely to be a disputed possession, 
and he did not want to get into a quarrel with his brethren the 
first minute of his getting to land. 

Up came Eleanor with some trifle for Mrs. Amos which she 
had been preparing. 

“We are almost in, sister Eleanor!" said Mr. Amos. “The 
captain says he sees the land.” 
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Eleanor’s start was somewhat prompt to look in the direction 
of “ Queen Esther's” figure-head. 

“The light is failing—lI don’t believe you can see it,” said 
Mr. Amos, “not to know it from the clouds. Tho captain 
says he shall stand off and on through the night, so as to have 
daylight to go in. The entrance is narrow. I suppose, if all is 
well, we shall have a wedding to-morrow ?” . 

Eleanor asked Mrs. Amos somewhat hastily, if what she had 
brought her was good P 

Delicious!" Mrs. Amos said; and, pulling Eleanor’s face 
down to her, she gave it a kiss which spoke more things than 
her mere thanks. She was rewarded with the sight of that 
crimson veil which spread itsclf over Eleanor’s ‘checks, which 
most people thought it was a pleasure to sce. 

Eleanor thought she should get little slecp that night; but 
she was disappointed. She slept long and sweetly on her mate 
tress, and awoke to find it quite day, with fair wind, and the 
schooner sctting her head full on the land which rose up before 
her fresh and green, yes, and exceedingly lovely. Eleanor got 
up and shook her disordered dress; her companions were still 
siccping. She rolled her mattress together and sat down upon 
it, to watch the approaches to the land. Fresher and fairer and 
greencr every moment it lifted itself to her view; she could 
hardly bear to look steadily; her hcad went down for a minute 
often under the pressure of the thoughts that crowded together. 
And when she raised it up, the lovely hills of the island, with 
their novel outline and green luxuriance, were nearer, and 
clearer, and higher than they’ had been a minute befure. Now 
she could discern here and there, she thought, something that 
must be a dwelling-house; then trees began to detach theme 
selves from the universal mass; she saw smoke rising; and she 
became aware, too, that along the face of the island, fronting 
the approach of the schooner, was a wall of surf, and a line of 
breakers that seemed to stretch right and left, and to be with 
out an interval in their white continuity. Eleanor did not see 
how the schooner was going to get in, for the surf did not 
break evidently on the shore of the island, but on a reef 
extcnding around the shore and at some little distance f-om it. 
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Yet the vessel stood straight on; and the sweet smell of the 
land began to come with the freshness of the morning air. 

“Is this Vuliva before us?” she asked of the skipper, whom 
she found standing near. 

“ Ay, ay!” 

“Where are you going to get in? I see no opening.” 

“Ay, ay! There ¢s an opening, though.’ 

And soon, looking keenly, Eleanor thought she could discern 
it. Not until they were almost upon it, however; and then it 
was a place of rough water enough, though the regular fall 
of the surf was interrupted, and there was only a general 
upheaving and commotion of the waves among themselves, It 
was nothing very terrific; the tide was in a good state; and 
presently Eleanor saw that they had passed the barrier—they 
were in smooth water, and making for an opening in the land 
immediately opposite, which might be either the mouth of a 
river or an inlet of the sca. ‘They neared it fast, sailed up into 
it; and there, to Eleanor’s mortification, the skipper dropped 
anchor and swung to. She saw no settlement. Some few 
scattered houses were plain enough now to be seen; but 
nothing even like a village. Tufts of trees waved gracefully ; 

“rock and hill and richly-coloured lowland spread out a variety 
of beauty. Where was Vuliva, the station? This might be 
the island. Where were the people? Could they come no 
nearer than this ? 

Mr. Amos made inquiry. The village, the skipper said, was 
“round the pint;”’ in other words, behind a woody head- 
land which, just before them, bent the course of the river into 
asharp angle. The schooner would go no farther; passengers 
and effects were to be transported the rest of the way in boats. 
People they would see soon enough; so the master of the 
* Queen Esther” informed them. 

“ I suppose the natives will carry the news of the schooncr 
being here, and our friends will come and look after us,” 
Mr. Amos said. 

Bleanor changed colour, and sat with a beating heart look- 
ing at the fair fresh landscape which was to be, perhaps, the 

‘poene of her future home. The scene was peace itself. Still 
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water after the upheavings of the ocean; the smell and almost 
the fluttering sound of the green leaves in the delicious wind ; 
the ripple on the surface of the little river ; the soft stillness of 
land sounds, with the heavy beat of the surf left behind on the 
reef outside. Eleanor drew a long breath. People would find 
them out soon, the skipper had said. She was exceedingly 
disposed to get rid of her sea dress, and put on something that 
looked like the summer morning; for, without recollecting 
what the seasons were in the Southern Ocean, that was what 
the time seemed like to her. She looked round at Mrs. Amos, 
who was sitting up and beginning to realize that she had done 
with the sea for the present. ~ 

“ TIow do you do?” said Eleanor. 

“ T should feel better if I could get on something clean.” 

** Come, then!” 

The two ladics disappeared down the companion way, into 
one of the most sorry tiring rooms, surely, that ever nicety 
used for that purpose. But it served two purposes with 
Eleanor just now; and the second was a hiding place. She 
did not want to be taken unawares, nor to be seen before 
she could sec. So, under the circumstances, she made both 
Mrs. Amos and herself comfortable, and was as helpful as usual 
in anew line. Then she wént to look out ; but nobody was 
in sight yet, gentle or savage: all was safe. She went back 
to Mrs. Amos, and fastened the door. 

“ Let us kneel down and pray together, will you?” she said. 
**T cannot get my breath freely till we have done that.” 

Mrs. Amos’s lips trembled as she knelt. And Eleanor and 
ghe joined in many petitions there, while the very stillness of - 
their little cabin floor reminded them they were come to their 
desired haven, and the long sea journey was over. They rose 
up and kissed each other. 

“T am so glad I have known you! ” said Mrs. Amos. “What 
a blessing you have been to us! I wish we might be stationed 
somewhere together.” 
ae | suppose that would be too good to hope for,” said Eleanor, 
“T am going to reconnoitre again.” 

Mrs, Amos half guessed why, and smiled to herselfat Eleanor’s 
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blushing shyness. “Poor child! her hands were all trembling 
too,” she said in her thoughts. They were broken off by a low 
summons to the cabin door, which Eleanor held slightly ajar, 
Through the crack of the door they had a vision. . 

On the deck of the * Queen Esther” stood a specimen of the 
native inhabitants of-the land. A man of tall stature, nobly 
developed in limbs and muscles, he looked, in his native undress, 
almost of giant proportions. His clothing was only along picce 
of figured native cloth wound about his loins, one end falling 
like a train to the very sloop’s deck. A thorough black skin 
was the only covering of the rest of his person, and showed 
his breadth of shoulder and strength of muscle to good advan- 
tage, as if carved in black marble, only there was sufficient 
graceful mobility and dignificd ease of carriage and attitude— 
no marble rigidity. Black he was, this savaye, but not negro. 
The features were well cut and good. What the hair might be 
naturally could only be guessed at ; the work of a skilful hair- 
dresser had left it something for the uninitiated to marvel at. 
A band of three or four inches in breadth, completely white, 
bordercd the face; the rest, a very luxuriant head, was jct 
black, and dressed into a perfectly regular and smooth roundish 
form, projecting everywhcre beyond the white inner border. 
Iie had an uncouth necklace, of what made it was impossible to 
say, except that part of it looked like shells and part like some 
animal’s tecth: rings of one or two colours were on his fingers. 
He carried no weapon; but in his huge, powerful black fraine, 
uncouth hair-dressing, and strange uncoveredness, he was a 
sufficiently terrible object to unused eyes. In Tonga the ladics 
had seen.no such sight. 

* Do shut the door!” said Mrs. Amos. ‘He may come 
this way, and there is nobody that knows how to speak to him.” 

Eleanor shut the door, and looked round at her friend with 
a smile. 

“Tam foolish!” said Mrs, Amos, laughing; but I don't 
want to see him just yet—till there is somebody to talk to him.” 

The door being fast, Eleanor applied herself to a somewhat. 
large knot-hole she had long ego discovered in it; one which 
she strongly suspected the skipper had fostered, if not originated, 
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for his own convenience of spying what was going on. Through 
this knot-hole Eleanor had a fair view of a good part of the 
deck, savage and all. He was gesticulating now and talking, 
evidently to the captain and Mr. Amos, the former of whom 
either did not understand or did not agree with him. Mr. 
Amos, of course, was in the former condition. Eleanor watched 
them with absorbed interest; when suddenly this vision was 
crossed by another, that looked to her eyes much as a white 
angel might, coming across a cloud of both moral and physical 
blackness. Mr. Rhys himself, his very self, and looking very 
much like it, only in a white dress literally, which in England 
she had never seen him wear. But the white dress alone did 
not make the impression to her eyes; there was that air of 
freshness and purity which some people always carry about 
with them, and which has to do with the clear look of temper- 
ance as well as with great particularity of personal care, and in 
part also grows out of the moral condition. In three breathless 
seconds Eleanor took note of it all, characteristics well known, 
but seen now with the novelty of long disuse and with the 
background of that huge black savage, to whom Mr. Rhys was 
addressings ome words of explanation or exhortation, Eleanor 
could not tell which. She noticed the quiet plcasant manner 
of his speech, which certainly looked not as if Mrs. Amos had 
any reason for her fears; but he was spcaking earnestly, and 
she observed too the unbending look of the savage in answer, 
and a certain pleasant deference with which he appcared to be 
listening. Mr. Rhys had taken off his hat for a moment—it 
hung in his hand, while the other brushed the hair from his 
forehead. Ileanor’s eye even in that moment fell to the hand — 
which carried the hat; it was the same,—she recognized it with 
8 curious sense of bringing great and little things together,— 
it was the same white and carefully looked-after hand that she 
remembered it in England. Mr. Rhys’s own personal civiliza- 
tion went about with him. . 
Eleanor did not hear any of Mrs, Amos’s words to her, 
which were several, and though Mrs. Amos, half alarmed by 
her deafnesa, and not knowing but that she might be witnessing 
something dreadful on deck. spoke with some importunity. 
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Eleanor was thinking she had not a minute to lose. Beyond 
the time of Mr. Rhys’s talking to the other visitor on the 
echooner’s deck, there could be but small interval before he 
would learn all about her being on board; two words to the 
skipper or Mr. Amos would bring it out; and if she wished to 
gain that first minute's testimony of look and word, she must 
be beforehand with them. She thought of all that with a 
beating heart in one instant’s flash of thought, hastily caught 
up her ship cloak without daring to stop to put it on, slipped 
back the bolt of the door, and noisclessly passed ost upon the 
deck. She neither heard nor saw anybody else; she was con- 
scious of an intense aud pitiful shame at being there and at 
thus presenting herself; but everything else was sccond to that 
necessity, to know from Mr. Rhys’s look, with an absolute cere 
tainty, where he stood. She was not at that moment much afraid ; 
yet the look she must see. She went forward while he was yet 
speaking to his black neighbour; she stood still a little behind 
. him, and waited. She longed to hide her cyes, yct she looked 
steadfastly. How she looked, neither she, nor, perhaps, any- 
body else knew. There was short opportunity for observation. 
Mr. Rhys had no sooner finished his business with his sable 
friend, when he turned the other way; and of course the 
motionless figure standing so near his clbow, the woman's 
bonnet and drapery, caught his first glance. Eleanor was 
watching, with eyes that were strained already with the effort: 
they got leave to go down now. The flash of joy in those she 
had been looking at, the deep tone of the low-uttered, ‘‘ Oh, 
Eleanor!” which burst from him, made her feel on the instant 
as if she were paid to the full, not ortly for all she had done, 
but for all that life might have of disagrecable in store for her. 
Her eyes fell; she stood still in a sudden trance of contente 
soent which made her as blind and deaf as another feeling bad 
made her just before. Those two words—there had been such a 
icpth m them of tenderness and gladness; and somehow she 
felt in them, too, an appreciation of all she had done and gone - 
through. Eleanor was satisfied. She felt it as well in the hold 
of her hand, which was taken and kept in a clasp, as who should 
My, “This is mine” oe 
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Perhaps it was out of consideration for her state, that with- 
out any further rcfercnce to her he turned to Mr. Amos and 
claimed acquaintance and brotherhood with him; and for a 
little while talked, informing himsclf of various particulars of 
their journcy and welfare; never all the while loosing his hold 
of that hand, though not bringing her into the conversation, 
and, indeed, standing so as somewhat to shicld her. The 
question of landing came up and was discussed. The skipper 
objected to send the schooncr’s boat, on the score that it would 
leave too few men on board to take care of the vessel. Mr. 
Rhys had only a small canoe with him, manned by a single 
native. So he decided forthwith to return to the village and 
despatch boats large cnough to bring the missionaries and their 
effects to land; but about that there might be some delay. 
Then for the first time he bent down and spoke to Eleanor; 
again that subdued, tender tonc, 

“Are you ready to go ashore P” 

a Yes.” 

“Twill take you with me. Do you want anything out of 
this big ship? The canocs may not be immediately obtained 
for anything but the live freight.” 

Hie took the grey ship cloak from Eleanor’s arm and put it 
round her shoulders. She fell that she was alone and forlorn 
no more: she had got home. She was a different creature that 
went into the cabin to kiss Mrs. Amos, from the Elcanor that 
had come out. 

“Ive seen him!"* whispered Mrs. Amos. ‘ Eleanor! you 
will not be married till we come, will you ?” 

“T hope not—I don’t know,” said Eleanor, hurtiedly, seizing 
her bag and passing out again. Another minute, and it and 
she were taken down the side of the schooner and lodged in 
the canoe; and their dark oarsman paddled off. 


CHAPTER XXXVI, 


“Nor did she lift an eye nor speak a word, 
Rapt in the fear and in the wonder of it.” 


Eceasor’s shamefacedness was upon her in full foree when she 
found herself in the canoe pushing off from the schooncr aud 
her friends there. She felt exceeding shy and strange, and 
with that a fecling very like awe of her companion. A fecling 
not quite unknown to her in former days with the same person, 
and in tenfold force now. Thcre was no doubt, to be sure, of 
the secret mind of them both towards each other; nevertheless, 
he had never spoken to her of his affection, nor given her the 
least sign of it, except on paper, up to that day; and now he 
sat, for all she could sce, as cool and grave as ever by her side. 
The old and the new state of things it was hard to reconcile all 
at once. To do Eleanor justice, she saw as one sces without 
looking ; she was too shamcfaced to look; she bent her out- 
ward attention upon their boatman. I{e was another native, 
of course, but attired in somewhat more civilized style, though 
in no costume of civilized lands. What he wore was more 
like a carman's frock at home than anything else it could be 
likened to. He was of pleasant countenance, and paddled 
along with great activity and skill. 

They had been silent for the first few minutes since leaving 
the schooner, till at length Mr. Rhys asked her, with a little of 
the sweet arch smile she remembered so well, “ how she had 
liked the first sight of a Fijian?” It brought such a rush - 
upon Eleanor of past things and present, old times and changes, 
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that it was with the utmost difficulty she could make ay 
answer at all, 

‘‘T was too much interested to think of liking or disliking.” 

“You were not startled P” 

66 No.” 

‘That was a heathen chicf, of the opposite village.” 

“He wanted something, did he not ?” 

“Yes; that the captain of the schooner-should accommodate 
him in something he thought would be for his advantage. It 
was impossible, and so I told him.” 

Elcanor looked again towards the oarsman. 

“ This is one of our Christian brethren.” 

“ Are there many ?” she asked, though feeling as if she had 
no breath to ask. 

“Yes. And we have cause to be thankful every day at 
hearing of more. We want ten times as many hands as we 
have got. How has the long voyage been to you? ” 

Elcanor answered bricfly ; but then she was obliged to go on 
and tcll of Mrs. Caxton, and of Mr. and Mrs. Amos, and of 
various other matters; to all which still she answered in as 
few words as possible. She could not be fluent, with that 
sense of strangeness upon her; conscious not only that one of 
her hands was again in Mr. Rhys's hold, but that his cyes were 
never off her face. We desisted at last from questions, and 
they both sat silent until the headland was rounded; and 
“there is Vulival” came from Mr. Rhys's lips. 

In a little bay curve of the river, behind the promontory, 
Yay the village, looking pretty and forcign enongh. But very 
pretty it was. The odd, or, rather, the strange-looking houses, 
standing apart from cach other, some large and some small, 
intermingled graccfully with trecs whose shape and leafage 
were as new, made a sweet picture. One house in particular, 
as they neared the shore, struck Eleanor; it had a neat 
eolonnade of slendcr pillars in front, and a high roof, almost 
like a Mansard in form, but thatched with native thatch. 
A very neat paling fence stretched along in front of this. 
Very near it, a little further off, rose another building that 
miuile Eleanor almost give a start of joy; so homelike and 
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pleasant it looked, as well as surprising. This was an exceed- 
ing pretty chapel; again with a high thatched roof, and also 
with a neat slight bell-tower rising from one cnd. In front 
two doors at each side were separated by a large and not 
inelegant window; other windows and doors down the side of 
the building promised light and airiness; and the walls were 
wrought into a curious pattern, reminding Eleanor of the 
fanciful brickwork of a past style of architecture. Near the 
shore and back behind the chapel and houscs reared themselves 
here and there the slender stems of palm and cocoanut trees, 
with their graceful tufts of feathery foliage waving at top; 
other trees of various kinds were mingled among them. Figures 
were seen moving about, in the medium attire worn by their 
oarsman. It was a pretty scene, cheerful and home-like, though 
so unlike home. Further back from the river, on the opposite 
shore, other houses could be scen, the houses of the heathen 
village, but Elcanor’s cyes were fastened on thisonc. Mr. Rhys 
said not one word, only he held her hand in a still closer grasp 
which was not meaningless. 

“ How pretty it is!” Eleanor forecd herself to say. He only 
answered, “ Do you like it?" but 1t was in such a satisfied tone 
of preoccupation that Eleanor blushed and thought she might 
as well leave his meditations alone. 

Yct though full of content in her heart, Mr. Rhys and his 
affection scemed both atu distance. It was so exactly the 
Mr. Rhys of Plassy that Eleanor could not in a moment realize 
their changed relations and find hcr own place. <A little thing 
administered a slight corrective to this reckoning. 

The little canoe had come to land. Jleanor was taken ont 
of it safely, and then for a moment left to herself; for 
Mr. Rhys was engaged in a colloquy with his boatman and 
another native who had come up. Not being alle to undcr- 
stand a word of what was going on, though from the tones aud 
gestures she guessed it had refercnce to the disembarkation of 
the schooner's part), ard a little ready to turn her face from 
view, Elcanor stood looking landward, in a maze of strungencss 
that was not at all unhappy. The cocoanut tops waved gently 
a welcome to her; she took it so; the houscs lookcd neat and 
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inviting; glimpses of other unknown foliage helped to assure 
her she had got home; the country outlines, so far as she 
could sce them, looked fair and bright. Eleanor was taking 
note of details in a dreamy way, when she was surprised by the 
sudden frank contact of lips with hers; lips that had no 
strangeness of their own to contend with. Turning hastily, 
she saw that the natives with whom Mr. Rhys had been talking 
had run off different ways, and they two were alone. Eleanor 
trembled as much as she had done when she first read Mr. Rhys's 
note at Plassy. And his words when he spoke did not help 
her, they were spoken so exactly like the Mr. Rhys she had 
known there. Not exactly cither, though he only said:— 

“Do you want this cloak on any longer ?” 

“Ycs, thank you,” said Eleanor, stammering; “I do not 
fecl it.” 

Which was most literally trne, for at that moment she did 
not fecl anything external. He looked at her, and, exercising 
his own judgment, proceeded to unclasp the cloak from her 
shoulders and hang it on his arm, while he put her hand on 
the other. 

* There is no need for you to be troubled with this now,” 
said he. “I only put it round you to protect your dress.” 
And with her bag in his hand, they went up from the river- 
side and past the large house with the colonnade. “ Whither 
now ?” thought Eleanor; but she asked nothing. One or two 
more-houses were passed; then a little space without houses; 
then came a paling enclosure, of considerable size, apparently, 
filled with trees and vines. A gate opened in this and let them 
through, and Mr. Rhys led Eleanor up a walk in the garden- 
like plantation, to a house which stood encompassed by it. 
‘Not at home yet!” he remarked to her as they stood at the 
door, with a slight smile which again brought the blood to her 
cheeks. He opened the door, and they went in. 

“The good news is true, sister Balliol!” he said to some- 
body that met them. “I have brought you one of our friends, 
and there are more to come, that I must go and look after. Is 
brother Balliol at home?” . 

“No, he is not; he has gone over the river.” 
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“Then I will leave this lady in your care, and I will go and 
ecc if I can find canoes. I mcant to have pressed him into my 

‘gervice. This is Miss Powle, sister Balliol.” 

The lady so called had come forward to meet them, and now 
took Eleanor by the hand and kissed her cordially. Mr. Rhys 
took her hand then, when she was released, and explained, 

“T am going back to the schooner after our friends, if I can 
find a canoe.” 

And without more words, off he went. Elcanor and Mrs. 
Balliol were left to look at each other. 

This latter was a lady of middle height, and kindly, if not 
fine, features. A pair of good black eyes too. But what struck 
Eleanor most about her was her air; the general style of her 
figure and dress, which to Miss Powle’s cyes were peculiar. She 
wore her hair in a crop; and that seemed to Eleanor a charace 
teristic of the whole make up. Jler dress was not otherwise 
than neat, and yet that epithet would never have occurred to 
one in describing it, all graces of style or attire were so ignored. 
Her gown sat without any; so did her collar; both were rather 
uncivilized, without partaking of the picturesqueness of savage 
costume. The face was by no means disagreeable, lacking 
neither in sense nor in spirit nor in kindliness; but Eleanor 
perceived at once that the mind must have a serious want 
somewhere in refinement or discernment, the cxtcrior was so 
ruthlessly abandoned to ungainliness, 

Mrs. Balliol took her to an inner room, where the cloak and 
the bonnet were left, and returncd then to her occupations in 
the other apartment, while Eleanor sat herself down at the 
window to make observations. The room was large and high, 
cheerful and airy, with windows at two sides. The one where 
she sat commanded a view of little beside the garden, with its 
luxuriant growth of fruit trees and shrubs and flowers; a 
tropical looking garden, for the broad Icaves of the banana 
waved there around its great bunches of fruit; the canopy 
of a cocoanut palm fluttered slightly overhead, and varions 
fruits that Eleanor did not know displayed themselves along 
with the pineapples that she did know. This garden view 
ecemed very interesting to Eleanor, to judge by her intentness ; 
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and so it was for its own qualities: besides that, a bit of the 
walk could be seen by which she had come, and the wicket 
which had Iet her in, and by which Mr. Rhys had gone out; 
but in good truth, as often as she turned her eyes to the scene 
within, she had such a sense of being herself an object of 
observation, and perhaps of speculation, that she was fain to 
ecck the garden again. And it was true that while Mrs. Balliol 
plied her needle she used her eyes as well, and her thoughts 
with her needle flew in and out, as she surveyed Eleanor’s 
fizure in her neat fresh print dress, And the lady’s eyebrows 
grew prophctical, not to say ominous. 

** She’s too handsome!” that was the first conclusion. ‘ She 
.is quite too handsome; she cannot have those looks without 
knowing it. Better have brought a plain face to Fiji than a 
spirit of vanity. Ilair done as if she was just come out of a 
hair-dresser’s—hum—ruffle all down the neck of her dress— 
flowing sleeves, too, and ruffles round them. Anda buckle in 
her belt—a gold buckle, I do believe. And shoes?” 

The shoes were unexceptionable, but they fitted well on‘a 
nicc foot ; and the hands were too small and white and delicate 
evcr to have done anything, or ever to be willing to do any- 
thing. That was the point. No harm in small hands, Mrs, 
Balliol allowed, if they did not betray their owner into dainti- 
ness of living. She pursucd her lucubrations for some time 
without intcrrupting those of Eleanor. 

“ Are you from Kugland, sister ?” 

“From England—yes; but we made some stay in Australia 
by the way,” said Eleanor, turning from the window to take a 
more sociable position nearer her hostess. 

“ A long voyage ?” 

“ Not remarkably long. I had good companions.” 

From what part of England?” 

“ The borders of Wales, last.” 

“ Brother Rhys is from Walcs; isn’t he?” 

“JT do not know,” said Eleanor, vexed to feel the flush of 
blood to her cheeks. 

“Ah! you have known brother Rhys before?” with a 
gearvhing look. 
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“Yes.” “ay! 

“And how do you think you shall like it in Fiji?” 

“You can hardly expect me to tell under such short trial,” 
said Elcanor, smiling. 

“There are trials enough. I suppose you expect those, do 
you not?” 

, Ydo not mean to expect them till they come,” said Eleanor, 
a Jing. 
you think that is wise?” said the other gravely. “They 
ail pe, I assure you, fast enough; do you not think it is 
well | prepare the mind for what it has to go through, by 
lookiy t it beforehand ? ” 

“¥ (never know beforehand what is to be gone through,” 
said h anor. 

“Bi. you know some things; and it is well, I think, to 
harden shes against what is coming. I have found that sort 
of discipline very useful. Sister, may I ask you a searching 
question P” 

“Certainly, if you please,” said Eleanor. 

“You know, we should be ready to give every onc a reason 
of the hope that is in us. I want to ask you, sister, what moved 
you to go on a mission? ” 

Astonishment almost kept Eleanor silent; then, noticing the 
quick eyes of Mrs. Balliol repcating the inquiry at her face, 
the difficulty of answering met and joincd with a small tide of 
indignation at its being demanded of her. She did not want to 
‘be angry, and she was very ncar being ready to cry. Her 
mind was in that state of overwrought fulness when a little 
stir is more than the feclings can bear. Among conflicting 
tides, the sense of the ludicrous at last got the uppermost, 
and: she laughed, as one laughs whose nerves are not just 
under control,—heartily and merrfly. Mrs. Balliol was cone 
founded. 

“T should not have thought it was a laughing matter,” she 
remarked at length. But the gravity of that threw Eleanor 
off again, and the little hands and ruffled sleeves were reviewed 
ander new circumstances. And when Eleanor got command of 
herself, she still kept her hand over her eyes, for she found 
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that she was just trembling into tears. She held it close 
preascd upon them. 

‘ Perhaps you are fatigued, sister?” said Mrs. Balliol, in utter 
incapacity to account for this demonstration. 

“Not much. I beg your pardon!” said Eleanor. “T believe 
Iam a little unsettled at first getting here. If you please, I 
will try being quite quiet for awhile—if you will let me he. 
sO discourteous.” 

“Do so,” said Mrs. Balliol. ‘ Anything to rest you.” And 
Eleanor went back to her window, and turning her face to the 
garden again rested her hcad on her hand; and there was a 
hush. Mrs. Balliol worked and mused, probably. Eleanor 
did as she had said; kept quict. The quict lasted a long time, 
and the tropical day grew up into its meridian heats, yet it was 
not oppressive; a fine breeze relieved it, and made it no other 
than pleasant. Home at last! This great stillness and quiet, 
after the ocean tossings and months of voyaging and change and 
heart-uncertainty. ‘The pcace of heart now was as profound, 
but so profound and so thankfully recognized, that Eleanor's 
mood was a little unsteady. She needed to be still, and recol- 
lect herself, as she could, looking out into the leaves of a great 
banana tree there in the garden, and forgetting the house and 
Mrs. Balliol. 

The quiet lasted a long time, and was broken then by the 
entrance of Mr. Balliol. His wife introduced him, and after 
learning that he could now render no aid to Mr. Rhys, he 
immediately entered into a brisk conversation with the new 
comer Mr. Rhys had brought. That went well, and was also 
strengthening. Eleanor was greatly- pleased with him. He 
was evidently a man of learning and sense and spirit; a man of 
excellent parts, in good cultivation, and filled with a most 
benign and gentle temper of goodness. It was a pleasure to 
talk to him; and while they were talking the party from the 
schooner arrived. 

Eleanor felt her shamefacedness return upon her, while all 
the rest were making acquaintance, welcoming and receiving | 
welcome, She stood aside. Did they know her position ? 
While she was thinking, Mr. Rhys came to her, and put her 
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egain in her chair by the window. Mrs. Amos had been carried 
off by Mrs. Balliol. The two other gentlemen were in earnest 
converse. Mr. Rhys took a seat in front of Eleanor and asked, 
in a low voice, if she wished for any delay ? 

“In what?” said Eleanor, though she knew the answer. 

* Coming home.” 

He was almost sorry for her, to see the quick blood flash into 
her face. But she caught her breath, and said, “ No.” 

“You know,” he said; how exactly like the Mr. Rhys of 
Plassy! “I would not hurry you beyond your pleasure. If 
you would like to remain here a day or two, domiciled with 
Mrs. Balliol and the rest, and see the land, you have only to 
say what you wish.” 

“T do not wish it,” said Eleanor, finding it very difficult to 
answer at all; “I wish it to be just as you please.” 

“You must know what my pleasure is. Does your heart not 
fail you, now you are here?” he asked still lower, and in a 
very gentle way. 

£6 No.” 

“Eleanor, have you had any doubts or failings of heart at 
any time since you left England ?” 

“No. Yes! I did once—at Sydney.” 

“At Sydney?” repeated Mr. Rhys, in a perceptibly graver 
tone. 

: Yes, —at ‘Sydney,—when I did not get any letters from 
you.” 

“ You got no letters from me?” 

“No.” 

“ At Sydney ?” 

“No,” said Eleanor, venturing te look up, 

“Did you not see Mr. Armitage?” 

“Mr. Armitage! Oh, he was in the back country ; , Lremember 
now Mr. Amos said that; and he never returned to Sydney 
while we were there.” 

An inarticulate sound came from Mr. Rhys’s lips, between 
indignation and impatience; the strongest expression of either 
that Eleanor had ever heard from him. 

“Then Mr, Armitage had the letters?” 
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“Certainly! and Iam in the utmost surprise at his care- 
lessness. He ought to have left them in somebody clse’s 
charge, if he was quitting the placc himself. When did you 
hear from me?” ; 

The flush rose again, not so vividly, to Eleanor's face. 

“T heard in England—those Ietters—you know.” 

“ Those letters I trusted to Mrs. Caxton?” 

“Yes.” 

“And not since? Well, you are excused for your heart 
failing that once. Who is to do it, Eleanor ?—Mr. 
Amos?" 

“If you pleasc—I should like ——” 

He Icft her for a moment to make his arrangements, and 
for that moment Kleanor’s thoughts leaped to those who should 
have been by her side at such a time, with a little of.a woman's 
heart-longing—Mrs. Caxton or her mother. If one of them 
might have stood by her then! Llcanor's head bent with the 
moment's poor wish. But with the touch of Mr. Rhys's hand, 
when he returned to her, with the sound of his voice, there 
came, as it always did to Ilcanor, healing and strength. The 
one little word “Come,” from his lips, drove away all mental 
hobgoblins. He said nothing more ; but there was a great 
tenderness in the manner of dis taking her upon his arm. His 
look Eleanor dared not mcct. She felt very strange yet ; she 
could not get accustomed to the reality of things. ‘This man 
had never spoken one word of love to her, and now she was 
standing up to be marricd to him. 

The whole little party stood together, while the marriage 
service of the English Church was read. It was preccded, 
however, ‘by a prayer that_was never read nor written.: After 
the service was ovcr, and after Eleanor had been saluted by the 
two ladies who were all the representatives of mothcr and sister 
and friends for her on the occasion, Mr. Rhys whispered to her 
to get her bonnet. Eleanor gladly obeyed. But as soon as it 
appearcd, there was a general outcry and protest. What were 
they going to do P 

“Take her to sce how her house looks,” said Mr. Rhys 
“ You forget I have something to show.” : 
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“Put you will bring her back to dinner ? Do, brother Rhyst 
We shall have dinner presently. You'll be back ?” 

“Jf the survey is over in time—but I do not think it will 
be,” he answered, gravely. 

“Then tea—you will come, then? Let us all be together at 
tea. Will you?” 

“Tt is a happiness we have had no visitors before dinner. 
I will see about it, sister Balliol, thank you; and take advice.” 

And slad was Eleanor when they got away; which was 
immediatcly, for Mr. Rhys’s motions were prompt. Ie Iced 
her now not to the wicket by which she had come, but another 
way, through the garden wilderness still, till another slight 
paling with a wicket in it was passed and the wilderness took a 
somewhat different character. The same plants and trees were 
to be seen, but order and pleasantness of arrangement were in 
place of vegetable confusion ; neat walks ran between the 
luxuriant growing bananas, and led gradually nearer to the 
river, till another house came in view; and, passing round 
the gable end of it, Eleanor could cast her eye along the build- 
ing and take the effect. It was long and low, with a high 
picturcsque thatched roof, and the walls fancifully wrought 
in a pattern, making a not unpretty appearance. The door 
was in the middle; she had no time to see more, for Mr, 
Rhys unlocked it and led her in. 

The intcrior was lnigh, widc, and cool and pleasant after 
the hot sun without; but again she had no time to make 
observations. Mr. Rhys led her immediately on to an inner 
room. Elcanor’s cyes were dazed and her heart was beating; 
she could hardly sce anything, except, as one takes impres- 
-sions without seeing, that this answered to the inner room at 
Mrs. Balliol’s, and had far more the air of being furnished 
and pleasantly habitable. What gave it the air she could not 
tell; for Mr. Rhys was unfastening her bonnet and throwing 
_ it off, and then taking her sea-cloak from his arm and casting 
that somewhat carelessly away; and then his arms enfolded 
her. It was the first time they had been really alone since her 
coming; and now he was silent, so silent that Eleanor could 
scarcely bear it. She was aware his cycs were studying her 
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fixedly, and she felt as if they could see nothing beside the 
conscious mounting of the blood from cheek to brow, which 
reached what to her was a painful flush. Probably he saw 
it, for the answer came in a little closer pressure of the arms 
that were about her. She ventured to look up at last; she 
was unable to endure this silent inspection; and then she saw 
that his face was full of emotion that wrought too deep for 
words, too deep even for caresscs, beyond the one or two grave 
kisses with which he had welcomed her. It overcame Eleanor 
completely. She could not meet the look. It was much more 
than mere joy or affection ; there was an expression of the sort 
of tenderness with which a mother would clasp a lost child; a 
full keen sympathy for all she had done and gone through and 
ventured for him, for all her loncliness and forlornness that had 
been, and that was still, with respect to all the guardians of her 
childhood or womanhood up to that hour. Eleanor’s head 
sank down. She felt none of that now for which his looks 
expressed such keen regard; she had got to her resting-place, 
not the less for all the awe and strangeness of it, which were 
upon her yet. She could have cried for @ very different 
feeling; but she would not; it did not suit her. Mr. Rhys 
let her be still for a few minutes. When he did speak, his 
voice was gravely tender indced, as it had been to her all 
day, but there was no sentimentality about it. He spoke 
clear and abrupt, as he often did. 

“Do you want to go back to the other house to dinner ?” 

“Do you wish it?” said Eleanor, looking up to find out. 

“TI wish to see nothing earthly, this afternoon, but your 
face.” 

“Then do Jet it be so!” said Eleanor. 

He laughed and kissed her, more gaily this time, without 
sceming able to put her out of his arms; and left her at last 
with the injunction to keep still a minute till he should return, 
and on no account to begin an examination of the house by 
herself, Very little danger there was! Eleanor had not the 
free use of her eyes yet for anything. Presently he came backs, 
put her hand on his arm, and led her out into the middle 
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AT DINNER. 889 


“Do you know,” he said, as he passed through this, keeping 
her band in his own, and looking down at her face, “ what is 
the first lesson you have to learn?” 

“No,” said Eleanor, most unaffectedly frightened; she did 
not know why. 

“The first thing we have to do, on taking possession here 
to-day, is, to give our thanks and offer our prayers in company, 
Do not you think so?” 

“Yes,” said Eleanor breathlessly. “But what then?” 

“T mean together, not. that it should be all on one side. 
You with me, as well as I with you.” 

“Oh, no, Mr. Rhys!” 

“Why not, Mrs. Rhys ?” : 

“Do not ask me! That would be dreadful!” 

“J do not think you will find it so.” 

Eleanor stopped short, near the other end of the grcnt 
apartment. “I cannot do it!” she exclaimed, with tears in 
her eyes, appealing to him. He put his arms round her again, 
but spoke gravely. , 

“Onc can always do what is right.” 

“Not to-day,” whispered Eleanor. 

“One can always do right to-day,” he answered, smiling. 
“ And it is best to begin as we are going on. Come!” 

He took her hand and led her forward into the room at the 
other end of the house; his study, Elcanor saw with half a 
glance by the books and papers and tables that were there, 
Still keeping her hand fast in his, they knelt together; and 
certainly the prayer that followed was good for nervousness, 
and Jike the sunshine to dispcl all manner of clouds. Eleanor 
was quieted and subducd; she could not help it; all sorts of 
memories and associations of Plassy and Wiglands gathered in 
her mind, and pervaded the thoughts that immediately ‘filled it. 
Hallowed, precious, soothing, and joyful, those minutes of 
prayer were while Mr. Rhys spoke; in spite of the minutes 
to follow that Eleanor dreaded. And though her own words 
were few and stammering, they were different from what she 
would have thought possible a quarter of an hour before; 
and not unhappy to look back upon. 


) 


660 TE OLD HELMET. 


Detaining her when they arose, Mr. Rhys asked, with 
eomcthing of his old comical look, whether she thought she 
could cat a dinner of his ordering. Eleanor had no doubt 
of it. ‘ 

“You think you could eat anything by this time ?” said he. 
“Poor child! But my credit is at stake—suppose you wait 
hore a few minutes, until I see whether all is right.” 

He went off, and Eleanor sat still, fecling too happy to want 
to look about her. He came again presently, to lead Eleanor 
to the dining-room. 

In the lofty, spacious, and by no means inelegant middle 
apartment of the house, a little table stood spread, looking 
exceeding diminutive in contrast with the wide arca and high 
eciling of the room. Here Mr. Rhys, with a very bright look, 
established Elcanor, and procccded to make amcnds for keep 
ing her so long from Mrs. Balliol’s table. Much to her 
astonishment there was a piece of broiled chicken and a dish 
of eggs nicely cooked, and Mr. Rhys was pouring out for her 
some tca in delicate little cups of china. 

“ You see aunt Caxton, do you not ?” he said. 

* Oh, aunt Caxton! in these cups. I thought so. But I had 
no idea you had such cooks in Fiji?” 

“ They will learn—in time,” said he shortly. “ You perceive 
this is an unorganized establishment. I have not indulged in 
table-cloths yct ; but you will put things to rights.” 

“Table-cloths?” said Elcanor. 

“Yes; you have such things lying in wait for you. You 
have a great deal to do. And in the first place, you are to find 
out the good qualitics of these fruits of the land,” he said, 
giving her portions of several vegetable preparations with 
which and with fruits the table was filled. 

“ What is this?” said Eleanor. 

“Taro; one of the valuable things with which nature has 
blessed Fiji. The natives cultivate it well and carefully. That 
is yam, and came from a root five and a half feet long. Elcanor, 
I do not at all comprehend how you come to be sitting there !” 

ai was 60 strange and new to Elcanor, and Mr. Rhys was 
gach a compound of things new and things old to her, that e 
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littic ehance word like this was enough to make her flutter and 
change colour. THe perceived it, and bent his attention to 
amuse her with the matters or the table, and told her wonders 
of the natural productions of Fiji. But in the midst of thie 
Mr. Rhys’s hand would come abstracting her tea-cup to fill it 
again; and then Eleanor watched whic he did it, and he made 
himself a little private amusement about getting it sugared right 
and finding how she liked it, and Eleanor wondcred at him and 
her teacup together, and etirred her tea in a subdued state of 
mind. 

“One hardly expects to see such a nice little tcaspoon in 
Fiji,” she remarked. 

“Aunt Caxton again,” said Mr. Rhys. 

“But, Mr. Rhys, your Fijians must be remarkable cooks! 
Or you have taught them ?” 

“T have taught nobody in that line.” 

“Then are they not remarkable for their skill in cookery ¢” 

“As a nation, I think they are; and it 1s one evidence of 
their mental development. They have a great varicty of native 
dishes; some of which, I belicve, are not despicable.” 

“ But these are English dishes.” 

‘Do justice to them, then, like a good Englishwoman.” 

Elcanor’s praise was not undeserved, for the chicken and yam 
were excellent, and the swect potato which Mr. Rhys put upon 
her plate was.roasted very lik: onc that had been in some hot 
ashes at home. Lut everything except the dishes was strange, 
Mr. Rhys’s hand included. Through the whole length of the 
house, and of course through the middle apartment, rau a 
double row of columns upholding the roof. If Eleanor’s cye 
followed them up, there was no cciling, but the lofty roof of thatch 
over her head. Under her foot was a mat, of native work- 
manship, substantial and neat and very forcign looking. And 
here were aunt Caxton’s cups; and if she lifted her eyes-—— 
Eleanor felt most strange then, although ~ost at home. 

The taro, and yam, and sweet potato were only an intro~ 
duction to the fruit, which was beautiful as a show. A native 
servant came in and removed the dishes, and then set on the 
table a large basket, in which the whole dessert was very simply 
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served. Cocoanuts and bananas, oranges and wild plums, breads 
fruit and Malay apples, came piled together in beautiful mingling. 
Mr. Rhys went himself to a sort of buffet in the room and 
brought plates. | 

“ Servants cannot be said to be in complete training,” he said, 
with a humorous look, as he seatcd himself. ‘It would be 
strange if they were, when there has been no one to train them 
—and in Fiji.” 

“YT do not understand,” said Elcanor. ‘* Have you been 
kceping house here all by yoursclf? I thought not, from what 
Mrs. Balliol said.” 

“You may trust sister Balliol for being always correct. No; 
for the last few months, until lately, I have been building this 
house. Since it was finished I have lived in it—partly, but I 
have taken my principal meals at the other house.” 

* You have been building it?” 3 

“Or else you would not be in it at this moment. There is 
no carpenter to be depended on in Fiji but yourself. You have 
got to go over the house presently and see how you likeit. Are 
you ready for a banana, or an orange? I think you must try 
onc of these cocoanuts.” 

“But you had people to help you ?” 

“Yes: at the rate of two boards a day.” 

“But, Mr. Rhys, if you cannot get carpenters, where can 
you gct cooks? or do the people have this by nature ?” 

“When you ask me properly I will tcll you,” he said, with a 
little pucker in the corners of his mouth that made Eleanor 
take warning and draw off. She gave her attention to the 
cocoanut, which she found she must learn how to eat. Mr. 
thys played with an orange in the meantime; but she knew he 
was really busy with nothing but her and her cocoanut. When 
she would be tempted by no more fruit, he went off and brought 
a little wooden bowl of water and a napkin, which he presented 
for her fingers, standing before her to hold it. Eleanor dipped 
in her fingers, and then looked up. 

“You should not do this for me, Mr. Rhys!” she said, half 
earnestly. 


But he stooped down and took his own payment, and on the 
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whole Eleanor did not fecl that she had greatly the advantage 
of him. Indeed, Mr. Rhys had payment of more sorts than 
one, for cheeks were rosy as the fingers were white which she 
was drying, as she had risen and stood before him. She looked 
on then with great edification, to see his fingers deliberately 
dipped in the same bowl and dried on the same napkin, for very 
well Eleanor knew they would have done it for no mortal 
beside her. And then she was carricd off to look atthe walls 
of ber house, 


CHAPTER XXXVIL 


“Thou hast found... 
Thy cocoas and bananas, palms and yams, 
And homestall thatched with leaves.” 


Tue walls of the house were, te an Englishwoman, a curiosity. 
They were made of reeds, three layers or thicknesses of them 
being placed different ways, and bound and laced together with 
sinnet, the strong braid made of the fibre of the cocoanut-husk. 
It was this braid, woven in and out, which produccd the pretty 
mosaic effect Eleanor had observed upon the outside. Mr. Rhys 
took her to a doorway, where she could examine from within 
and from without this novel construction, and explaincd minutely 
how it was managed 

“This looks like a foreign land,” said Eleanor. “ You had 
described it, and I thought I had imagined it; but sight and 
feeling are quite a different matter.” 

‘*T did not describe it to you?” 

‘‘No—oh, no; you described it to aunt Caxton.” 

He drew her back a step or two, and laid her hand upon the 
post of the door. 

‘“¢ What is this?” said Eleanor. 

“That is a piece of the stem of the palm-fern.” 

“‘ And these are its natural mouldings and markings! It is 
like elegant carved work! It is natural, is it not?” she said, 
suddenly. 

“Certainly. The natives do execute very marvellous carving 
in wood, with tools that would drive a workman at home to 
de.pair; but I bave not learned the art. Come hcre—<he 
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pillars that hold up the roof of your house are of the same 
wood.” 

A double row of pillars through the whole length of the 
house gave it stability; they were stems of the same palm- 
fern, and as they had been chosen and placed with a careful 
eye to size and position, the effect of them was not at all inelee 
gant. The building itself was of generous length and width ; 
and with a room cut off at each end, as the fashion was, the 
centre apartment was Icft of really noble proportions—broad, 
roomy, and lofty; with its palm columns springing up to its 
high roof of thatch. Standing beside one of them, Elcanor 
looked up and declared it a beautiful room. 

** Do not lock at the doors and windows,” said Mr. Rhys. 
“T did not make thosc—they were sent out framed. I had 
only the pleasure of putting them in.” 

“ And how did that agree with all your other work ?” 

“Well,” he said, decidedly, “that was my recreation.” 

“ There is the pretticst mixture of wild and tame in this 
house,” said Eleanor, speaking a little timidly, for she was 
conscious all the while how little Mr. Rhys was thinking of 
anything but herself. “Are these mats made here ?” 

* Pure Fijian!” 

The one at which Eleanor was looking, her eyes having 
fallen on the floor, was both large and elegant. It was very 
substantially and neatly made, and had a border fancifully 
wrought all round it, a few inches in width. The pattern of 
the border was made with bits of worsted and little white 
feathers. This mat covered all the centre of the room; under 
it the whole floor was spread with other and coarser ones; 
and others of a still different manufacture lined the walls of 
the room. 

“One need not want a prettier carpet,” said Eleanor, keep- 
ing her eyes on the mat. Mr. Rhys put his arm round her 
and drew her off to one side of the room, whcre he made her 
pause before a large square space which was sunk a foot deep 
in the earth, and bordered massively with a frame of logs of 
hard wood. 

“* What do you think of that?” Se ee 2 ee 
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“ Mr. Rhys, what is it?” 

“You would not take it for a fireplace?” he said, with 
8 comical look. 

“ But is it a fireplace ?” 

“ That is what it is intended for. The Fijians make their 
fireplaces in this manner.” 

* And you are a Fijian, I suppose P” 

** So are you.” 

“ But, Mr. Rhys, can a fireplace of this sort be useful in an 
English house?” , 

“No. But in a Fijian house it may, as I have proved. 
The natives would have a wooden frame here, at one side, to 
hold cooking vessels. You do not nced that, for you have 
a kitchen.” 

“ With a fireplace like this ?” 

“ Yes,” he said, with a smile that had some raillery in it, 
which Eleanor would not provoke. 

“Suppose you come and look at something that is not 
Fijian,” he went on. ‘ You must vary your attention.” 

Ife drew her before a little unostentatious piece of furniture, 
that looked certainly as if it was made out of a good bit of 
English oak. What it was, did not appear; it was very plain 
and rather massively made. Now, Mr. Rhys produced. keys, 
and opened first doors, then a drawer, which displayed all the 
characteristic contents and arrangements of a lady’s work-box 
on an extended scale. Love's work: Elcanor could see her 
adopted mother in every carefully disposed supply of needles 
and silks and braids and glittcring Sheffield ware, and the 
thousand and one appliances and provisions for one who was 
to be at a very large distance from Sheffield, and every home 
source of necdle furniture. Love recognized love’s work, as 
Eleanor looked into the drawer. 

‘s Now you are ready to say this is a small thread and needle 
shop,” said Mr. Rhys, “but you will be mistaken if you do. 
Look further.” 

And that she might, he unlocked a pair of smaller inner 
doors; the little piece of furniture developed itself imme- 
diately into a capital secretary. As thorough-going as the 
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work-box, but still more comprehensive, here were more than 
mcre materials and conveniences for writing; it was a deposi- 
tory for several small but very precious treasures of a scientific 
and other kinds; and even a few books lay nestling among 
them, and there was room for more. 

‘** What is this?” Elcanor exclaimed, when she had got her 
breath. 

“This is—Mrs. Caxton! I do not know whcther she 
expected you to turn sempstress immediatcly for the colony 
—or whcther she intended you for another vocation, as I do.” 

‘“‘ She sent this from England!” 

‘It was made by nobody worse than a London cabinct- 
maker. I did not know whether you would choose to have 
it stand in this place, or in the only room that can properly 
be called your own. Come in here: the other part of the 
house is, you will find, pretty much public.” 

** ven your study?” 

““ That is no exception, sometimes. I am a public man 
myself.” 

The partition wall of this room was nicely lined with mats ; 
the door was like a piece of the wall, swinging to noisclessly, 
but Mr. Rhys showed Eleanor how she could fasten it securely 
on the inside. Etcanor had becn taken into this room on her 
first arrival, but had then been unable to sec anything. Now 
her eyes were in requisition. ere there was even more 
attention paid to comfort and appcarances than in the dining- 
room. In the simplest possible manner; but somcbody, had 
been at work there who knew that elegance is attainable 
without the help of opulence, and that eye and hand can do 
what money cannot. Eye and hand had been busy every- 
where. Very pretty and soft native mats were on the floor ; 
the windows were shaded with East Indian jalousics; and not 
only personal convenience, but tastes were regarded in the 
‘various articles of furniture and the arrangement of them. 
‘Good sense was regarded, too. Camp chairs and tables were 
useful for packing and moving, as well as neat to the cyc; 
white draperies relieved their simplicity; shelves were hung 
against the wall in one place for books, and filled; and on the 
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floor stood an casy-chair of excellent workmanship, into which 
Mr. Rhys immediately put Eleanor But she started up to 
look at it. 

“ Did aunt Caxton send all these things?” she said, with 
a tear in her cye. | 

“ She has sent almost too many. These are but the begine 
ning. Look here, Eleanor!” 

IIc opened a door at one end of the room, hidden under mat 
hangings like the other, which disclosed a large space lined 
with shelves, several articles reposing on them, and on the 
floor below, sundry chests and boxes, 

“ This is your store-room. Here you may revel in the 
riches you do not immediately wish to display. This is 
yours; I have a store-room on my own part.” 

* And what is in those chests and boxes, Mr. Rhys?” 

“T don’t know—except that it is aunt Caxton again. You 
will find tablecloths and napkins, I can ccrtify that, for 
I stumbled upon them; but I thought they had best not sce 
the light till their owner came. So I locked them up, and 
here are the keys.” 

* And who put up all these nice shelves?” 

“ Your head carpenter.” 

“And have you been doing all this for me?” said Eleanor. 

He laughed, and took her in his arms again, looking at her 
with a mingling of expressions. 

“IT wish I could give you some of my content!" he said. 

“1 do not want it!” said Eleanor, laughing. 

“Ts that declaration entirely gencrous?” 

Eleanor had no mind, like a wise woman, to answer this 
question; but she was held under the inspection of an eye 
that she knew of old, clear and keen beyond all others to 
hntie the knot of anybody's meaning. She flushed up very 
ouch, and tried to turn it off, for she saw he had a mind to 
have the answer. 

‘**'You do not want me to give account of every idle word 
after that fashion?” she said, lightly. 

“ush! hush!” he said, with a gravity that had much 
ewcctness init. “I cannot have you speak in that way.” 
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“T will not,” said Elcanor, suddenly, much more sober than 
he was, 

“There are too many that have the habit of using their 
Master’s words to point their own sentences. Do not let us use 
it. Come to my study; you did not see it before dinner, I 
think P” 

Eleanor was glad he could smile again, for at that minute 
she could not. She felt whirled back to Plassy and to Wig- 
lands, to the time of their old and very different relations. 
She could not realize the new, nor quictly understand her own 
happiness, and a very fresh, vivid sense of his character made 
her feel almost as much awe of him as affection. That was 
according to old habit, too. But if she felt shy and strange, 
she was the only one who did; for Mr. Rhys was in a very gay 
mood. As they went through the dining-room he stopped to 
show and display to her numerous odd little contrivances and 
arrangements; here a cupboard of rustic, and very pretty too, 
native work, or at Icast native matcrials; there a more sophis- 
ticated buffet, which had come from Sydney by Mrs. Caxton’s 
order. ‘Dear Mrs. Caxton!” said Mr. Rhys, “she has for- 
gotten nothing. Iam only in astonishment what she can have 
found to fill your new invoice of boxes.” 

‘Why, there are not many,” said Eleanor. 

He looked at her and laughed. “ You will be doing nothing 
but unpacking for days to come,” he said. “I have done what 
I never thought I should do—married a rich wife.” 

“ Why, aunt Caxton sends the things quite as much to you 
as to me.” 

* Does she P” 

*T am sure, if anybody is poor, I am.” 

“Tf that specch means me,” said Mr. Rhys, with a little bit 
of provokingness in the corners of his mouth, ‘*I don’t take it. 
I do not feel poor; and never did. Not to-day, certainly, with 
whole shiploads coming in.” 

“TI do not know of a single unnecessary thing but your 
microscope.” 

“ Have you brought that?” he said, with a change of tone. 
“It would be just like Mrs. Caxton to come out and make us a 
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visit some day! Icannot think of anything else she could 
give us that she has not given. Loox at my bookcases.’’ 

Eleanor did, thinking of their owner. They were of plainest 
construction, but so made that they would take to pieces in 
five minutes and become packing cascs, with the books packed 
all ready for travel; or at pleasure, as now, stand up in their 
place in the study in the form of very neat bookcases. They 
were not large ; a Fijian missionary’s library had need be not 
too extensive; but Eleanor looked over their contents with 
hurried delight. 

The rest of the room also spoke of Mrs. Caxton, in light 
neat tables and chairs and other things. Here, too, though not 
a hand’s turn had apparently been wasted, everything, simple 
as it was, had a sort of pleasantness of order and fitness which 
left the eye gratified. Tleanor read that and the meaning of 
it. IIere were contrivances again that Mr. Rhys had done; 
shelves, and brackets, and pins to hang things; nothing out of 
use, but all so contrived as to give a certain elegant effect to 
this plain work-room. Even the book and paper disorder was 
not that of a carcless man. Still it was not like the room at 
the other end of the house. The mats that floored and lined it 
were coarscr; there were no jaloustes at the windows, and no 
casy-chair anywhere. One thing it had like the other—a store- 
room cut off from it. This was # large one, like Eleanor's, and 
filled; his moncy-drawer, Mr. Rhys called it. All sorts of 
articles valued by the natives were there; Mrs. Caxton had 
taken care to send a large supply. These were to serve the 
purposes of barter. Mr. Rhys displayed to Eleanor the stores 
of iron tools, cotton prints, blankets, and articles of clothing 
that were stowed away there; stowed away with an absolute 
order.and method which again she looked at as significant of one 
side, at least, of Mr. Rhys’s character. He amused himself 
with displaying everything; showed her the whole of the new 
and strangely-appointed establishment over which she had 
come to preside, so far, at least, as the house contained it; and 
when he had brought her to something like an apparent share 
in his own gay mood, at last placed her in a camp-chair in the 
dining-room, which he had set in the middle of the floor, and 
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opened the door of the house. It gave Elcanor a lovely view. 
The plantations had been left open, so that the, eye had a fair 
range down to the river and to the opposite shore, whcre 
another village stood. It was seen under bright sunshine now. 
Mr. Rhys let her look a moment, then shut the door, and 
came and sat down before her, taking both her hands in his 
own; and Elcanor knew from a glance at his face that the 
game thoughts were working within him that had wrought 
that moved Iyok before dinner—when she first came. She 
felt her colour mounting; it tried her to be silent under his 
eye in that way. 

“Mr. Rhys, do you remember preaching to me one day at 
Plassy, when we were out walking P” 

“Yes,” he said, with a half laugh. 

“T wish you would do it again.” 

“J will preach you a sermon every morning, if you like.” 

“No, but now. I wish you would, so as to make me realize 
that you are the same person.” 

“Tam not the same person at all!” he said. 

“Why are you not?” said Eleanor, opening her eyes at him. 

“In those days I was your pastor and fricnd simply. The 
difference is, that I have acquired the right to love you, take 
care of you, and scold you.” 

“Tt scems to me that last was a privilege you exercised 
occasionally in those times,” said Eleanor, archly. 

“Not at all. In those days I was a poor fellow that did not 
dare say a word to you.” 

Eleanor's recollections were of sundry exceptions to this rule, 
so marked and prominent in her memory that she could not 
help laughing. 

* Oh, Mr. Rhys, don’t you remember ——” 

“ ‘What P” said he, with the utmost gravity. 

But Eleanor had stopped, and coloured now brilliantly. 

“‘ It seems that your recollections are of a questionable cha- 
racter,” he said. Ileanor did not deny it. 

“ What is it you wish me not to remember?” 

“It was a time when you said I was very wrong,” said 
Eleanor, meekly; ‘so do not call it back.” 
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He bent forward to kiss her, which did not steady Elcanor’. 
thoughts at al. . 

* Do you want preaching?” he said. 

* Yes, indecd! It will do me good.” 

“ T will give you some words to think of, that 1 lived in all 
yesterday. ‘Beloved of God.’ They are wonderful words, that 
Taul says belong to all the saints; and they were about me 
yesterday like a halo of glory, from morning to night.” 

Now Eleanor was all right; now she recognized Mr. Rhys 
and hersclf, and listened to every word with her old delight in 
them. Now she could use her eycs and look at him, though 
she well saw that he was considering her with that full, moved 
tenderness that she lad felt in him all day; even when he 
was talking and thinking of other things he did not ccase to 
remember her. 

“Eleanor, what do you know about the meaning of those 
words ?” 

“ Little!” she said; “and yet, a little.” 

* You know that we were Gentiles, carricd away unto these 
dumb idols, or after others in our own hearts, as helplessly as 
the poor heathen around us. But we have got the benefit of 
that word—'‘I will call them my pcople, which were not my 
people ; and her beloved, which was not beloved.’ ” 

“ Yes!" 

“ Then look at our privileges: ‘The beloved of the Lord 
shall dwell in safety by him; and the Lord shall cover him 
all the day long, and he shall dwell between his shoulders? 
Heavenly sccurity ; unearthly joy; a hiding-place where the 
troubles of carth cannot reach us.” 

Mr. Rhys left his position before Eleanor at this, and with a 
brow all alight with its thoughts began to pace up and down in 
front of her, just as he had done at Plassy, she remembcred. 
She ventured not 9 word; her heart was very full. 

“ Then look how we are bidden to increase our rejoicing, 
and to delight ourselves in the store laid up for us; we are not 
only safe and happy, but fed with dainties. All things are 
ready; Christ says he will sup with us; and we are bidden— 
‘Eat, O friends; drink, yea, drink abundantly, O beloved. 
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‘He that cometh to me shall never hunger, and he that be- 
lieveth on me shall never thirst.’ And then, Eleanor, if 
we are the elect of God, holy and beloved, what bowels of 
mercies should be in us; how precious all others beloved of 
him should be to us; how we should be constrained by his 
love. Are-you? Iam. Iam willing to spend and be spent 
for these people among whom we are. [I am sure there are 
many, many children of God among them, come and coming. 
I scck no better than to labour for them It is the delight of 
my soul! Eleanor, how is it with youf * 

He had stood still before her during these last words, and 
now eat down again, taking her hands and looking with his 
undcceivable gaze into her face. 

“I desire the same thing. I dare not say I desire it as 
strongly as you do,—but it is my very wish.” 

“Is it for the love of Christ, or for love of these poor crea- 
tures? or for any other reason P” 

“ T can hardly separate the first two,” said Eleanor, looking a 
little wistfully. “The love of Christ is at the bottom of it all." 

‘¢ There is no other motive,” he said, “no other that will 
do the work ; nothing else that will work true love to them. 
But when I think ot my Master, I am willing to do or be any- 
thing, I think, in his service!” 

He let go her hands, and began slowly walking up and 
down again 

““ Mr. Rhys,” said Eleanor, “‘ what can I do?” 

“ Are you ready to encounter disagrceablenesses, and hard 
ships, and privations, in the work ?” 

“Yes; and discouragements.” 

“There are no such things. There ought to be no such 
things. Incver feel nor have felt discouraged. That is want 
of faith. Do you remember, Eleanor, ‘ The clouds are the dust 
of his feet?’ Think—our eyes are blinded by the dust, we look 
at nothing clse, and we do not see the glory of the steps that 
are taken.” 

“That is trne. Ob, Mr. Rhys, that is glorious!” 

Then you are not afraid? I forewarn you little annoy 
ances are sometimes harder to bear than great ones. It is one 
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of the most trying things that I have to mect,” said Mr. Mhys, 
standing still with a funny face, “to have Ra Mbombo's beard 
sweep my plate when I am at dinner.” 

** What docs he do that for P” 

* He is so fond of me.” 

“That is being too fond, certainly.” 

“Tt is an exccss of affectionate attention; he gets so close to 
me that we have a community of things. And you will have, 
Eleanor, some days a perpctual levee of visitors. But what is 
all that, for Christ P” 

“T am not afraid,” said Eleanor, with a most unruffied smile, 

“T wrote to frighten you.” 

“But I was not frightened. Are things no better in the 
islands than when you wrote ?” 

“ Changing—changing every day, from darkness to light, 
and from the powcr of Satan to God. Literally. There are 
heathen temples here, in which a few ycars ago if a woman or 
a child had dared cross the threshold they would have been 
put to death immediately. Now those very temples are used 
as our schools. On our way to the chapel we shall pass almost 
over a place where there used to be one of the ovens for cook- 
ing human bodies; now the grass and wild tomatoes are grows 
ing over it. Ican take you to house after house, whcre men 
and women used to be caten, where now if you stand to listcn 
you may hear hymns of praise to Jesus, and prayer going up in 
his name. Vraise the Lord! Itis grand to be permitted to 
live in Fiji now!” 

Elcanor was hushed and silent a few minutes, while Mr. Rhys 
walked slowly up and down. Then she spoke with her eycs 
full of sympathetic tears. 

“Mr. Rhys, what can J do?” 

“What you have to do at present,” he said, with a change of 
tone, “is to take care of me, and Icarn the language—both lan- 
guages, I should say. And in the meanwhile you had better 
take care of your pins,”"—he stooped, as he spoke, to pick up 
one at her fect, and presented it with comical gravity. “You 
must remember you are not in England. Here you could not 
spend pin-money, even if you had it.” 
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“Tf I were inclined to be extravagant,” said Eleanor, laugh- 
ng at him, “ your admonition would be thrown away, I have 
brought such quantities with me.” 

“Of pins?” 

“Yes,” 

“T hope you will never use them !* 

“Why not?” 

*T do not sce what a properly made dress has to do with 
pins.” 

But at this confession of masculine ignorance Eleanor first 
looked and then laughed and covered her face, till he came 
and sat down again and by forcible posscssion took her hands 
away. 

“You have no particular present occasion to laugh at me,” 
he said ; ‘‘Elcanor, what made you first willing to quit England 
and go anywhere?” 

The answer to this was, first, an innocent look, and then, an 
extreme scarlet flush. She could not hide it, with her hands 
prisoners; she sat in a pretty state of abashment. A slight 
giving way of the mouth bore witness that he read and undere 
stood it, though his immcdiate words were rcassuringly grave 
and unchanged in tone. 

“T remember, you did not compreliend such a thing as pose 
sible, at one time. When was that changed? You uscd to 
have a great fear.” 

“T lost part of that at Plassy.” 

* Where did you lose the rest of it, Eleanor ?” 

** Tt was in London.” 

He saw by the light in Elcanor’s eyes, which looked at him 
now, that there was something behind. Yet she hesitated. 

“Sealed lips?’ said he, bending forward again to her faee. 
“You must unseal them, Elcanor.” 

“Do you want me to tell you all that?” she asked, ques- 
tioningly. 

“ ] want you to tell me everything.” 

“It is only a long story.” 

“Do not make it short.” 

An casy matter, to go on and tell it with her two hands 
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prisoners, and those particularly clear eyes looking into her 
face. It served to show the grace that belonged to Elcanor, 
the way that, in these circumstances, she began what she had to 
say. Where another woman would have been awkward, she 
spoke with the simple sweet poise of manner that had been 
the admiration of many a company, and that made Mr. Rhys 
now press the little hands closer in his own. A little evident 
shy reluctance only added to the grace. 

“It is a good while ago, I felt, Mr. Rhys, that I wanted 
just that which makes one willing to go anywhere, and do 
anything; though not for that reason. I expected to live in 
England always. I wanted to know more of Christ. I wanted 
it, not for work's sake, but for happiness’ sake. I was a 
Christian, I suppose; but I knew—I had seen and felt—that 
there were things—thcre was a height of Christian life and 
attainment that I had not reached, but where I had secn other 
people with a light upon their brows that I knew never shone 
upon mine. I knew whence it game, I knew what I wanted, 
more knowledge of Christ, more love of him.”, 

“When was s this j ‘i 

“It isa good while ago. It is—it was—time scems so cone- 
fuscd to me! I know it was the winter after you went away. 
I thick it was near the spring. We were in London” 

* Yes." 

“I was cold at heart to religion. I was not happy. J 
knew what I wanted, more love to Christ.” 

You did love him?” 

“Yes; but you know what it is just to love him a little. I 
went as duty bade me; but the love of him did not make all 
duty happy. I had seen you live differently, I saw others, 
and I could not be content as I was. We were in town then. 
One night I sat up all night, and gave the whole night to 
thoughts of it.” 

“To seeking Jesus?" 

“T wanted to get out of my coldness and find him!" 

“ And you found him ?” 

“Not soon. I spent the night in fear. I prayed—and I 
walked the floor and praycd—ond I shed a great many tears 
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over the Bible. I felt as if I must have what I wanted, but I 
could not seem to get any nearer to it. The whole night 
passed away, and I bad wearied myself, and I had got 
nothing. 

““The dawn was jus breaking when I got up from my 
knees the last time 1 was almost giving up in despair. I 
had done all I could—what could I do more? I went to 
the window and opencd it. The light was just creeping up 
in the sky—there was a little streak of brightness along the 
horizon, or of light rather, but it was the herald of brightness. 
I felt desolate and tired, and like giving up hope and quest 
together. The dull grey canopy overhead seemed just like 
my heart. I cannot tell you how enviously I looked at the 
eastern dawn, wishing the light would break upon my own 
norizon. I shall never forget it. It was dusky yet down 
in the streets and over the housetops; the city had not waked 
up in our quarter; it was still yet, and the breath of the 
morning's freshness came to me, and revived me and mocked 
me both at once. I could have cricd for sadness, if I had 
not been too down-hcarted and weary. 

“While I stood there, hearing the morning's promise, I 
suppose, without knowing it, there came up from the streets 
somewhere below me, and near, the song of a chimney-sweep. 
I can never tell you how it came! It came—but not yet; at 
first I only knew what he was singing by the notes of the air ; 
but the next verse he began came up clear and strong to me at 
the window Ile was singing those words— 


“6°Twas a heaven below 
My Redeemer to know; 
Ani the angels could do nothing more 
Than to fall at his feet, 
And the story repeat, 
4nd the Lover of sinners adore.” 


“{ thougnt it seemed that a band of angels came and 
carried those words up past my window! And the dawn came 
in my heart. I cannot tell you how—TI secmed to see every- 
thing at once. I saw what a heaven below it is to know the 
love of Christ. I think my heart was something like the 

PP 
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Ganges when the tide is coming in. I thought, if the angels 
could do nothing more than praise him, neither could I! I 
fell at his fect then; I do not think I have ever really Icft 
them since—not for long at a time; and since then my great 
wish has been to be allowed to glorify him. _ I have had no 
fears of anything in the way.” 

Eleanor had not been able to get through her “long story 
without tears; but they came very much against her will. 
She could not sce, yet somehow she felt the strong sympa- 
thetic emotion with which she was listened to. She could hear 
it, in the subducd intonation of Mr. Rhys’s words. 

“¢Keep yoursclyes in the love of God.’ How shall we do 
it, Eleanor ?” 

She answered without raising her eyes. 

“¢The Lord is good unto them that wait for him’” 

“ And, ‘if ye keep my commandments, ye shall abide in my 
love." 

There was silence a moment. 

“That commandment must take me away for a while, 
Eleanor.” 

She looked up. 

“T thought,” he said, with his sweet, arch smile, “I might 
take so much of a honcymoon as one broken day, but there is 
a poor sick man a mile off who wants me; and brother Balliol 
has had the schooner affaiis to attend to. I shall be gone an 
hour. Will you stay here? or shall I take you to the other 
house P” 

“ May I stay here?” 

“Certainly. You can fasten the door, and then if ary 
visitors come they will think Iam not at home. I will give 
Solomon directions.” 

“Who is Solomon?” 

“Solomon is—I will introduce him to you!” and with a 
very bright face, Mr. Rhys went off into his study, coming 
back again in a moment, and with his hat. He went to a door 
opposite that by which Eleanor had entered the house, and 
blew a shrill whistle. 

“Solomon is my fast friend and very faitnfu’ servant,’ ne 


IN THE HOUSE. 579 


said, returning to Eleanor. “You saw Lim at dinner—but it 
is time he should know * ou.” 

In came Solomon; a very black specimen of the istanders, in 
a dress something like that which Eleanor had noticcd on the 
man in the canoe. Solomon’s fiatures were undeniably good, 
if somewhat heavy; they had sense and manliness; and his 
eye was mildly quict and genial in its expression. It bright- 
ened, Eleanor saw, as he listened to Mr. Rhys’s words; to which 
she also listened without being able to understand them, and 
wondering at the warm feeling of her checks. Solomon's 
gratulations were mainly given with his face, for all the 
English words he could get out were, “ Glad—see—Misi Risi.” 
Mr. Rbys laughed and dismissed him, and went off himself. 

Eleanor was half glad to be lett alone for a time. She 
fastened the door, not for fear, but that her solitude might 
not be intruded upon; then walked up and down over the 
soft mats of the ccntre room, and tried to bring her spirits to 
some sense of realization. But she could not. The change 
had been so sudden, from her wandering state of uncertainty 
and expectation to absolute content and rest, of body and mind 
at once, that her mental, like her actual, fouting-seemed to sway 
and heave yet with the upheavings that were past. She could 
not settle down to anything like a composed state of mind. 
She could not get accustomed yet to Mr. Rhys in his new 
character. As the children say, it was “too good to be truc.” 

A little unready to be still, she went off again into the roow 
specially prepared for her, where the green jalousies shaded the 
windows. One window here was at the end; a direction in 
which Eleanor had not looked. She softly raised the jalousies 
a little, expecting to sce just the waving bananas and other 
plants of the tropical garden that surrounded the house ; or, 
perhape, servants’ offices, about which she had a good dcal of 
curiosity. 

Instead of that, the window revealed a landscape of such 
beauty that Eleanor invotuntarily pulled up the blind and sat 
entranced befure it. No such thing as servants or servants 
Mtices. A wide receding stretch of broken country, rising in 
the distance to the dignity of blue precipitous hills, a gorge of 
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which opened far away, to delight and draw the eye into its 
misty depth; a middle distance of lordly forest, with patches 
of clearing; bits of tropical vegetation at hand, and over them 
and over it all a tropical sky. In one direction the view was 
very open. Eleanor could discern a bit of a pathway winding 
through it, and once or twice a dark figure moving along ite 
course. This was Vuliva! this was her foreign home! the 
region where darkness and light were struggling foot by foot 
fur the mastery; where heathen temples were falling and 
heathen misery giving place to the joy of the gospel, but 
where the gospel had to fight them yet. Eleanor looked till 
her heart was too full to look any longer; and then turned 
aside to get the only possible relief in prayer. 

The hour was near gone when she went to her window 
sgain. The day was cooling towards the evening. Well she 
guessed that this window had becn specially arranged for 
her. In everything that had been done in the house she had 
seen that same watchful care for her pleasure and comfort. 
There never was a house that secmcd to be so love's work ; 
Mr. Rhys's own hand had most manifestly been everywhere; 
and the furniture that Mrs. Caxton had sent he had placed. 
But Mrs. Caxton had not sent all. Eleanor’s eye rested on a 
dressing-table that certainly never vame from England. It 
was pretty enough; it was very pretty, even to her notions; 
yet it had cost nothing, and was as nearly as possible made of 
nothing. Yes, for she looked; the frame was only some 
native recds or canes and a bit of board; the rest was white 
muslin drapery, which would pack away in a very few square 
inches of room, but now hung in pretty folds around the glass 
and covered the frame. Elcanor just lcoked and wondered; 
no more; for the hour was up, and she went to her window 
and raised the jalousies again. She was more quiet now, she 
thought ; but her heart throbbed with the thought of Mr. Rhys 
and hia return. 

She looked over the beautiful wild country, watching for 
him. The light was fair on the blue hills; the sea-breeze 
tluttered the leaves of the cocoa-nut trees and waved the long 
_ Shick leaves of the banana. She heard no other sound near or 
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far, till the quick swift tread she was listening for came to her 
ear. Nobody was to be seen; but the step was not to be 
mistaken. Eleanor got to the front door and had it open just 
in time to see him come. 

They stood then together in the doorway, for the view was 
fair on the river-side too. ‘The opposite shore was beautiful, 
and the houses of the heathen village had a great interest for 
Eleanor, aside from their effect as part of the landscape; but 
her shyness was upon her again, and she had a thorough con- 
sciousness that Mr. Rhys did not see how the light fell on 
either shore. At last he put his arm round ber and drew her 
up to his side, saying,— 

‘** And so you did not get my letters in Sydney—pvor little 
dove!” 

These words struck Eleanor with a curious pleasure. They 
would have been true, she knew, in the lips of no other 
mortal, as also certainly to no other mortal would it have 
occurred to use them. She was not the sort of person by any 
means to whom such an appellation would generally be given. 
To be sure her temper was of the finest, but then also it had 
a body toit. Yet here she knew it was true; and ke knew; 
it was spoken not by any arrogance, but by a purely frank 
and natural understanding of their mutual natures and rela- 
tions. She answered by a smile, exceeding sweet and sparkling 
as well as conscious, to the face that was looking down at her 
with a little bit of provoking archness upon its gravity; and 
their lips met in a long sealing kiss. Husband and wile 
understood each other. 

Perhaps Mr. Rhys knew it, for it seemed as if his lips could 
hardly leave hers; and Eleanor’s face was all manner of lights 

‘** What has become of Alfred?” he asked, in an irrelevant 
kind of manner, by way of parenthesis. 

“I have not seen him—hardly—since you left England. 
He is not under mamma’s care now.” 

‘“‘ And my friend Julia? You have told me but a mite yet 
about everybody.” 

‘* Julia is your friend suil. But Julia—I have not seen her 
for a long, long time.” 
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“ How is that P” 

“Mamma would not let me. Oh, Mr. Rhys!—we have 
been kept apart. I could not even see her when I came away.” 

“Why P” 

“ Mamma—sho was afraid of my influence over her.” 

“Ts it possible P”’ 

“Julian was going on well—setting her face to do right. 
Now—I do not know how it will be. Even our letters are 
overlooked.” 

‘‘T need not ask how your mother is. I suppose she is 
trying to save onc of her daughters for the world.” 

Eleanor’s thoughts swept a wide course in a few minutes; 
remembored whose instrumentality had saved her from such 
a fate and had striven for Julia. With a sigh that was part 
sorrow and part gratitude, Eleanor laid her head softly on 
Mr. Rhys's shoulder. With such tenderness as one gives to 
e child, and yet rarer, because decper and graver, she was 
made at home there. 

“Don’t you want to take a walk to the chapel?” 

“Oh, yes !”—But she was held fast still. 

“ And shall we give sister Balliol the pleasure of our com- 
pany to toa, as we come back P” 

“Tf you plense—if you like.” 

“Ido not like it at all,” said Mr. Rhys, frankly—‘ but I 
suppose we must.” 

“Think of finding the restraints of society even in Fiji!” 
said Eleanor, trying to laugh, as she brought her bonnet and 
they set out. 

“You must find them everywhere—unless you live to please 
yourself,” said Mr. Rhys, with his sweet grave look; and 
Bleanor was consoled. 

The walk to the church was not very long, and she could 
have desired it tonger. The river shore, and the view on the 
other side, and the village by which they passed, the trees and 
the vegetable gardens and the odd thatched roofs—everything 
was pretty and new to Eleanor’s eyes. They passed all they 
had seen in coming from the landing that morning, taking 
this time a path outside the mission premises, Past the house 
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with the row of pillars in front, which Eleanor Icarned was a 
building for the use of the various schools. <A little further 
on stood the chapel. It was neat and tasteful enough to pleas 
even an English eye; and indeed looked more English than 
foreign on a distant view; and standing there in the wilderness, 
with its little bell-tower rising like a witness for all that was 
good in the midst of a heathen land, the feelings of those who 
looked upon it had necd be very tender and very deep. 

* This chapel is dear to our eyes,” said Mr. Rhys. “ Every« 
thing is, that costs such pains. This poor peop'e have made 
it; and it is one of the best pieces of work in Fiji. It was all 
done by the labour of their hearts and hands.” 

“That scems to be the style of carpentry in this country,” 
said Eleanor. 

“ The chief made up his mind on a good principle—that for 
® house of the true God neither time nor material could be 
too precions. On that principle they went to work. The 
timber uscd in the building is what we call grecn-heart—the 
best there is in Fiji. To find it, they had to travel over 
many a mile of the country ; and remember, there are no oxen 
here, no horses; they had no teams to help them. All must 
be done by the labour of the hands. I think there were 
about eighty beams of green-hcart timber needed for the house 
—some of them twelve and some of them fifty fect long. In 
about three months these were collected ; found and brought 
in from the woods and hills, sometimes from ten miles away. 
While the young men were doing this, the old men at home 
were all day beating cocoa-nut husk, to separate the fibre for 
making sinnet. All day long I used to hear their beaters 
going; it was good music; and when at the end of every few 
days the woodcutters came home with their timber, so soon 
as they were heard shouting the news of their coming there 
was a general burst and cry, and every creature in the village 
set off to meet them and help drag the logs home. Women 
and children and all went; and you never saw people so happy. 

“Then the building was done in the same spirit. Many a 
time when I was busy with them, overlooking their wark, I 
have heard them chanting to each other words from the Bibs 
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—band against band. One side would sing—‘But will God 
indeed dwell on the earth? Behold, the heaven of heavens 
cannot contain thee; how much less this house that I have 
builded.”-Then the other side would answer, ‘The Lord 
hath chosen Zion; he hath desired it for his habitation. I 
cannot tell you how sweet it was. There was another chant 
they were very fond of. A few would begin with Solomon's 
petition—' Have thow respect unto the prayer of thy servant 
and to his supplication, O Lord my God, to hearken unto the 
cry and to the prayer, which thy servant prayeth before thee 
to-day: that thine eyes may be cpen toward this house night 
and day, even toward the place of which thou hast said, My 
name shall be there: that thou mayest bearken unto the 
prayer which thy servant shall make toward this place,—and 
here a number of the other builders would join in with their 
ery—‘ Hearken unto the prayer which thy servant shall make!’ 
And so in the next verse, when it came near the end the 
others would join in—‘ And when thou hearest forgive !’” 

“T should think you would love it!” said Eleanor, with 
her eyes full of tears. “And I should think the Lord would 
love it.” 

‘Come in, and sce how it looks on the inside." 

The inside was both simple and elegant, after a quaint 
fashion; for it was Fijian clegance and Fijian simplicity. A 
double row of columns led down the centre of the building ; 
they looked like mahogany, but it was only native wood; and 
the ornamental work at top which served for their capitals, was 
done in sinnet. Over the doors and windows triangular pedie 
ments were elaborately wrought in black with the same sinnet. 
The roof was both quaint and elegant. It was done in alter- 
nate open and close reed-work, with.broad black lines dividing 
it; and ornamental lashings and bandings of sinnet were used 
about the fastenings and groinings of spars and beams. Then 
the wings of the communion rail were made of reed work, 
ornamented, the rail was a beautitul piece of nut timber, and 
the balusters of swect sandal wood. The whole effect was 
exceedingly pretty and graceful, though produced with such 
simple means. 
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“Mr. Ruskin ought to have had this as an illustration of his 
‘Lamp of Sacrifice,’” said Eleanor, “ How beautiful!” 

“The ‘Lamp of Truth,’ too,” said Mr. Rhys. “It is all 
honest work. That side was done by our heathen neighbours. 
The heathen chief sent us his compliments, said he heard we 
were engaged in a great work, and if we pleased he would come 
and help us. Sohedid. They built that side of the wall and 
the roof.” 

“ Did they do it well ? * 

“ Heartily.” 

“ Do they come to attend worship in it ?* 

“The chapel is a great attraction. Strangers come to sce, 
if not to worship, and then we get a chance to tell the truth to 
them.” 

“And, Mr. Rhys, how is the truth prospering generally ?” 

“Eleanor, we want men! and that seems to be all we want. 
My heart feels ready to break sometimes, for the want of 
helpers. I am glad of brother Amos coming, very glad; but 
we want a hundred where we have one. It is but a few weeks 
since a young man came over from one of the islands, a large 
and important island, bringing tidings that a number of towns 
there had given up heathenism—all wanting tcachers—and 
there were no teachers for them. In one place the people had 
built a chapel; they had gone so far as that; it was at Koroi- 
vonu; and they gathered togcther, the next Sunday after it was 
finished, great numbers of the people, filled the chapel, and 
stood under some bread-fruit trees in front of it, and stood 
there waiting to have some one come and tell them the truth, 
and there was noone. My heart is ready to weep blood when 
I think of these things!) The Tongan who came with the news 
came with his eyes full of tears. And this case of Koroivonu 
is no strange or solitary one.” 

Mr. Rhys walked the floor of the little chapel, his features 
working, his breast heaving. Eleanor sat thinking how little 
she could do—how much she would ! 

“You have native helpers,” she said gently. 

“ Praise the Lord for what they are! but we want mission- 
aries. We want help from England. We cannot get it from 
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the Colonies—not fast enough. Eleanor,"—and he stopped 
short and faced her—“s few months ago, to give you another 
instance, I was beholder of such a scene as this. I was to 
priach to a community that were for the first time publicly 
renouncing heathenism. It was Sunday.” Mr. Rhys spoke 
slowly, evidently exercising some control over himself; how 
often Eleanor had seen him do that in the pulpit! 

“T stood on the shores ofa bay, reefed in from the ocean. I 
wish I could put the scene before you! On the land side, one 
of the most magnificent landscapes stretched back into the 
country, with almost every sort of natural beauty. Before me 
the bay, with ten large canoes moored in it. An island in the 
bay, I remember, caught the light beautifully; and beyond 
that there was the white fence of breakers on the reef barrier. 
The smallest of the canocs would hold a hundred men; they 
were the fiect of Thakombau, one of Fiji's fiercest kings fore 
merly, with himself and his warriors on board. 

“My preaching place was on what had been the dancing 
grounds ofa village. I had a mat stretched on three poles for 
an awning—such a mat as they make for sails; and around me 
were nine others preparcd in like manner. This was my 
chapel. Just at my left hand was a spot of ground where 
were ten boiling springs; and until that Sunday, one of them 
had been the duly appointed place for cooking human bodies. 
That was the place and the preparation I looked at in the still 
Sunday morning, before service time. 

“At that time, the time appointed for service, a drum was 
beat and the conch shell blown; the same shell which had been 
used to give the war call. Directly all those canoes were 
covered with men, and they were plunging into the water and 
wading to shore. These were Thakombau and his warriors. 
Not blacked and stiipped and armed for fighting, but washed 
and clothed. They were stopping in that place on their way 
somewhere else, and were now coming and gathering to hear 
the preaching. On the other side came a procession from the 
village; and down every hill-side and along every path, I 
could see scattering groups and lines of comers from the neigh- 
bouring country. These were the heathen inhabitants, coming 
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up now to hear the truth, and profess by a public act of worship 
that they were heathens no longer. They all gathered round 
me there under the mat awnings, and sat on the grass looking 
up to hear, while I told them of Jesus.” 

Mr. Rhys’s voice was choked and he broke off abruptly, 
Eleanor guessed how he had talked to that audience; she 
could sce it in his flushing face and quivering lip. She could 
not find a word to say, and let him lead her-in silence and 
slowly away trom the chapel and towards the mission house. 
Before entering the plantation again, Eleanor stopped and said 
in a low voice,— 

“ What can Ido?” 

He gave her a look of that moved swectness she had seen in 
him all day, and answered with his usual abruptnegs,— 

“You can pray.” 

“TJ do that.” 

“Pray as Paul prayed—for your mother, and for Julia, and 
for Fiji, and for me. Do you know how that was?” 

“J know what some of his prayers were.” 

“Yes, but I never thought how Paul prayed, until the other 
day. You must put the scattercd hints together. Wait until 
we are at home—I will show you.” 

He pushed open the wickct and they went in; and the rest 
of the evening Eleanor talked to Mrs. Amos or to Mr. Balliol ; 
she sheered off a little from his wife. There was plenty of 
interesting conversation going on with one and another; but 
Eleanor had a little the sense of being to that lady an object 
of observation, and drew into a corner or iuto the shade as 
much as she could. 

“ Your wife is very handsome, brother Rhys,” Mrs. Balliol 
remarked, in an aside, towards the end of the evening. 

“That is hardly much praise from you, sister Balliol,” he 
answered, gravely. “I know you do not set much store by 
appearances.” 

‘She is very young!” 

Both looked over to the opposite corner where Eleanor was 
talking to Mrs. Amos, sitting on a low seat and looking up; 
little drawn back into the shade, yct not so shaded but that 
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the womanly modest swectness of her face could be seen well 
enough. Mr. Rhys made no answer. 

“T judge, brother Rhys, that she has been brought up in 
the great world,” Mrs. Balliol went on, looking across to the 
rufficd sleeve. 

“ She is not in it now,” Mr. Rhys observed, quietly. 

““No;—she is in good hands. But, brother Rhys, do you 
think our sister understands exactly what sort of work she hag 
come to do here?” 

“She is teachable,” he answered, with great imperturba- 
bility. 

“Well, you will be able to train her, if she wants it. I am 
glad to know she is in such good hands. I think she has 
hardly yet a just notion of what lies before her, brother Rhys.” 

“* When did you make your obscrvations?” 

‘‘She was with me, you know—you left her with me this 
morning. We were alone, and we had a little conversation.” 

“ Mrs. Balliol, do you think a just notion of anything can be 
formed in half an hour?” 

His question was rather grave, and the lady's eyes wavered 
from meeting his. She fidgeted a little. 

‘Qh, you know best, of course,” she said; “I have had 
very little opportunity—I only judged from the want of 
seriousness; but that might have been from some other cause, 

ou must excuse me if I spoke too frankly.” 

“You can never do that to me,” he said. “Thank you, 
ster Balliol. I will take care of her.” 

Mrs. Balliol was reassured. But neither during their walk 
home nor ever after, did Mr. Rhys tell Eleanor of this litule 
bit of talk that had concerned her. 


CHAPTER XXXVIIL 


“My Lady comes; my Ladr gocs; he can sce licr day by day, 
And bless his eyos with her beauty, and with bicssings strow her way.” 


Tus breakfast-table was as much of a mystery to Eleanor 
the dinner had been. Not because it looked so homelike 
though in the early morning the doors and windows were all 
open, and the sunlight streaming through on Mrs. Caxton’s 
china cups and silver spoons. It all looked foreign cnough 
yet, among those palm-fern pillars, and on the Fijian mat with 
its border made of red worsted ends and little white feathers. 
The basket of fruit, too, on the table, did not look like Eng- 
land. But the tea was unexceptionable, and there was a picce 
of fresh fish as perfectly broiled as if it had been brought over 
by some genius or fairy, smoking hot, from an English gridiron. 
And in the order and arrangements of the table, there had 
been something more than native skill and taste, Eleanor was 
sure. 

“Tt seems to me, Mr. Rhys,” she said, “that the Fijians are 


remarkably good cooks!” 
“Uncommon, for savages,” said Mr. Rhys, with perfect 
gravity. 


“* This fish is excellent.” 

“There is no better fish-market in the world, for variety 
and abundance, than we have here.” 

“‘ But I mean, it is broiled just like an English fish. Isaak 
Walton himself would be satisfied with it.” 

“ Isaak Walton never saw such fishing as is carried on here. 
The natives are at home in the water from their childhood— 
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men and women both ;—and the women do a good deal of the 
fishing. But the scrious business is the turtle fishing. It is a 
hand-to-hand conflict. The men plunge into the water and 
grapple bodily with the turtle, after they have brought them 
into an enclosure with thcir nets. Four or five men lay hold 
of one, if it is a large fellow, and they struggle together under 
water till the turtle thinks he has the worst of the bargain, and 
concludes to come to the surface.” 

“ Docs not the turtle sometimes get the better?” 

*¢ Sometimes.” 

“Mr. Rhys, have you any particular duty to-day?” 

“J don't sce how you can keep up that form of expression!” 
said he, with a comic gravity of dislike. 

“Why not?” 

“Tt is not treating me with proper confidence.” 

Her look in reply was so very pretty, both blushing and 
winsome, that the corners of his mouth were obliged to give 
way. 

“ You know what my first name is, do not you?” 

“ Yes,” said Elcanor. 

“The people about call me ‘Misi Risi’'—I am not going 
to have my wife a Fijian to me.” 

The lights on Eleanor’s face were very pretty. With the 
same contained smile he went on. 

‘““T gave you my name yesterday. It is yours to do what 
you like with; but the greatest dishonour you can show to a 
gift, is not to use it at all.” 

“That is the most comical putting of the case that ever I 
heard,” said Elcanor, quite unable to retain her own gravity. 

“Very good sense,” said Mr. Rhys, with a dry preservation 
of his. 

“But, after all,” said Eleanor, “you gave me your second 
name, if you please—I do not know what I have to do with 
the first.” 

“You do not? Is it possible you think your name is Henry, 
or James, or something else? You are Rowland Rhys as 
truly as I am—only you are the mistress, and I am the 
master.” 
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Eleanor’s look went over the table with something besiice 
laughter in the brown eyes, which made them a gentle thing 
to sce. 

“Mr. Rhys, [am thinking what you will do to this part of 
you to make it like the other ?” 

He gave her a glance, at which her eyes went down 
instantly. 

“TY do not know,” he said, with infinite gravity. “TI will 
think about it. Preaching docs not seem to do you any good.” 

Isleanor bent her attention upon her bread and fruit. Le 
spoke next with a change of tone, giving up his gravity. 

“Do your know your particular duty to-day ?” 

“J thought,” said Eleanor, ‘‘that as yesterday you showed 
me the head carpenter, perhaps this morning you would let 
me see the chief cook.” 

“That is not the first thing. You must have a Icsson in 
Fijian, now that I hope you are instructcd in English.” 

Ie carried her off to his study to get it. The lesson was a 
matter of amusement to Mr. Rhys, but Eleanor set herself 
earnestly to learn. Then he said he supposed she might as 
well see her establishment at once, and took her out to the side 
of the house where she had not heen. 

It was a plantation wilderness here, too, though particu- 
larly devoted to all that in Fiji could belong to a kitchen 
garden. English beans and peas had been sown, and were 
flourishing; most of the luxuriance that met the eye had a 
forcign charactcr. Beautiful order was noticcable everywhere. 
Mr. Rhys scemed to have forgotten all about the servants; he 
pleased himself with leading Eleanor throngh the walks and 
ehowing her which were the plants of the yam and the kumers, 
and other native fruits and vegetables. Bananas were here 
too, and the graceful stems of the sugar-cane; and overhead 
the cocoa-nut trees waved their feathery plumes in the air. 

“Who did all this?” Elcanor asked, admiringly. 

“Solomon, with a head gardener over him.” 

“Solomon is—I saw him yesterday?” 

“Yes. te came with me from Vulanga. Ile is a nice 
fellow. He is a Christian, as I told you; and a true labourer 
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in the great vineyard. I believe he never misses an oppor- 
tunity to speak to his countrymen in a quiet way, and tell them 
the truth. Ie has brought a great many to know it. In my 
eervice he is very faithful.” 

“No wonder this garden looks nice,” said Eleanor. 

“T asked Solomon onc day about his religious experience. 
He said he was very happy; he had enjoyed religion all the 
day. Hc said he rose early in the morning, and prayed that 
the Lord would greatly bless him and keep him; and that it 
had been so, and gencrally was so when he attended to reli- 
gious duties early inthe morning. ‘But if I neglect and rush 
into the world,’ he said, ‘ without properly attending to my 
religious duties, nothing gocs right. Iam wrong in my own 
heart, and no one round me is right.’ ” 

“Good testimony," said Eleanor. “Is he your cook as well 
as your gardener ? ” 

“TI had forgotten all about the cook,” said Mr. Rhys. 
** Come and sce the kitchen.” 

Near the main dwelling-house, in this planted enclosure, 
were several smaller houses. Mr. Rhys at last took Elcanor 
that way, and permitted her to inspect them. The one nearest 
the main building was fitted up for a laundry. The furthest 
was 3 sleeping-house for the servants. The middle onc was 
the kitchen. It was a Fijian kitchen. Here was a large fire- 
place, of the original fashion, which had moved Eleanor's 
wonder in the dining-room ; with a Fijian framework of wood 
at onc side of it, holding native vessels of pottery, larger and 
smaller, and variously shaped, for cooking purposes. Some 
more homelike iron utensils were to be secn also; with other 
kitchen appurtenances, water jars, and so forth. A fire had 
been in the fire-place, and the signs of cookery were remaining ; 
but, in all the houses, nobody was anywhere visible. 

“Solomon is gone to collect your'servants,” said Mr. Rhys 
“That explains the present solitude.” 

‘Did he cook that fish P” 

“I have not tried him in cooking,” said Mr. Rhys, with a 
gravity that was perfect. “I jo not know what he could do 
une was tried.” 
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“Who did it, then?” 

His smile was wonderfully pleasant—now that it could be 
no longer kept back—as he answered, “ Your servant.” 

“ You, Rowland! And the dinner yesterday?” 

“Do not praise me,” he said, with the same look, “lest I 
should spoil the dinner to-day. Ido not expect there will be 
anybody here till afternoon.” 

‘Then you shall see what I can do!” 

“TI do not believe you know how. I have been long enough 
in the wilderness to learn all trades. You never learned how 
to cook at Wiglands.” 

“But at Plassy I did.” 

“ Did aunt Caxton let you into her kitchen ?” 

“Yes.” 

‘‘T shall not let you into mine.” 

“ She went with me there. I have not come out here to be 
useless. I will take care of the dinner to-day.” 

“No, you shall not,” said Mr. Rhys, drawing her away 
from the kitchen. ‘“ You have got enough to do to-day in 
unpacking boxes, There will be servants this evening to 
attend to all you want; and for the present you are my care.” 

“ Rowland, I should like it.” 

Which view of the case did not seem to be material. At 
least it was answered in a silencing kind of way, as with his 
arm about her he led her in through the bananas to the house. 
It silenced Eleanor effectually, in spite of being very serious 
in her wish. She put it away to bide another opportunity. 

Mr. Rhys gave her something else to do, as he had said. 
The boxes had in part been brought from the schooner, and 
there was employment for both of them. He drew out nails, 
and took off covers, and did the rough unpacking; while the 
arranging and bestowing of the goods thus put under her 
disposal kept Eleanor very busy. His part of the work was 
finished long before hers, and Mr. Rhys withdrew to his study 
for some other work. Eleanor, happy and busy, with touched 
thonghts of Mrs. Caxton, put away blankets, and clothes, and 
linen, and calicos, and unpacked giass, and stowed on her 
shelves a whole store of home comforts and necessaries; mare 
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velling between whiles at Mr. Rhys's varieties of power In 
making himeelf useful, and wishing she could do what she 
thought was more her work than his—the work to be done 
in the kitchen before the servants came home. By-and-by, 
Mr. Rhys came out of the study again, and found Eleanor 
sitting on the mat before a huge round hamper, uncovered, 
filled with Australian fruit. This wags a late arrival, brought 
while he had been shut up at his work. Grapes and peaches, 
and pears and apricots, were crowded side by side in rich and 
beautiful abundance and confusion. Eleanor sat looking at it. 
She was in a working dress, of the brown stuff her aunt's 
maids wore at home; short sleeves Icft her arms bare to the 
elbow ; and the full jacket and hoopless skirt did no wrong to 
a figure the soft outlines of which they only disclosed. Mr. Rhys 
stopped and stood still, Eleanor looked up. 

“Mr. Esthwaite has sent these on in the schooner unknown 
tome! What ehall I do with them all?” 

“TI don't know,” said Mr. Rhys. “It is the penalty that 
attaches to wealth.” 

“But you said you never were poor P” said Eleanor, laugh. 
ing at his look. 

“I never was, in feeling. 1 never was in an embarrassment 
of riches, either. I can't help you!” 

‘But these are yours, Rowland. What are you talk- 
ing of ?” 

“Are you going to make me a present of the whole?” said 
Mr. Rhys, stooping down for a grape. 

ON 0, Mr. Esthwaite has done that. The embarrassment is 
yours.” 

“I am in no embarrassment; you are mistaken. By what 
sight do you say that Mr. Esthwaite has sent these to me ?” 

‘Because he sent them to me,” said Eleanor. “It is the 
same thing. 

“That is dutifal, and loyal, and all that sort of thing,” ssid 
‘Mr. Rhys, helping himself to another grape, and looking with 
his keen eyes and imperturbable gravity at Eleanor. Perhaps 
ae liked to see the scarlet bloom he could so-easily call up in 
her cheeks, which was now accompanied with a little impatient 


AT WORK. 595 


glance at him. ‘ Nevertheless, I do not consider myself to be 
within the scope of the gift. The disposition of it remains 
with you. Ido not like the responsibilities of other people's 
wealth to rest on my shoulders,” 

‘But this fruit is different from what we have on the 
island ; is there not something you would like to have done 
with it?” 

“‘T should like you to give me one bunch of grapes—to be 
chosen by yourself.” 

He looked on, with a satisfied expression of face, while 
Eleanor's fingers separated and overhauled the fruit till she 
had got a bunch to her mind. He stood still in his placc to 
let her bring it to him; then took possession of her and the 
grapes at once; neglecting the lattcr, however, entirely, to 
consider her. 

“What would you like to have done with the rest, Rowe 
land?” said Eleanor, while her face glowed under his caresses 
and examination. 

“ This is a very becoming dress you have on!" 

“T did not know you noticed ladies’ dresses.” 

“T always notice my own.” 

Eleanor’s head drooped a little, to hide the rush of pleasure 
and shame. 

“But, Rowland,” she said, with gentle persistence, “ what 
would you like to have done with that basket? Isn't there 
some meuning behind your words about it?” — 

“What makes you think so?” said he, curling the corners 
of his mouth in an amused way. 

“I thought so. Please tell it me! You have something to 
tell me.” 

“The fruit is yours, Eleanor.” 

“And what am I?” 

The tears came into her eyes with a little vexed camestnen, 
for she fancied that Mr. Rhys would not speak because the: 
fruit was hers. His manner changed again, to the deep tene. 
derness which he had shown so frequently; holding her close, 
and looking down into her face; not answering at once; half 
- enjoying, balf soothing, the feeling he had raised, 
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“ Eleanor,” he said, “I do not want that fruit.” 

“ Tell me what to do with it.” 

“If you like to send some of those grapes to sister Balliol, 
at the other house, I think they would do a great deal of 


“Y will just take out s few for you, and I will send the 
whole basket over there just ag it is. Is there anybody to 
take it ?” 

‘Do not save any for me.” 

“Why not?” 

“ Because I do not want anything more than I have got.” 

“TY suppose I may do about that as I please?” said Eleanor, 
laughing a little. 

“No, you may not. I only want this bunch that I have 
in my hand, for a poor sick fellow whom I think they will 
comfort. If you feel as I do, and like to send the rest over 
to the mission house, I think they will be well and gratefully 
used.” 

‘But, Rowland, why did you not tell me that just at first?” 
she said, a little wistfully. 

“Do you feel as Ido? Tell me that first.” 

But as Eleanor was not ready with her answer to this 
question, of course her own was not responded to. Mr. Rhys 
laughed at her a little, and then told her she might get the 
house ready for dinner. Very much Eleanor wished she could 
rather get the dinner ready for the house; yet somehow she 
had an instinctive knowledge that it would be no use to ask 
him; and she had a curious unwillingness to make the request. 

“Do you know,” she said, looking up in his face, “I do not 
know how it is, but you are the only person I ever was afraid 
of, where my natural courage had full play.” 

Does that sentiment possess you at present P” 

+ Yes, a little.” 

He laughed again, and said it was wholesome; and went off 
without seeming in the least dismayed by the intelligence. If 
Eleanor hed ventured that remark as a feeler, ahe was utterly 
discomfited. She went about her pretty work of getting the 
little table ready and acquainting herself with the details of 
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her cupboard arrangements, feeling a little amused at herself, 
and with many deeper thoughts about Mr. Rhys and the basket 
of fruit. 

They were sitting in the study after dinner, alternately talk- 
ing and studying Fijian, when Mr. Rhys suddenly asked,— 

“Of whom have you ever been afraid, Eleanor, where your 
natural courage did not have full play?” 

“ Mr. Carlisle.” 

“ How was that ?” 

“T was in a false position.” 

“T feared that, at one time,” said Mr. Rhys, thoughtfully. 

“T was a bondwoman—under engagements that tied me—- 
I did not dare do as I felt. I understand it all now.” 

“Do you like to tell me how it happened ?” 

“Tlike it very much. I want that you should know just 
how it was. I was pressed into those engagements without 
my heart being in them, and indeed very much against my 
will; but I was dazzled by a vision of worldly glory that 
made me too weak to resist. Then thoughts of another kind 
began to rise within me; I saw that worldly glory was not 
the sufficient thing I had thought it; and as my eycs got clear, 
I found I had given no love where I had given my promise. 
Then that consciousness hampered me in every action.” 

“But you did not break with him—with Mr. Carlisle ?” 

‘Because I was such a bondwoman, asI told you. I did 
not know what I might do—what was right—and I wanted to 
do right then—till I went to Plassy. Aunt Caxton set me 
free.” 

Mr. Rhys was silent a little. 

“Do you remember coming to visit the old window in the 
ruins, just before you went to Plassy that time?” he said, 
looking round at her with a smile. 

His wife though she was, Eleanor could not help a warm 
flush of consciousness coming over her at the recollection. 

“TI remember,” she said demurely. ‘It was in December ” 

“ What were you afraid of at that time?” 

“ Mr. Carlisle.” 

“ Did you think it was Ae whom you heard?” 
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“No. I thought it was you.” 

‘Then why were you afraid P” 

“J had reason enough,” said Eleanor, in a low vuice. 
“Mr. Carlisle had taken it into his head to become jealous 
of you.” 

She answered with a certain straightforward dignity; but 
Mr. Rhys had a view of dyed cheeks and a face which shrank 
from his eye. He beheld it, no doubt, for a little while; at 
least he was silent; and ended with one or two kisses, which, 
to Eleanor’s fceling, for she dared not look, spoke him very 
full of satisfaction. But he never brought up the subject 
again. 

The thoughts raised by the talk about the basket of fruit 
recurred a few days later. Eleanor had got into full train 
of her island life by this time. She was studying hard to 
learn the language, and beginning to speak words of it with 
her strange mustcr of servants. Housekeeping dutics were 
fairly in hand. She had begun to find out, too, what Mr. Rhys 
had foretold her respecting visitors. They came in groups and 
singly, at-all hours nearly, on some days, to see the new house 
and the new furniture, and the new wife of ‘Misi Risi.” 
Eleanor could not talk to them; she could only be looked at, 
and answer through an interpreter their questions and requests, 
and watch with unspeakable interest these strange, poor 
people, and admire with unceasing admiration Mr. Rhys's un- 
tiring kindness, patience, and skill in receiving and entertain- 
ing them. They wanted to see and understand every new 
thing and every new custom. ‘They were polite in their curio- 
sity, but insatiable; and Mr. Rhys would show, and explain, 
and talk, and never seem annoyed or weary; and then, when- 
ever he got a chance, put in his own claim for attention, and 
tell them of the Gospel. Eleanor always knew from his face 
and manner, and from theira, when this sort of talk was going 
on; and she listened strangely to the unknown words in which 
her heart went along so blindly. When he thought her not 
needed, or when he thought her tired, Mr. Rhys wéuld dismiss 
her to her own room, which he would not have invaded; and 
Eleanor’s reverence for her husband grew with every day, 
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although che would not at the beginning have thonght that 
possible. 

At the end of these first few days, Eleanor went one after- 
noon into Mr. Rhys's study. He was in full tide of work now. 
The softly swinging door let her in withont much noise, and 
she stood still in the middle of the room, in doubt whether to 
disturb him or no. He was busy at his writing-table. But 
Mr. Rhys had good ears, even when he was busy. While she 
stood there, he looked up at her. She was a pretty vision for 
@ man to see and call wife. She was in one of the white dresses 
that had stirred Mrs Esthwaite’s admiration ; its spotless dra- 
peries were in as elegant order as ever they had been for 
Mrs. Powle’s drawing-room; the rich banded brown hair was 
in as graceful order. She stood there very bright, very still, 
looking at him. 

“ You have been working a long time, Rowland. You want 
to stop and rest.” 

“Come here, and rest me,” he answered, stretching out his 
hand. 

“ Rowland,” said Eleanor, when she had been standing a 
minute beside him, “‘ Mrs. Balliol wants me to cut off my 
hair.” 

Mr. Rhys looked up at her, for with one arm round her he 
was still bending attention upon his work. He glanced up as 
if in doubt or wonder. 

** T have been over to see her,” Eleanor repeated, “and she 
counsels me to cut off my hair; cut it short.” 

“ See you don’t!” he said, sententiously. 

“ Why?" said Eleanor. 

“It would be the cause of our first and last quarrel.” 

“ Our first,” said Eleanor, stifling some hidden amusements 
“but how could you tell that it would be the last ?” 

‘It would be so very disagreeable!” Mr. Rhys said, with a 
gravity s0 dryly comic, that Eleanor’s gravity was destroyed, 

“ Mrs. Balliol says I shall find it—my hair, I mean—very 
souch in my way.” 

“It would be in my way, if it was cut off.’ 

“ She says it will take a great deal of precious Gime. She 
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thinks that your razor would be better applicd to my 
head—” 

“Than to what other object ?” 

“Than to its legitimate use and appl'cation. She wants me 
to get you to let your beard grow and to cut off my hair. 
It's rather unequal, I must say.” 

Eleanor was laughing; she could not see Mr. Rhys’s face 
very well; it was somewhat bent over his papers; but the 
side view was of unprovokable gravity. A gravity, however, 
which she had learned to know covered a wealth of amuse- 
ment or of mischief, as t}:e case might be. She knelt down to 
bring herself within b«cter speaking and seeing distance. 

* Rowland, what surt of people are your coadjutors P* 

* They are the Lord's people,” he answered. 

Eleanor felt somewhat checked; the gravity of this answer 
was of a different character; but she could not refrain from 
carrying the matter further; she could not let it rest there. 

“Do you mean,” she said, a little timidly, but persistently, 
“that you are not willing to speak of them as they arc, & 
me?" 

He was quite silent half a minute, and Eleanor grew in- 
creasingly sober. He said then, gently, but decidedly,— 

“‘ There are two persons in the field, of whose faults I am 
willing to talk to you--yours and my own.” - 

“ And of others you think it is wrony, then, to speak, even 
so privately and kindly as we are speaking?” Eleanor was 
very much chagrined. Mr. Rhys waited a moment, and then 
said, in the same manner,— 

*“T cannot do it, Eleanor.” 

He got up a moment after and went out of the room, 
Eleanor felt almost stunned with surprise and discomfort. 
This was the second time, in the few days that she had been 
with him, that he had found her wrong in something. It 
troubled her strangely; and the sense of how much he was 
better than she—how much higher his sphere of living than 
the one she moved in—pressed her heart down almost to the 
ground. She stood by the writing-table, where she had risen 
to her feet, with her eyes brimful of tears, but so still even to 
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her eyclida, that the tears had not overflowed. She supposed 
Mr. Rhys had gone out. In another moment, however, she 
heard his step returning, and he entered the study. Eleanor 
moved instantly to leave it, but he met and stayed her with « 
look infinitely sweet, turned her about, and made her kneel 
down with him. And then he poured out a prayer for charity; 
not merely the kindness that throws a covering over the 
failings of others, or that holds back the report of what they 
have been; but the over-abounding heavenly love that will 
send its brightness into the dark places of human society, and 
with its own richness fill the barren spots; and, above all, for 
that love of Jesus the King that makes all his servants dear; 
for that spirit of Christ that looks with his own love and 
forbearance on all that need it. And so, as the speaker prayed, 
he showed his own possession of that which he asked for; so 
revealed the tender and high walk of his own mind and its 
near familiarity with heavenly things, that Eleanor thought her 
heart would break. The feeling, how far he stood above her 
in knowledge and in goodness, while it was a secret and deep 
joy, yet gave her acute pain, such as she had never felt before. 
She would not weep; it was a dry aching pain, that took part 
of its strength from the thought of having done or shown 
something that he did not like. But Mr. Rhys went on to 
pray for her alone; and Eleanor was conquered then. Tears 
came, and she cried like a little child, and all the hard pain of 
pride or of fear was washed away, like the dust from the 
leaves in a summer shower. 

She was so far healed, but she would have run away when 
they rose from their knees, if he had permitted her. He had 
no such intention. Keeping fast hold of her hand, he brought 
her to a seat by the window, opened it—for the day was now 
cooling off, and the sea-breeze was fresh—and, taking the book 
of their studies, he put her into a lesson of Fijian practice, till 
Eleanor’s spirits were thoroughly restored. Then, throwing 
away the book and taking her in his arms, he almost kissed. the 
tears back again. 

“Eleanor,” he said, when he saw that her eyes were wet, 
and her colour and her voice were fluttering together. 
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“ What ?” 

“You must bear the inconvenience of your hair for my sake. 
Tell sister Balliol you wear it by my express orders.” 

Eleanor’s look was lovely. She saw that the gentleness of 
this speech was intended to give her back just that liberty she 
might think was forbidden. Humbleness and affection danced 
in her face together. 

“‘ And you do not object to white dresses, Rowland ?” 

“ Never—when they are white,” he said, with one of his 
peculiar smiles. 

“ Rowland,” said Eleanor, now completely happy again, 
“you ought to have those jalousie blinds at these windows 
You want them here much more than I do.” 

* How will you prove that ?” 

“ By putting them here; and then you will confess it.” 

“Don’t you do it!” said he, smiling, seeing that Eleanor's 
eye was in earnest. 

“Please let me! Do let me! ‘You want them much more 
than I do, Rowland.” 

“Then you will have to let them stand; for they are just 
where I want them.” 

‘“‘ But the shade of them is much more needed here.” 

“I could have had it. You need not disturb yourself. 
There is a whole stack of them lying under the shelves in your 
store-room.” 

““ Why are they lying there?” said Eleanor, in great surprise. 

“T did not want them. I left them for you to dispose of.” 

“For me! Then I shall dispose of some of them here.” 

“Not with my leave.” 

“ May I not know why?” said Eleanor, putting her hand in 
his to plead for it. 

“JT do not want to fare too much better than my brethren,” 
he answered, with a smile of infinite pleasantness at her. 
Eleanor's face showed a sudden accession of intelligence. 

“Then, Rowland, let us send the other jalousies to Mr. 
Balliol to shade his study—with all my heart; and you put up 
rea I did not think about that before. Will you 

it?" 
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* There are plenty of them without taking yours, child.” 

“ Then, oh, Rowland, why did you not do it before ?” 

“I have an objection to using other people's property, even 
for the bencfit of my neighbours,” he said, with the provoking 
smile in the corners of his mouth, 

* But it is yours now.” 

“Well, I make it over to you, to be offered and presented as 
it seems good to you, to brother Balliol, or to sister Balliol, for 
his use and behoof.” 

“Do you mean that I must do it ?* 

“If it is your pleasure.” 

“ Then I will speak of it immediately.” 

“You can have an opportunity to-night. But, Eleanor, you 
must call her sister Balliol.” 

““T can’t, Rowland!” 

Silence fell between the parties. Mr. Rhys's face was im- 
penetrable. Eleanor glanced at it, and again glanced at it, but 
got no help. Finally she laid her hand on his shoulder and 
spoke a little apprehensively. “ Rowland, are you serious?” 

* Perfectly.” So he was outwardly. 

“Do you think it matters really whether I call her one 
thing or another? If it were Mrs. Amos, I should not have 
the least difficulty. I could call her sister Amos. What does 
it matter P” 

“Why can’t you use a Christian form of address with her as 
well as with me?” 

“Do you consider it a matter of principle ?” 

“Only as it regards the feelings of the individual, in either 

se.” Mr. Rhys’s mouth was looking very comical. 

“ Would she care, Rowland ?” 

“J should like to have you try,” he said, getting up and 
arranging his papers to leave. And Eleanor saw he was not 
going to tell her any more. 

“ What is the opportunity you spoke of, Rowland ?” 

“ This is our evening for being together—it has hardly been 
a class before this, we were so few; but we met to talk and 
think together, and usually considered some given subject, 
To-night it is, the ‘glory to be revealed.’” 
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“That is what Mr. Amos and I used to do on board the 
schooner; and we had that subject too, just after we left Tonga 
So we shall be ready.” 

“ We ought to go there to tea; but I have to go over first te 
Nawaile; it will keep me till after tea-time. Do not wait for 
me, unlcss you choose.” 

Eleanor chose, and told him so. While he was gone she sat 
at the door of the house watching and thinking; thinking of 
him especially, and of things that his talk that afternoon had 
brought up. It was a pleasant hour or two. The seaebreeze 
fresh from the sea; the waving broad banana leaves; the sweet 
perfume of flowers, which were rarely profuse and beautiful in 
their garden; the beautiful southern sky of night, with the 
stars which Eleanor had learned to know as strangers coming 
over in the ship, and now loved as the companions of her new 
home. Stillness, and flapping of Ieaves, and sweet thoughts; 
until it was time to be expecting Mr. Rhys back again, and 
Eleanor made the tea, that hc might at least not miss so inuch 
refreshment. She knew his step a long way off, and long 
before she could see him; his cup was all ready for him when 
he stepped in. He drank it, looking at Eleanor over it; would 
stop for nothing else, and carricd her off. 

“TI had a happy time,” he said, as they went through the 
plantations, “I have been to sce an old man who lies there 
dying, or very near it. He has been a Christian two years. 
Ile is very glad to see me when I come, and ready to talk ; but 
he will not talk with his ncighbours. He says he wants to 
kcep his thoughts fixed on God; and if he listened to these 
people they would talk to him of village affairs, and turn his 
mind off.” 

“Then, if you had a happy time, I suppose Ae is happy ?” 

“He is happy. ‘ How beautiful upon the mountains are the 
feet of him that bringeth good tidings, that publisheth peace !° 
Think of old Cesar, going to glory from the darkness of Fiji. 
He eaid to me to-night, ‘I am weak, and I am old; my time 
is come, but I am not afraid to die; through Jesus I feel 
courageous for death. Jcsus is my Chief, and I wish to obey 
him : if he says I am yct to lie here, I will praise him : and if he 
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rays { am to go above to him, I wilf praise him. I do not wish 
to eat; his word is my fvod; I think on it, and lean entirely 
on Jesus.” Do you know how good it is to be a missionary, 
Eleanor?” 

They exchanged looks; that was all; they were at the door, 
and went in. The party there were expecting and waiting for 
them, and it was more than a common welcome, Eleanor saw, 
that was given to them. She did not wonder at it. After 
exchanging warm grectings all round, she sat down; but Mr. 
Rhya began walking the floor. The rest were silent. There 
was a somewhat dim light from a lamp in the room; the 
windows and doors were open; the air, swcet with flowers and 
fresh from the sca, came in gently ; the soft sounds of Icaves 
and insects could be heard through the fall of Mr. Rhys’s steps 
upon the matted floor. The hour had a strange charm to 
Eleanor. 

Silence lasted until Mr. Rhys interrupted it with kneeling 
down for prayer. Then followed one of those prayers, in 
which it always seemed to Elcanor as if somcbody had taken 
her hand, who was leading her where she could almost look 
in at the gates of that city which Bunyan called the Celestial. 
Somewhere above carth it took her, and rapt her upas Milton's 
angel is said to have descended, upon a sunbeam. One came 
to earth again at the end of the prayer; but not without a 
remembrance of where one had been. 

“Sister Balliol,” said Mr. Rhys, “ will you put us in mind 
concerning our subject this evening ? ” 

“It is the glory to be revealed; and I find that it is a glory 
to be revealed in us," Mrs. Balliol made answer. ‘“ Sufferings 
come first. It is a glory that goes along with sufferings in the 
present life ; but it is so much greater than the sufferings, that 
no comparison can be made of them. For my part, I do not 
think the glory would be half so much glory, if it were not for 
the sufferings going before.” 

“ To suffer with Christ, and for him, that is glory now,” said 
Mr. Rhys; “to have been so honoured will always be part of 
gur joy. If any man suffer as a Christian, let him not be 
ashamed, but rather let him glorify God on this behalf. Those 
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be tears that Christ's own hand will wipe off; and wnat glery 
will that be!” 

“The word of God fails to express it,” said Mr. Amos, “ and 
calls it ‘riches of glory.’ Riches of glory, to be poured into 
vessels prepared to receive it. Surely, being such heirs, none 
of us has a right to call himself poor? we are heirs of an 
inheritance incorruptible and undefiled, and not eubject to 
decadence or failure. We may well be content with our puny 
interest in this life, who have such an estate coming in.” 

*I fect poor very often,” said gentle Mrs. Amos; “and I 
suppose that must be my own fault; for the word says, 
‘Riches and honour are with me; yea, durable riches, and 
rightcousness.’ ” 

“Those are riches that none but the poor come into posses- 
aion of,” said Mr. Rhys. “The poor in spirit inherit the 
kingdom, and nobody else. It is our very emptiness that fits 
us for recciving those unscarchable riches. But, having those, 
sister Amos, it is no deprivation of this world’s good things 
that would make you feel poor.” 

“Qh, no, indeed!” said Mrs. Amos. “I did not mean that 
sort of poor.” 

“The rich he will send empty away,” Mr. Rhys went on. 

“So in the matter of suffering,” said Mr. Balliol, taking up 
the word. “If we are partakers of Christ's sufferings now, 
we are told to rejoice. For when his glory is revealed, the 
word is, that we shall be glad also, and with exceeding joy. 
When his glory is revealed here, a little, now, we are glad; 
our joy seems to be excecding, now, brother Rhys. I wonder 
what it will be when God calls it exceeding joy !” 

There was a pause; and then Mrs. Amos, for the sake 
simply of starting Eleanor, whose voice she knew in it, began 
softly the song, “ Burst, ye emerald gates!” She had her 
success, for Eleanor with the others took up the words, and 
earried it—Mra. Amos thought—where Mr. Rhys’s prayer had 
been. When the song ceased, there wasailence ; till Mr. Rhys 
said, “ Eleanor! "—It was her turn to speak. 

“T do not believe,” she said, speaking low and slowly, “ that 
cither suiferings, or promises, or duties, will bring the hope of 
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glory into the heart, until Jesus himself brings it there. And 
if he brings it, it hardly seems to me that sufferings will 
enhance it—except in so far as they lead to greater knowledge 
of him, or are the immediate fruit of love to him; and then, 
as Mr. Rhys says, they are honour themselves already. The 
riches of the glory of this mystery is Christ in you, the hope 
of glory.” 

Mr. Rhys was standing at the back of Eleanor's chair, 
leaning upon it. He bent his head and whispered to her to 
tell her story that she hadtold him. At that whisper, Elcanor 
would have steadily gone through the fire if necessary; this 
was not quite as hard ; and though not for her own sake caring 
to do it, she told the story, and told it frecly and well. She 
told it so that every head there was bowed. And then there 
was silence again; till Mr. Rhys began, or rather went on with 
what she had been saying, in a voice that scemed to come 
from every hcart,— 

‘*¢ Whom having not seen, ye love; in whom, though now 
ye see him not, yet belicving, ye rejoice with joy unspcakable 
and full of glory.’ 

“Friends, we have the present ‘honour of being Christ's 
ambassadors. Do we know what honour that is? ‘ Whosoever 
shall receive this child in my name, receivcth me; and whoso- 
ever shall receive me, receiveth him that sent me.’ That is 
honour under which we may tremble!” And standing there 
at the back of Eleanor's chair. Mr. Rhys began to talk; on the 
joy of carrying Christ's message, the honour of being his scr- 
vants and co-workers, and the gladness of bringing the water 
of life to lips dry and failing in death. He told the instance of 
that evening which he had told to Eleanor; and, leaving his 
station behind her, he walked up and down again, speaking as 
she had sometimes heard him speak, till every head was raised 
and turned, and every eye followed him. With fire and tears, 
speaking of the work to be done and the joy of doing it, and 
the need of more to do it, and of the carelessness people 
have of that glory which will make men shine as the stars 
for ever and ever. 


“ Ay, we shall know then, brother Balliol, when the great 
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supper is served, and Christ shall gird himself, and make hia 
faithful servants sit down to mcat, and he shall come forth and 
serve them—we shall know then, if we are there, what glory 
means! And we shall know what it means to have no want 
unsatisfied, and no joy left out!—when the Lamb that is in 
the midst of the throne shall feed them, and shall lead them to 
living fountains of waters.” 

Mr. Balliol answered,— 

“If any man serve me, Jet him follow me; and where I am, 
there shall also my scrvants be: if any man serve me, him 
will my Father honour.” 

Mr. Rhys went on—“ Feed the flock of God which is among 
you, taking the oversight thercof, not by constraint, but will- 
ingly ; not for filthy lucre, but of a ready mind; neither as 
being lords over God’s heritage, but being ensamples to the 
flock. And when the chicf Shepherd shall appear, ye shall 
receive a crown of glory that fadeth not away.” 

They knelt together again, and then separated; and the 
tropical moon lighted home the two who did not belong to 
Mrs. Balliol’s household. 


THE END, 
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THE SONG OF SOLOMON IN BLANK VERSE. By the Rev. 
cone OLaRKxe D.D,, with an Introduction by the Rev. Dr. Bonag. Small 4to, cloth, 


LIVING TRUTHS FOR HEAD AND HEART. By the Rev. Canon 
Bet, W.D., Author of ‘Songs’ in the Twilight.” &c. Crown Svo, cloth, $s. 6d 
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HYMNS FOR THE CHURCH AND CHAMBER. Ry the same, 


Small crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 


THE INHERITORS OF THE KINGDOM: being Expository Dis- 


courses on St. Matthew v. 1-16. By the Rev.Josgrn Drxcay. Crown Svo, cloth, 2s, 4d. 


ISRAEL'S LAWGIVER: His Narrative true and His Laws genuine, 
By A. Moovy Srvarr, D.D. Crown Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d, 


THE HOMILETIC MAGAZINE VOLUME. Fach coutaining six 


monthly parts. Very suitable for Clercymen, Ministers, und Lay-Preachers. Demy 
8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 


LIFE OF SIR HENRY HAVELOCK, K.C.B. A Biographical 
Sketch of Sir Henry Havelock, K.C.B., compiled from unpublished papers, &c. B 
ine a panties Brock, B.D. Cloth boards, 4s. 6d.; also a cheap edition. Clo 
Imp, 28, Gd. 


HINDU WOMEN, with Glimpses into their Life and Zenanas, By 


H, Lior», Editorial Secretary of the Church of England Zenana Missionary Society, 
Crown Svo, cloth, 29. Gd. 


LONELY ; NO, NOT LONELY, and other Poems, By Eva Travers 


EvegEp Poor, Author of “ Evening Stars,” &¢. 16m0o, cloth, 1s. Gd. 


THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF A SOLDIER, By the same. 16mo, 
cloth, 1s. 6d. 


THE FUTURE OF PALESTINE: As a-Problem of International 


Policy in connection with the Requirements of Christianity and the Expectations of 
the Jews. By B. WaLkER. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 


SCRIPTURE ITSELF THE ILLUSTRATOR, A Manual of Ilus- 


tratious, gathered from Scriptural Figures, Phrases, Types, Derivations, Chronology, 
- ‘Texts, &c., adapted for the use of Preachers and Teachers. By the Rev, G. 8, Bowes, 
B.A. Small crown 8vo, cloth, és. 6d. 


IN PROSPECT OF SUNDAY. Analyses, Arguments, Applications, 
&e. By the Rev. G, 5. Bowgs, Author of “Scripture itsclf the Mlustrator,” &, 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 


THE NATURAL ELEMENTS OF REVEALED THEOLOGY: 


Being the Baird Lecture for 1881. By the Rev. George Marneson, D.D., of Innellan, 
Crown vo, cloth, 63, ; 


A WISE DISCRIMINATION THE CHURCH'S NEED. By T. U, 


Deuprzy, D.D., Assistant-Bishop of the Diocese of Kentucky. The Bohlen Lecture, 
1881. Crown &vo, cloth, 4s. dd. 
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SERMONS AND LECTURES, By the late Rev. Jaurs T{ssurron, 
ne Me Author of “ Life in Earnest,” “ The Great Biography,” &c¢. Post 8vo, 
cloth, 7. bd. 


THE HOLY WAR. By Joux Buxvax. Crown 8vo, illustrated, 
cloth, 3s, 6d. 


RED LINE EDITION OF BOGATZKY'S GOLDEN TREASURY 


Crown 42mo, cloth, 19.; cloth gilt, gilt edges, 1s. bd, 


RED LINE EDITION OF KEBLE'S CHRISTIAN YEAR. Crown 
emo. cloth Le. ; cloth gilt, gilt adyes, 1s. 6d. 


SOLDIERS AND SERVANTS OF CHRIST: or, Chapters on Church 
History. With Preface by the Rev, F. V. Magtuge, MLA., Viear of St. Paul's, Cliftou, 
aud Canon of Bristol. Sevoud edition, Crown Svo, cloth, 5y. 


WORK AND PRAYER. 'The Story of Nehemiah, By the Rev. 


A. MW. Symington, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s, td. 


SEEKING THE LOST. Incidents and Sketches of Christian Work 
in London. By the Rev, G. J. Wirirokg, Author of ‘The Bible in the Workshup.” 
Yrown 8yo, cloth, Ss. bd. | 


A SOLDIER'S EXPERIENCE OF GOD'S LOVE AND OF HIS 
FAITHFULNESS TO HIS WOR]. By the Inte Major C. H. Marax. Crown 8vo, 
revised and cheaper edition, cloth Js, Gd. 


OLD COMRADES, or, Sketches from Life in the British Army, 
With Thoughts on Military Servier. By the same, Crown 8v0, cloth, 3s. 6d, 


THE CONSECRATED LIFE. By the Rev. Ernest Bors, M.A, 


Jamo, elath, Is, 


REST UNTO YOUR SOULS. By the same. 16mo, cloth, Js, 
THE SURE FOUNDATION, By thetsame, 16mo, cloth, 1s, 


NEVER SAY DIE: A Talk with Old Friends By Samver Gunresrre 
PROUT, Iwo, sewed, 6d.; cloth, od. 


oe i Bible Talk with Soldiers, By the same, 16mo,sewed | 
oh G 


~ 
( 


BUNYAN’S PILGRIMS PROGRESS, With 40 Tlustrations, designed 


by Bir Joun Giveget, and engraved by Wo. Wityatene. Printed on toned paper, 
_ and handsomely bound in cloth, 8%. Gd. ; in leatherette, gilt odes, 5x. 


. 


ILLUSTRATIVE TEXTS AND TEXTS ILLUSTRATED. By the 


Rev. J. W. Barpscry, IAA. New and euarged edition. Crown sve, eluth, 5s. 


FAMILY DEVOTION, The Book of Psalms arranged for Worship, 


with Meditations on erch portion. By the Very Rey. Eloxey LAW. M.A., Dean of 
Ciloucester. In2 vols. Vost 8vo, cloth, 10s. 


WILD FLOWERS OF THE HOLY LAND. Fifty-four Plates 


pe in Colours, drawn and painted after Nature by HANNaw ZeLurk, Nasareth. 
ith a preface by the Rev, H. B. Tristaam, Canon of Durham, aud an Introduction by 
Epwakp ATKINSON, Eaq.. FLAS, PLZ. 4to, cloth gilt, 21s. 


HINTS TO HOSPITAL AND SICK ROOM VISITORS, By Mrs, 


Conn G. CAMPBELL. Sinul] crown 8ro, Is, 6d. 


ABOUT CRIMINALS, By Mrs, Mergortu. Small crown &vo, cloth, 
3a, Gal. 


BEAUTIFUL UPON THE MOUNTAINS, Evening Readings for a 
Month. By Maraakst 8rewakt Simpson, Author of “Steps through the Stream,” 
With two Illustrations. Jémo, cloth extra, 1s. 


THOUGHTS. By Mrs. Wietry. Small crown 8vo, cloth, Hach 1s. 


THOUGHTS FOR MOTHERS. 

THOUGHTS FOR CHILDREN 

THOUGHTS FOR YOUNG WOMEN IN BUSINESS. 
THOUGHTS FOR SERVANTS, 

THOUGHTS FOR TEACHERS. 


WORKERS AT HOME. By the same. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. 


OUR COFFEE ROOM. By Lady Horr of Carriden. With Preface 
by Lient.-Gen. Sir Agruts CoTroy, R.B., E.C.8 L Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. Gul, 


MORE ABOUT OUR COFFEE ROOM. By Lady Hore of Curriden. 
Small crown 8yo, cloth, 3s. 6d. . 


LINES OF LIGHT ON A DARK BACKGROUND. By the same. 
Small crown 8vo, 33. 6d. 


A MAIDEN’S WORK. Bv the same. Crown &vo, cloth, 5s. 
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SUNSET RAYS, A Companion Volume to “Sunrise Gleams,” Sy 
Lady Horx of Carriden. 16mo, cloth, 1s. 


A BRIGHT LIFE. Crown 8vo, cloth, with steel portrait, 3s. 6d. 


A SUMMER IN THE LIFE OF TWO LITILE CHILDREN, 
Crown &vo, cloth, illustrated, 8a. Gd. 


THE CULTURE OF PLEASURE; or, The Enjoyment of Life in its 
Sucial and Religions Aspects, By the Author of "The Mirage of Life.” Fifth edition. 
Crown Bvo, cloth, és. 6d. 


THE END OF A COIL, By Miss Warwer, Author of “My Desire,” 
“Wide, Wide World,” &c, Crown &8vo, lustrated, cloth, 3s. 6d, 


GREY CRAIGS, A Story of Scottish Life. By J. L. Watson. 


Crown &vo, illustrated, cloth, 5s. 


HELEN HERVEY’S CHANGE; or, Out of Darkness into Light. 


By Aaa Ena@uisn (“ Home and School Series"). Small crown Svo, illustrated, cloth, 
8, . 


STORIES OF THE CATHEDRAL CITIES OF ENGLAND, By 
Mrs, Marsnath, Author of “A History of France,” “ Matthew Frost,” &c. With 
illustrations. Crown 8vo. Bs. 


DEWDROPS AND DIAMONDS. By the same. Crown 8vo, cloth, 


illustrated, bs, 


THE BIRTH OF THE CENTURY; or, Eighty Years Ago. By the 


vame. Sual] crown 8vyo, cloth, 1s. bd. 


HEATHER AND HAREBELL, By the same. Crown 8vo, cloth, ds. 
A CHIP OF THE OLD BLOCK. By the same. Small crown &vo, 


cloth, Is, 


ROSE HARTLEY AND HER CHRISTMAS WAYMARKS. A Tale 


for Girls Leaving School. By C. N. Reprorn, Author of “The Kingdom.” Smal 
crown ro, with lusteations cloth extra, Is, fd. i ue 


A MOTHER. For a Daughter. By Mre. Unenenpy, Author of “A 


Child, Fora Mother.” Small crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 


A CHILD, Fors Mother. By the same. Small crown Svo, 2s, 
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ROGER WILLOUGHBY ; or, The Days of Benbow. By the late 
W. HG. Kixasron, Author of “The Three Lientenants," &e. Crown 8vo, Hlustrated, 
cloth, 3s. 


DORRINCOURT. A Tale for Boys. By B. Henpmayy. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, illustrated, 6s. 


BOXALL SCHOOL. By the same, Crown §vo, cloth, illustrated, 


is, 6d. 
THE BLUE FLAG AND THE CLOTH OF GOLD. By Anxa 


WARNER. Crown &vo, cloth, illustrated, 2s. 6d. 


TIRED CHRISTIANS. By the same. 16mo, cloth, Is. 
THE MELODY OF THE TWENTY-THIRD PSALM. By the same. 
Royal 32mo, eluth, $d. 


WAYFARING HYMNS, Original and Selected. By the same. 
Royal 82mo, cloth, 6d, 


THE OTHER SHORE, By the sume. Royal J2mo, cloth, Ls. 
THE FOURTH WATCH. By the same. Royal 32m, cloth, 10d. 
WHAT AILETH THEE? Ry the sume. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s, 6d, 


WORKS BY THE REV. J. JACKSON WRAY, 
A NOBLE VINE. Crown. Svo, cloth, 3s. Gd, 


MATTHEW MELLOWDEW. A Story with more Heroes than One. 
Cloth gilt, 5a, 

PAUL MEGGITT’S DELUSION, With Six full-page Plates. Cloth 
gilt, ds, du. 

CHRONICLES OF CAPSTAN CABIN. Or, The Children’s Hour, 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. 


A MAN, EVERY INCH OF HIM; or, The Story of Frank, Ful- 
lerton’s School-days. With full-page INustrations, Cloth gilt, 4s. 6d. 


PETER PENGELLY ; or, True as the Clock, Cloth gilt, 2s. 


NESTLETON MAGNA. A Story of Yorkshire Methodism. Cloth, 
3s. Gd.; cloth gilt, gilt edges, 5s. 


1G 
WORKS BY THE REV. GEORGE EVERARD, M.A. 


BRIGHT ANT) FAIR. A Book for Young Ladies. 16mo, cloth, 1s. 


MY CONFIRMATION: Before and After. L8mo, paper, 3d.; 
cloth, Gil. 


STRONG AND FREE. A Book for Young Men, With a recommen- 


datory Jetter by the Right Honourable the Karl of Shaftesbury. 1Gmo, limp cloth, 1s.; 
banrds, 18. Gd. 


FOLLOW THE LEADER. 16mo, Is, 6d. 

IN SECRET, A Manual of Private Prayer. 16ino, cloth, Is. 

THE RIVER OF LIFE. 16mo, cloth, 1s. 

DAY BY DAY: or, Counsels to Christians on the Details of Every- 


day Life, Small crown Svo, cloth, 3x. 


BEFORE HIS FOOTSTOOL. Family Prayers for Que Month. Small 


crown Syo, cloth, 3s. 


STEPS ACROSS; or, Guidance and Help to the Anxious and Doubt- 


ful. A Companion Volume to “Day by Day.” Small crown 8vo, cleth, 3s. 


HOME SUNDAYS; or, Help and Consolation from the Sanctuary. 


Small crown Svo, cloth, ds. 


NOT YOUR OWN; or, Counsela to Young Christians, 16mo, 
cloth, 1s. 


RAFE ANT HAPPY. Words of Help and Encouragement to Young 


Women. With Prayers for Daily Use. 16mo, cloth, Is. 
EDIE'S LETTER; or, Talks with the Little Folks, Small 4to, 2s, 6d. 
MY SPECTACLES: and What I Saw With Them. Uniform with 


“Not Your Own.” lémo, cloih, Is. 
LITTLE FOXES, and How to Catch Them. 18mo, cloth, 1s. 
BENEATH THE CROSS; Counsels, Meditations, and Prayers for 


Communicants. d4mo, cloth, is. - 


THE WRONG TRAIN; or, Common Mistakes in Religion. Small 


crown vo, cloth, 1s. &d. 


THE HOLY TARLE. A Guide to the Lord’s Supper. 64 pp., tinted 


cover, 4d. ; cloth, Gd. 
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‘NONE BUT JESUS; or, Christ is All from First to Last. $2mo, 
sewed, 4d.; cloth limp, 6d. 

WELCOME HOME: or, Plain Teachings from the Prodigal Son. 
32m, cloth, 8d. 


THE HOME OF BETHANY: ov, Christ revealed as the Teacher 


and Comforter of His People. smo, sewed, t., cloth, id. 


LIST OF WORKS 


BY THE LATE 


FRANCES RIDLEY HAVERGAL., 
SWISS LETTERS AND ALPINE POEMS, With twelve illustra- 


tions of Alpine Scenery and Flowers by the Baroness HELGA VON CramM. Sinall fto, 
cloth, extra gilt, 12s. 


LIFE CHORDS; the Earlier and Later Poems of the Jate Frances 
Ripeey Haveraar. With 12 Chromo-Lithographs of Alpine Scenery, &e., from 
designs by the Baroness HELGA VON CRaMM, in one of which is introduced a Portrait 
of the Author in the ninth year of her age. Small so, cloth gilt, 12s. 

LIFE MOSAIC: “The Ministry of Song” and “ Under the Surface,” 
in One Vol. With 12 Coloured Hlustrations of Alpine Flowers and Swiss Mountain aud 
Lake Scenery, from drawings by the Baroness HktGa voy Cr vam, ey 
printed hy Kaufmann, of Lahr-Baden, In crown Sto, with [lustruted Initials, He 
pieces, &c., cloth, gilt extra, 128, 

MORNING STARS; or, Names of Christ for His Little Ones. Super 
royal Rmo, cloth, 9d. 

MORNING BELUIS; being Waking Thoughts for the Little Ques. 
Royal 82mo, sewed, td. ; cloth, 9d. 


LITTLE PILLOWS: being Good Night Thoughts for the Little Ones. 


Uniform in size and price. 


BRUEY, A LITTLE WORKER FOR CHRIST. Small crown Xvo, 
cloth, $s, 6d. ; cheap edition, limp cloth, Ls. 6d., sewed, 1s. 


THE FOUR HAPPY DAYS. A Story for Children. Seventh edition. 
- 16m, cloth, 1s. 


SONGS OF PEACE AND JOY. Selected from “The Ministry of 
ee and ‘Under the Surface.” With Music by CoaRies H. Purpay. Fesp 4to, 
cloth, gilt edges, 3s.; or in paper covers, Is. Gd. 

BEN BRIGHTBOOTS, and other True Stories, Crown Sve, cloth, 
is. 6d, 


Works by the late F. R. HAVERGAL-—continued, 


ROYAL GRACE AND LOYAL GIFTS. 


Comprising the following Seven Books in a neat cloth case, price lus. The Books may 
bv had separately, 16mo, cloth, 1s. each, 


KEPT FOR THE MASTER'S USE. 

THE ROYAL INVITATION ; or, Daily Thoughts on Coming to Christ. 
MY KING; or, Daily Thoughts for the King’s Children. 

ROYAL COMMANDMENTS ; or, Morning Thoughts for the King’s 


Rervants. 
ROYAL BOUNTY ; or, Nvening Thoughts for the King’s Guests. 
LOYAL RESPONSES ; or, Daily Melodies for the King’s Minstrels, 


STARLIGHT THROUGH THE SHADOWS; and other Gleams from 
the King's Word. 


UNDER HIS SHADOW. The Last Poems, Super royal 32Zmo, 
cloth, gilt edges, 1s. Hd, 


THE MINISTRY OF SONG, Super royal 32mo, cloth, gilt edges, 


Ls. td, 


UNDER THE SURFACE, Poems. Crown Svo, cloth, ds.; also 


super royal, 320, cloth, gilt edges, Is. fid. 


WORKS BY MISS M. V. G. HAVERGAL. 


MEMORIALS OF FRANCES RIDLEY HAVERGAL, — Recently 
published. Crown 8vo, with Steel Portrait, and other IHhustrations, cloth, 6s.; also a 
Cheaper Edition, roan, 3s.; oloth, 1s. 6d; paper covers, 6d. 


PLEASANT FRUITS; or, Records of the Cottage and the Class, 


Small erewn 8vo, cluth, 2s. vd. 


THE LAST WEEK: Being a Record of the Last Days of Frances 
Ridley Havergal. 38ino, sewed, 2d.: cloth, éd. 
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ILLUSTRATED BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
BY R. M. BALLANTYNE, 
Crown Svo, cloth, price, os. 


THE BATTERY AND THE BROILER: or, The Electrical Adven- 


tures of a Telegraph Cable Layer. 
THE GIANT OF THE NORTH; or, Pokings round the Pole. 
THE LONELY ISLAND: or, The Refuge of the Mutincers. 
POST TASTE: A Tale of Her Majesty’s Mails. 
IN THE TRACK OF THE TROOPS; A Tale of Modern War. 


THE SETTLER AND THE SAVAGE: A Tale of Peace and War in 
South Africa. 


UNDER THE WAVES: or, Diving in Deep Waters. A Tale. 
RIVERS OF ICE: A Tale Mlustrative of Alpine Adventure and 


Glacier Action. 


THE PIRATE CITY; Au Algerine Tale, 
BLACK IVORY; A Tale of Adventures among the Slavers of East 


Africas. 


THE NORSEMEN IN THE WEST; or, America before Columbus. 
THE TRON HORSE; or, Life on the Line. A Railway Tale. 

THE FLOATING LIGHT OF THE GOODWIN SANDS, 
ERLING THE BOLD: A Tale of the Norse Sea Kings, 

THE GOLDEN DREAM: A Tale of the Diggings, 

DEEP DOWN: A Tale of the Cornish Mines. 

FIGHTING THE FLAMES: A Tale of the London Fire Brigade. 
SHIFTING WINDS: A Tough Yarn. 


THE LIGHTHOUSE: or, The Story of a Great Fight Between Man 
aud the Ses. 
THE LIFEBOAT: A Tale of our Coast Heroes. 


GASCOYNE, THE SANDALWOOT) TRADER: A Tale of ths 
Parific. 


4 


ILLUSTRATED BOOKS FOR BOYS. BY R. M. BALLANTYNE, 
Crown Svo, cloth, price 3s. 6d. 
TALES OF ADVENTURE ON THE SEA. 
re OF ADVENTURE BY FLOOD, FIELD, AND MOUN- 


TALE S ‘OF ADVENTURE: or, Wild Work in Strange Places, 
TALES OF ADVENTURE ON THE COAST. 

MY DOGGIE AND J. 

THE RED MAN’S REVENGE, 

PHILOSOPHER JACK: A Tale of the Southern Seas. 

SIX MONTHS AT THE CAPE: Letters to Periwinkle from South 


Africa, A Record of Personal Experience and Adventure. With twelve Ilustratious 
by the Author. A New Edition. 


Cer oaeentameendiiameeeetanteeemene ee anlo esee create ten tre me natal 


THE COLLECTED WORKS OF ENSIGN SOPHT, Late of the 


Volunteers. Hlustrated by himself. Edited by R. M. Battantyng Small crown 
vo, {s. Od. picture boards; Bs. Od. ¢ 


oth. 
THE KITTEN PILGRIMS; or, Gireat Battles and Grand Victories. 


Small dto, pnper bourds, with numerous j illustrations, 5s. 


Feet Seemed 


HOME AND SCHOOL SERIES OF JUVENILE BOOKS. 


With Hustrations, In Small crown, extra cloth, each 1s. 6d. 


AMOS FAYLE; or, Through the Wilderness into a Wealthy Place. 


Mrs. Prosser. 
RUNNING AWAY, 
STORIES OF THE LAND WE LIVE IN, By Wruntam Locse, 
A RAY OF LIGHT TO BRIGHTEN COTTAGE HOMES. By the 
Author of “A ‘Trap to Oateh a Sunbeam.” 
THE STORY OF ad OLD POCKET BIBLE, as related by itself, 


By Rovert Cox, A 


ASHTON COTT AGE: or, The T'rne Faith. 
MARJORY. By Mrs. Marsnant. 


COURAGE AND COWARDS; or, Who was the Bravest? By the 
Author of ‘Tho Maiden of the leeberg : 
AGATHA LEE'S INHERITANCE. By Mrs. M. R. Husa, Author 

v Other Hor 
NIDWORTHE AND HIS THREE MAGIC WANDS. By Mis. F, 


ALICE “LESTRANGES: MOTTO, AND HOW IT GAINED, THE 


F ATHEUL UN NTO DEATH ; or, Susine and Claude of the Val Pelice. 

THE BIRTH OF A CENTURY; or, Eighty Years Ago. By 
Mra. MARSHALL 

ROSE HARTLEY AND HER CHRISIMAS WAYMAKS, A Tal 
for Girls leaving School. By Miss C. N. RepF 

HELEN HERVEY'S CHANGE; or, “Out of Darkness into Light. 


lo 
THE CROWN SERIES. 


Crown &vo, price One Shilling, cloth, Mlustrated. 
THE BLACK SHEE? OF THE PARISIL By Lady Duxpornn, 
MRS. ARNOLD. By Miss Woornouss. 
THE STORY OF THE REFORMATION, FOR CHILDREN, By 
Mrs. Bower. 


+ eae anaes 





omen Veneer ma etree Pre see 


NISBET’S MINIATURE CHRISTIAN 
CLASSICS, 
Red Line Editions. Cloth, 1s. each; cloth gilt, 1s, Gd. 


], BOGATZKY'S GOLDEN TREASURY. 

2, KEBLE’S CHRISTIAN YEAR. 

3. THE IMITATION OF CHRIST (Thomas 4 Kempis). 
+, THE POEMS OF GEORGE HERBERT. 

Series to be continued, 


AN RTE SAO AREA SO IE Ne Ga te RY NH etme re ore 


Feap svo, each 1s., cloth. Tlustrated | 


NISBET’S ENTERTAINING LIBRARY 


FOR 


YOUNG PEOPLE, 


GENTLEMAN JIM. By Mrs, Prentiss. 

FRAMILODE HALL, By Mrs. Marsiatt 

A CHI? OF THE OLD BLOCK. By the same. 

THE PRINCE'S BOX; or, The Magic Mirror. By Cunisrina N, 
SIMPSON, 

URSULA: A Story of the Bohemian Reformation. By M. L, Bexenn. 

OUR LADDIE. By Miss L. J. Tomuttysoy, 

VIOLET IN THE SHADE. By Mrs. Marstart, 

LIGHT ON THE LILY. By the same. 

A ROSE WITHOUT THORNS. By the same. 

DOLLY'S CHARGE. By Miss Brarrice Marswaut, 

THE MOUNTAIN MILL. By H. C. Coapr. 

FAN’S BROTHER. By Miss Beatatce Manrsaate. 

THE MAITLANDS’ MONEY-BOX. By Lady Donsoymn. 
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CABINET SERIES. 
Price 28, 6d, 
1. agree hi _ CARRIER; or, Little Snowdrop’s Mission. 
2. THE SPANISH. BARBER. A Tale, By the Author of « Mary 
8. THREE PATHS IN LIFE. A Tale for Girls, By Exien 


BaR ee. 


4.4 YEAR WITH THE EVERARDS, By the Hon, Mrs 
Crrvvorn-BUrr 


"6. STELLAFONT "ABBEY; or, Nothing New. By Ewwa Marsnat. 
6. RONALD DUNBEATH ; or, The Treasure in the Cave. 
7. A SUNBEAM’S INFLUENCE; or, Hight Years After. By the 


Hon. Mra. OLtrvorn-BuTLer. 
8. A TALE OF TWO OLD SONGS. By the same, 
9, ESTHER’S JOURNAL: 1, A Tale of Swiss Pension Life, By 


ESIDENT, With NDS on x 
10. Brie FRIEND 8: or Ourada ‘of the Woods and Shores. 


at “Th Story { Wandering Wille 
Ui. THERESA JOURNAL. from the French of Madame de 
wk. By Onicrton CaAMPRELL. 





THE GOLDEN LADDER SERIES. 


A Series of Katertaini a Geen b mrs 
of “The Wide Wide Wor 70, doth, ietceat price 36. 68 





THE EIGHTEENPENNY SERIES OF JUVENILE BOOKS, 
Guitabla for Prizes and Gift Books for Young People. 1émo, ith, 





THE SHILLING SERIES OF JUVENILE BOOKS. 
Jémo, cloth, iustrated, 
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